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SHAKESPEARE ; 

A REPRINT OF THE "FAMOUS FOLIO OF 1623." 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

HE talk undertaken by the Publiflier more than four years ago, of reproducing 
in a portable form the Firft Folio Edition of the Plays of Shakefpearc, 
raK^Mpi U lt h°ut the flightcft alteration or attempt at correction, is now accomplimed, 

and the ftudents of the works of our " gentle Shakefpearc " are enabled, 

at a moderate coft, to obtain a volume identical with that iflucd by the poet's friends 
Heminge and Condell, in 1623 — a work held now fo highly in repute by collectors that 
a copy fold lately for the large fum of 716/. 

The Firft Folio Edition, published feven years after the poet's death, contained 
nineteen plays never before printed. The fmall quarto editions of the feventecn various 
plays printed anterior to the Folio were not iflued by authority, nor are they anywhere 
aflerted to have had the ineftimable benefit of the poet's revifion or corrections; but, 
on the contrary, they are ftated by Heminge and Condell to have been " diuerfe ftolne, 
and furreptitious copies, maimed and deformed by the frauds and ftealthes of iniurious 
impoftors." The Firft Folio is therefore, it has been well obferved, " the moft 
important edition extant." Its reproduction in the exact words and letters of the 
original will, it is confidently hoped, prove acceptable to all ftudents of his writings, 
and fhould find a place in every Engliftiman's library. 

The favour with which Parts I. (containing the Comedies) and II. (containing the 
Hiftories) have been received will, it is trufted, be ftill accorded to the completed work. 
No pains have been fpared to render this third Part, containing the Tragedies, worthy 
of its predecefiors. 

It is no fmall matter for congratulation that, neither in Part I., which was publifhed 
December 1861, nor in Part II., which followed in November 1863, have any errors 
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been pointed out that have not, on examination, proved to have been errors or mif- 
conceptions on the part of the critics. The book hitherto has parted the ordeal of adverfe 
interefts unfeathed, and the learned editors of the Cambridge edition, now in progrefs 
of publication, have pronounced it "the moft correct reprint ever iflued." 

Neverthelefs, as ftated in the introduction to Part I., it has always been borne in 
mind that the chances of error in pafling an elaborate work through the prefs, are 
fo varied and unaccountable, that any pretence to infallibility would be more than 
prefumptuous ; the communication, therefore, of any — the moft trifling — departure from 
the original, which may be difcovered, will be moft thankfully acknowledged, and the 
required correction effected by a cancel. 

The Firft Folio contained all the known plays excepting ** Pericles, Prince of Tyre," 
which was firft published in folio in the third imprcfEon, 1664 (previoufly in quarto, 
1609, 161 1, and 1619). It is propofed to print this play feparately, to be bound up 
with this edition, bringing together in one volume the whole acknowledged plays of 
Shakefpeare in the exact language of the originals. 

The Verfes oppofite the Title to Part III. are reprinted from the fecond edition of 
Shakefpeare (1632), and are faid by IVarton, and by Godwin, in his life of Edward and 
John Philips, nephews and pupils of Milton, to have been the firjl lines of poetry ever 
printed of our immortal Milton ,• they are iffued as an appropriate completion of the various 
panegyrics publijhed in the firfl and fecond folios. 

Regent Street, 

November 1864. 
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SHAKESPEARE. 

Collation of the Edition of 1623. 

(Continued.) 



THE TRAGEDIES. 



• # * The Collation is given with each Party to prevent the chance of the errors and 
peculiarities of the Original Edition^ herein faithfully reproduced, being mijlaken as 
errors of this Reprint. 



The Prologue, and firft page of Troylus and Creffida (unpaged) — then pages 79 and 80, 

then twenty-five pages without pagination, and the laft page blank. 
Coriolanus — pages 1 to 30. 

Titus Andronicus — pages 31 to 52 (page 51 copies vary). 

Romeo and Juliet — pages 53 to 79 (pages 77 and 78 wanting). 

Tymon of Athens — pages 80, 81, 82, then again commencing pages 81 to 98. 

The Actors' Names — one page, the next page blank. 

Julius Carfar — pages 1 09 to 130. 

Macbeth — pages 131 to 151. 

Hamlet — pages 152 to 156, then one hundred pages omitted, and continuing pages 257 

to 282 (pages 279 and 282 arc mifprinted 259 and 280), page 278 copies vary. 
King Lear— pages 283 to 309 (page 308 mifprinted 38). 
Othello— pages 310 to 339. 
Anthonie and Cleopatra — pages 340 to 368. 

Cymbeline — pages 369 to 399 (pages 379 and 399 mifprinted 389 and 993). 

The 
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The Signatures in the Original Volume are as follqws :— 

A, containing tide, verfes, and introductory matter, 9 leaves. 

The Tempcft to the Winter's Tale — A to C c 2, in fixes (V is mifprinted V v). 

King John to Troylus and Crcflida — a to g, in fixes (a 3 is mifprinted A a 3); gg, 8 leaves; 
h to x, and %, and 5 ^, in fixes ; ^ ^ •} one leaf (m 3 is mifprinted 1 3 ; x 3 is not marked). 

Coriolanus to Cymbcline — a a to f f, in fixes (b b 2 is mifprinted Bbi); g g has 8 leaves 
(five of which are marked g g, g g 2, G g, g g 2, gg j); h h, kk to v v, x, yy to 
b b b, in fixes (n n and n n 2 are mifprinted N n and N n 2 ; 00 is mifprinted O 0 ; 
002 has no fignature ; 1 1 2 is mifprinted 1 1 3 ; x x, x x 2, x x 3, are mifprinted x, x 2, 
and x 3 ; y y 2 and y y 3 arc mifprinted y 2 and y 3). The volume ends thus: — 

Printed at the Charges of W. Jaggard, Ed. Blount, I. Smithwecke, and W. Afplcy, 1623. 



The fignatures in the rtprint are from A to 5 U (1 leaf), in fours, commencing with 
the Tcmpeft ; the preliminary leaves being the fame as in the original. 

A diftind and confecutive pagination throughout the volume, at the bottom of each page, 
has alfo been added, to facilitate reference, from the Tempeft to Cymbeline, pages 
1 to 889. 
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Hat neede my Shakefpeare for bis honor' d bones, 
The labour of an Agejn piled Jlones 
Or that bis hallow 1 d ^eliques Jhould be bid 
Vnder a ft arrcy pointing ^Pyramid ? 
Deare Sonne of Memory great Heire of Fame, 
What needft thou fucb dull vitnejfe of tby Name ? 
Thou in our wonder and aftonijhment 
Haft built tby felfe a lafting Monument : 
For wbilft to tb'Jhame of Jlow-endeat>ouring Art 
Thy eqfie numbers ftdw y and that each part, 
Hath from the leases of thy unvalued Booke, 
Thofe Delphicke Lines -with deepe imprefsion tooke 
Then thou our fancy of her Jelfe bereaving, 
Dojl make us Marble "with too much conceding, 
And fo Sepulcber'd in fucb pompe doft lie 
That Kings for fucb a Tombe would wi/h to die. 
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The Prologue. 

IHTroy there lyes the Scene : From lies of Greece 
The Princes OrgillouK , their high blood chafed 
Haue to the Port of Athens fent their Jhippes 
Fraught with the minijiers and injlruments 
OfcruellWarre : Sixty and nine that wore 
Their Qrownets 1{egall>from th' Athenian hay 
Put forth toward Phrygia,and their 'vc/w is made 
To ranfacke Troy, "within whofe Jlrong cmures 
The raui/b'd Helen, Menelaus Queene, 
With wanton Paris fleepes, and that's the Quarrell. 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the dcepe-drdwing Barke do there difgorge 

Their -warlike frautage : now on Vardan Plaints 

The frejh and yet inbruifed Greekes do pitch 

Their braue Pauillions.Prhms fix-gated City, 

Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 

And Antcnonidus 'with mafsie Staples 

And correfponfue and fulfilling Bolts 

Stirre up the Sonnes of Troy. 

K<fw Expeclation tickling skittijh fpirits, 

On one and other fide, Troian and Greeke, 

Sets all on hazard. And hither am J come, 

A Prologue armd, but not in confidence 

Of Authors pen, or ARors toyce ; but fuited 

fn like conditions, a* our Argument ; 

To tell you (faire Beholders') that our Play 

Leapes ore the vaunt and firfilings of thofe broyles, 

Beginning in the middle : farting thence away, 

To what may be digejled in a Play : 

Like, or finde fault, do as your pleafures are, 

N?wgood,or bad, 'tis but the chance ofWarre. 




THE TR AGED IE OF 

Troylus and Crefsida. 



Aftus Primus. Sccena cprima. 



Pandarm and Trvylui. 



Tray tut . 

$23fS$ AH here my Varlct, He vnarme againe. 
Skj^X Why fliould I warre without the wall of Troy 
Av«*That finde fuch cruell battell here within? 

1 Each Tioian that it mafterof hi* heart, 
Let him to field, Trtylut alas hath none. 
Pan. Will this geere nere be mended t 
Trey.The Greek* are ftrong.ie skilful to their ftrength, 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefle Valiants 
But I am weaker then a womans teare { 
Tamer then fleepe, fonder then ignorance ; 
Lefle valiant then the Virgin in the night, 
And skillefle as vnpraftis'd Infancie. 

Pan. Well, I haue told you enough of this : For my 
part, lie not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will 
haue a Cake out of the Wheate, muft needes tarry the 
grinding. 

Troy. Haue I not tarried ? 

Pan. I the grinding ; but you muft tarry the bolting. 
Trey. Haue I not tarried ' 

Pan. I the boulting; but you muft tarry the leau'ing. 
Trty. Still haue I tarried. 

Pan. I, to the leauening ; but heeres yet in the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake , the 
hearing of the Ouen, and the Baking ; nay, you muft ftay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burne your lips. 

Troy. Patience her felfe, what Goddefte ere (he be, 
Doth letter blench at fuft~erance,then I doe s 
At Priamt Royall Table doe I fit ; 
And when faire Crejpd comes into my thoughts, 
So (Traitor) then flie comes , when (he is thence. 

Pan. Well : 

She look'd ycfternight hirer, then eucr I faw her looke, 
Or any woman elfe. 

Troy. I was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged with a figh, would riue in twaine, 
Lcaft Hetlor,or my Father mould perceiue me t 
I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a-fcornc) 
Buried this figh.in wrinkle of a fmile : 
But forrow,that is couch'd in feeming gtadneflV, 
Is like that mirth, Fate turnes to fudden fadneffr. 

Pan. And her haire were not fomewhat darker then 
Ileltni, well go too, there were no more comparifon be- 
tweene the Women. But for my part (he is my Kinfwo- 
not (as they tearme it) praife it, but 1 wold 



fume body had heard her talke yefterday a* I did t I will 
not difpraife your filler Cajfamdra't wit, but ■ 

Trty. Oh Pandarut ' I tell thee Pandarui ; 
When I doe tell thee,there my hopes lye drown J : 
Reply not in how many Fadomes drepe 
They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Crtffid* loue. Thou anfwer'ft me is Faire, 
Powr'ft in the open Vlcer of my heart, 
Her Eyes, her Haire, her Cheeke,her Gate, her Voice, 
Handled in thy difcourfe. O that her Hand 
(In whofe comparifon, all whites are Inke) 
Writing their owne reproach } to whofe fort feizure, 
The Cignett Downe is harfti.and fpirit of Senfe 
Hard as the palme of Plough-man. This thou tcl'ft me ; 
As true thou tel'ft me, when I fay I loue her I 
But laying thus,inftead of Oyle and BaJme, 
Thou lai'ft in euery gafli that loue hath giuen me, 
The Knife that made it. 

P«. I fpeake no more then truth. 
Tray. Thou do'ft not fpeake fo much. 
Pan. Faith, He not meddle in't : Let her be as uec is, 
if (he be faire, 'tis the better for her s and flie be not, flie 
ha's the mends in her owne hands. 

Troy. Good Pandarut : How now Pandarut J 
Pan. I haue had my Labour for my trauell.ill thought 



on of her, and ill thought on of you : Gone 
betweene, but fmall thankes for my labour. 

Trty. What art thou angry Pandarui} what with me ? 

Pan. Becaufe flic's Kinne to me, therefore fliee's not 
fo faire as Helen, and (he were not kin to me, (be would 
be as faire on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
care I ? I care not and flic were a Black-a- Moore, 'ti» all 
one to me. 

Troy. Say I (he is not faire ? 

Trey. I doe not care whether you doe or no. Shee's a 
Foole to ftay behinde her Father : Let her to the Greeks , 
and fo He tell her the next time I fee her : for my part, He 
meddle nor make no more i'th'matter. 
Troy. Pandarui/ Pan. Not I. 

Troy. Sweete ! 

all 
Pand. 

Sound Alarum. 
Tro.Peace you vngracious Clamors, peace rude founds, 
Fooles on both fides, Helen muft needs be faire, 
When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight vpon this Argument : 

It 



fan. Pray you fpeake no more to me, I will leaue 
I found it,and there an end. Exit Pai 
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Itis too ftaru'd a fubiecl for my Sword, 
But Pendant ; O Cuds ! How do you plague me ? 
I cannot come to CrejJU but by Pandar, 
And he's as teachy tu be woo'd to woe, 
As we is Aubborne, chaft,ag.iinft all fuite. 
Tell me Apollt for thy Datbntt Loue 
What Otffid is, what Pandar,xn<i what we i 
Her bed is India, there (he lies, a Pearle, 
Between our Ilium, and where fhe* recides 
Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood , 
Our felfe the Merchant,and this fayling Pandar, 
Our doubtful 1 hope, our conuoy and our Barke. 
Alarum. Enter ..• Entat. 

tAZ»t. How now Prince Trtylm ? 
! Wherefore not a field ? 

Troy. Becaufe not there ; this womans anfwer forts. 
For womanifh it is to be from thencei 
What ncwes tAZntat from the field to day ? 

e/£*r. That Pari is returned home, and hurt. 

Troy. By whom vEatat ? 

c-F.nt. Trtylm by M tin lam. 

Trty. Let Pari bleed.'tis but a fear to feorne, 
Pari is gord with Mtnelam home. Alarum. 

■ '< Harke what good fport is out of Towne to day. 

Trty. Better at home, if would I might were may : 
But to the fport abroad,are you bound thither ' 

cJEne. In all fwift haft. 

Try. Come goc wee then togither. Extunt. 
Enltr Oejfid and brr man. 

Of- Who were thofe went by ? 

Man. Queene Hteuia t »nd Htlltn. 

Cre. And whether go they ? 

Man. Vp to the Eafteme Tower, 
Whofe height commands as fubieel all the vaile, 
To fee the battell : HtOer whofe pacience, 
Is as a Vertue fixt, to day was mou'd ; 

cfai^ts at^^~ - a\ Fi^i Hro*olcc lSiv ^tkfffllAVBf p 
And like as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne rofe, hee was harneft lyte, 
And to the field goe's he; where euery flower 
Did as a Prophet weepe what it forfaw, 
In I hit. 1 1 wrath. 

Crt. What was his caufe of anger ? 
Man. The noife goe's thisj 
There is among the Greekcs, 
A Lord of Trotan blood, Nephew to Htfhr, 
They call him Aiax. 

Crt. Good; and what of him ? 

Man.Thty fay he is a very man ftr ft and ftands alone. 
^ Crt. So do all men, vnlefle they are drunke, ficke,or 

Man. This man Lady, hath rob'd many beads of their 
particular additions, he is m valiant as the Lyon,churliih 
as the Beare, flow as the Elephant : a man into whom 
nature hath fo crowded humors, that his valour is crufht 
into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion : there is no 
man hath a vertue, that he hath not a glimpfe of, nor a- 
ny man an attaint, but he carries fome Aaine of it. He is 
melancholy without caufe, and merry againft the haire, 
hee hath the ioynts of euery thing, but euery thing fo 
out ot ioynt, that hee is a gowtie Briartm, many hands 
and no vfe ; or purblinded Argm,ali eyes and no fight. 

Ot. But how fhould this man that makes me fmile, 
make Htdtr angry ? 

Man. They fay he yefterday cop'd Htcltr in the bat- 
tell and ftroke him downe.the difdaiod A Hume where- 
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of, hath euer fince kept Htflor falling and waking. 

Enter Pandarta. 

Crt. Who comes here ? 

Man. Madam your Vncle Pandarta. 

Crt. Htfltrt a gallant man. 

Man. As may be in the world Lady. 

Pan. What's thatfwhat's that ? 

Crt. Good morrow Vncle Pandarm. 

Pan. Good morrow Coien Otffid'. what do you talke 
of? good morrow Altxandtr: how do you Cosen ? when 
were you at lllium i 

Crt. This morning Vncle. 

Pan. What were you talking ofwhenlcame? Was 
He. Lt arnl'd and gon cre yea came to lllium? Htlltn was 
not vp ? was fhe ? 

Crt, Hrilor was gone but Htlltn was not vp ? 

Pan. E'ene to\Hefhr was ftirring early. 

Cn. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Crt. So be faies here. 

Pan. True he was fo; I know the caufe too, heele lay 
about him to day I can tell them that, and there's Trtylm 
will not come farre behind him, let them take hecde of 
Trtylm \ I can tell them that too. 

Crt. What is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who Trtylm * 
Trtylm is the better man of the two. 

Crt. Oh lupiter jthere's no comparifon. 

Pan. What not betwecne Trtylm and HtHer ? do you 
know a man if you fee him i 

Ot. I, if I euer taw him before and knew him. 

Pan. Well I fay Trtylm is 

Ot. Then you fay as 1 fay, 
For I am fure he is not Htflor. 

Tan. No not Htcltr is not Trtylm in fome degrees. 

Ot. Tis iuft.toeach of them he is himfelfe. 

Pan. Himfelfe ?alas poore Trtylm I would he were. 

Ot. So be is. 

Pan. Condition 1 had gone bare-foote to India. 
Ot. He is not Htffor. 

Pan. Himfelfe i not hee's not himfelfe, would a were 
himfelfe: well, the Cods are abouc, time mufl friend or 
end: well Trtylm well, 1 would my heart were in her bo- 
dy; no, Httltr is not a better man then Trtylm. 

Ot. Excufc me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Ot. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th 'others not come too't, you fhall tell rac ano- 
ther tale when th'othcrs come too't : Htflor fhall not 
haue his will this yeare. 

Ot. He fhall not neede it if he haue his owne. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Crt. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beautie. 

Ot. 'Twould not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You haue no judgement Neecc; Htlltn her felfe 
fwore th 'other day that Trtylm for a browne fauour (for 
fo 'tis 1 muft confefle ) not browne neither. 

Ot. No , but browne. 

Pan. Faith to fay truth, browne and not browne. 
Ot. To fay the truth, true and not true. 
Pan. She prais'd his complexion aboue Pari. 
Ot. Why Pari hath colour inough. 
Pan. So, he has. 

Ot. Then Trtylm fhould haue too much, if fhe prasi'd 
him aboue, his complexion is higher then his, be hauing 

colour 
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colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
praife for a good complexion , 1 had as lieue Htlltm gol- 
den tongue had commended Treylm for a copper nole. 

Pan. I fweare to you, 
1 thinke HtlUn toues him better then Pari. 

Ot. Then ftiee's a merry Greeks indeed. 

Jan. Nay I am fure ftie doei.fhe came to him th'other 
day into the compaft window, and you know he has not 
paft three or foure haires on his chinne. 

Crtf. Indeed a Tapfters Arithmetique may foone 
bring his particulars therein, to a totall. 

Panel. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound lift as much as his brother Hte/er. 

Crtf. Is he is fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ? 

Pan. But to prooue to you that Htlltn loues him, (he 
came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin. 

Crtf. June haue mercy, how came it clouen ? 
Pan. Why, you know 'tis dimpled, 
I thinke his fmyl'mg becomes him better then any man 
in all Phrigia. 
, Crt. Oh he fmiles valiantly. 

Pan. Dooes hee not f 

Or. Oh yes.and 'twere a clow'd in Autumtt. 

Pan. Why go to then, but to proue to you that Helltn 
loues Treylm. 

Qrt. Treylm wil ftand to thee 
Proofe,if youle prooue it fo. 

Pan. Treylm? why he efteemes her no more then I e- 
ftceme an addle egge. 

Crt. If you loue an addle egge as well as you loue an 
idle head, you would eate chickens i'th'fhrll. 

Pan. I cannot chufe but laugh to thinke how (he tick- 
led his chin, indeed (hee has a maruel's white hand I muft 
needs confcfTe. 

Crt. Without the racke. 

Pan. And (hee takes vpon her to fpic a white haire on 
his chinne. 

Cn. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer. 
Pand. But there was fuch laughing, Queene Hecuba 
laught that her eyes ran ore. 
Crt. With Milftones. 
Pan. And Caffandra laught. 

Crt. But there was more temperate fire vnder the pot 
of her eyes : did her eyes run ore too ? 

Pan. And Heeler laught. 

Ot. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pand. Marry at the white haire that Htlltn fpied on 
Trtylta chin. 

Crtf. And t'had beene a greene haire, I (hould haue 
laught too. 

Pand. They laught not fo much at the haire, as at his 
pretty anfwere. 

Crt. What was his anfwere t 

Pan. Quoth (hec,heerc's but two and fifty haires on 
your chinnejand one of them is white. 
Crt. This is her queftion. 

Tan d That's true, make no quefVion of that, two and 
fiftie haires quoth hee, and one white, that white haire is 
my Father, and alt the reft are his Sonnes. Jupiter quoth 
(he, which of thefe hiires is Paris my husband ? The for- 
ked one quoth he, pluckt out and giue it him : but there 
was fuch laughing, and Htlltn fo blufht, and Pari fo 
chaft,and all the reft fo laught, that it paft. 

Crt. So let it now, 
For is has beene a great while going by. 

Pan. Well Coicn, 



I told you a thing yefterday, think on't. 
Crt. So I does. 

Pand. He be fworne 'tis true, he will weepe you 
an'twere a man borne in April). Sound a rtirtatt. 

Crtf. And He fpring vp in his teares, an'twere a nettle 
againft May. 

Pan. Harke they are comming from the field, flial we 
ftand vp here and fee them, as they pafle toward allium, 
good Neece do,fweet Neccc CreJJiJa. 

Crt. At your plealure. 

Pan. Heere, heere, here's an excellent place, heere we 
may fee moft brauely.lle tel you them all by their names, 
as they pafle by , but marke Treylm aboue the reft. 

Enltr tsfjuai. 

Crt. Spcake not fo low'd. 

Pan. That's t/£«w_,is not that a braue man, hee's one 
of the flowers of Troy I can you, but merke Treylm, you 
(hal lee anon. 

Crt. Who's that i 

Pan. That's Anttner , he has a flirow'd wit I can tell 
you.and hee's a man good inough, hee's one o'th foun- 
ded iudgement in Troy whofoeucr, and a proper man of 
perfon:when comes Troylut ? He (hew you Treylm anon, 
if hee fee me, you (hall fee him him nod at me. 

Ot. Will he giue you the nod t 

Pan. You ftiall fee. 

Crt. If he do, the rich (hall haue, more. 

Enltr HeBer. 

Pan. That's Htflcr,thit, that, looke you,that there's a 
fellow. Goe thy way HtiUr, there's a braue man Neccc, 
O braue Hertor ! Looke how hee lookes .'there's a coun- 
tenance; ift not a braue man ? 

Crt. O braue man ! 

Pan. Is a not ? It dooes a mans heart good, looke you 
what hacks are on his Helmet, looke you yonder, do you 
fee / Looke you there ? There's no iefting, laying on.iak't 
off, who ill as they fay,thete be hacks. 

Ot. Be thofe with Sword* > 

Enter Pari. 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the diucll 
come to him, it's all one. by Gods lid it dooes ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Pari, yonder comes Tari: looke 
yee yonder Neece, ift not a gallant man to, ift not ? Why 
this is braue now I who ("aid he came hurt home to day ? 
Hee's not hurt, why this will do Helltnt heart good 
now, ha 'Would 1 could fee Treylm now, you ftull Trey- 
lm anon. 

Cn. Whofethatf 

Enttr Htlltnm . 
Pan. That's Htlltnm, I marucll where Treylm is, that's 
Hettnu, I thinke he went not forth to day : that's Htl- 
ltnm. 

Ot. Can Htlltnm fight Vncle f 

Pan. Htlltnm no : yes heele fight indifferent, well, I 
maruell where Treylm it j harke, do you not haere the 
people crie Treylm t Htlltnm it a Prieft. 

Crt. What fneaking fellow comes yonder f 
Enter Tryhl. 

Pan. Where i Yonder? That's Darpbebm. ' Tis Trey- 
lm ! Ther's a man Neece, hem< Braue Treylm the Prince 
of Chiualrie. 

Crt. Peace, for flume peace. 

Pand. Marke him, not him : O braue Treylm t looke 
well vpon him Neece, looke you how his Sword is blou- 
died, and his Helme more hackt then Htfier$,»ad how he 

lookes, 
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lookes, and how he goes. O admirable youth ! he ne're 
faw three and twenty. Go thy way Troylm,g,o thy way, ; 
had 1 a filler were a (/rate, or a daughter a Goddcffe, hec i 
mould take his choke. O admirable man ! Park ? Park i 
is durt to him, and 1 warrant, HeUn to change, would 
giue money to boot. 



Or/. Heere 

Pan. A/Fes, fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 
bran ; porredge after meat. 1 could liue and dye i'th'eyes 
of Trtylut. Ne're loolte, ne're looke ; the Eagles are gon, 
Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Dawes : 1 had rather be 
fuch a man as Troyhu, then Agamemnon, ani all Greece. 

Cref. There is among the Creekes Achilla, a better 
man then Tnylm. 

fan. tAcbillnt a Dray-man, a IVrter,a very Camell. 

Otf. Well.wdl. 

Pan. Well, well ? Why haue you any difcretion'haue 
you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? I* not birth, 
b-.auty, good flupe, difcourfe, manhood, learning, gen- 
tlencffe, vertue, youth, liberality, and fo forth : the Spice, 
and fait that Teutons a man? 

Crtj. I,a mine'd man and then to be bak'd with no Date 
in the pyc, for then the mans dates out. 

Pan. You are fuch another woman, one knowes not 
at what ward you lye. 

QreJ. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly ; vpon my 
wit, to defend my wiles } vppon my lecrecy, to defend 
mine honetty; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
to dcten d all thefc : and at all thefe wardes 1 lye at, at a 
thoufand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Crtj. Nay lie watch you for that, and that's one of 
the cheefeft of them too : If 1 cannot ward what 1 would 
not liaue hit, I can watch you for telling how 1 took the 
blow, vnlefTe it fwell part hiding, and then it's paft wat- 
ching. 

By. 



with you. 



Pan. You are fuch i 
'Buy. Sir, my Lord would it 
Pan. Where ? 
Bey. At your owne houfe. 

Pan. Good Boy tell him I come, I doubt he bee hurt. 
Fare ye well good Neece. 
Or/. Adieu Vnkle. 
Pan. He be with you Neece by and by. 
Otf. To bring Vnkle. 
Van. I, a token from 'Troylui. 

OeJ. By the fame token, you arc a Bawd. Exit Par.d. 
Words, vowes, gifts, teares, k loues full lacrince, 
He offers in anothera enterprife : 
But more in 'Trtyiiu thoufand fold 1 fee, 
Then in the glafle of Pandarx praife may be } 
Yet hold 1 oft. Women are Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, ioyes foule lyes in the dooing: 
That <he belou'd, knowes nought, that knowes not this; 
Men prize the thing vng.un'd, more then it is. 
That flic was neuer yet, that euer knew 
Loue got fo fwect, as when deli re did fue : 
Therefore this maxime out of loue I teach ; 
" Atcbieuemtnt , it command; •vngain d, bejeecb. 
That though my hearts Contents firme loue doth bcirc, 
Nothing of that flull from mine eyes appeare. Exit. 



571 



Semi. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Vlyffei, Ditme- 
dei,MtneUue,mtb ether t. 
Agon. Princes : 
What greefe hath fet the Iaundies on your checkes f 
The ample proportion that hope makes 
In all defigncs, begun on earth below 
Fayles in the promift largeneffe : checkes and difafters 
Grow in the veines of actions higheft rear'd. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting fap, 
Infect the found Pine, and diuera his Graine 
Tortiue and erant from his courfe of growth. 
Nor Princes, is it matter new to vs, 
That we come fhort of our fuppole fo farrc, 
That after feuen yeares fiege, yet Troy walles ftand, 
Sith euery action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we haue Record, Triall did draw 
Bias snd thwart, not anlwtring the ayme i 
And that vnbodied figure of the thought 
That gauc't furmifed fhape. Why thcn(you Princes) 
Do you with checkes abafh'd, behold our workes, 
And thinke them flume, which are ( indeed ) nought elfc 
But the protracfiue trials of great loue, 
To finde perfiftiue conftancie in men ? 
The fineneflc of which Mettall is not found 
In Fortunes loue: for then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wife and Foole, the Artift and vn-rcad, 
The hard and foft, feeme allaffin'd,and kin. 
But in the Winde and Tempeft of her frowne, 
DiftinOion with a lowd and powreftill fan, 
Puffing at all, winnowes the light away ; 
And what hath made, or matter by it fclfe, 
Lies rich in Vertue, and vnmingled. 

Neffor. With due Ubferuance of thy godly feat, 
Great Agamemnon, Neftor lhall apply* 
Thy latelt words. 
In the reproofe of Chance, 

Lies the true proofe of men : The Sea being fmooth, 
How many (hallow bauble Boates dare faile 
Vpon her patient breff, making their way 
With thofe of Nobler bulke ? 
But let the Ruffian Boreat once enrage 
The gentle Tbetk, and anon behold 
The ftrong ribb'd Barke through liquid Mountaines cut, 
Bounding betweene the two moyft Elements 
Like Ter/em Horfe. Where's then the lawcy Boate, 
Whofe weake vntimber'd fides but euen now 
Co-riual'd Greatneflc / Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a Tofte for Neptune. Euen fo, 
Doth valours fhew,and valours worth 
In (tonnes of Fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightneffe, 
The Heard hath more annoyance by the Briezc 
Then by the Tygcr I But, when the fplitting 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted (Jakes, 
And Flics fled vndcr (hade, why then 
The thing of Courage, 

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathiie, 
And with an accent tun'd in iclfe-lame key, 
Retyres to chiding Fortune. 

Vly/. Agamemnon: 
Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, foule, and onely fpirit, 
In whom the tempers, and the mindes of all 
Should be (hut vp : Hearc whar f'tyjfei fpcakes, 
Befides the applaufe and approbation 
The which mod mighty for thy place and fway, 
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And thou moft reuerend for thy Arctcht-out life, 
I giue to both your fpeeches i which were fuch, 
Ai Agamtmnm and the hand of Greece 
Should hold vp high in, Brafle : and fuch againe 
At venerable Nefior (hatch'd in Siluer) 
Should with a bund of ajre, Arong a* the Azletree 
In which the Heaueni ride, knit all Greeket cares 
To hii experienc'd tongue : yet let it pleafe both 
(Thou Great, and Wife) to heare Vlyffa fpeake. 

Aga. Speak Prince of /rf*nvi,and be't of lefle eip.c't i 
That matter needlcOe of importlctTe burthen 
Diuide thy lips ; then we are confident 
When ranke Tbtrfiiet opes his MaAicke iawes, 
We Avail heare Mufieke.Wit.and Oracle. 

VM. Troy yet vpon his bafis had bene downe, 
And the great Heclort fword had lack'd a MaAer 
But for thefe inftancea. 
The fpecialty of Rule hath beene neglected ; 
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ftand 
Hollow rpon this Plaine, Co many hollow 1 actions. 
When that the Cenerall is not like the Hiue, 
To whom the Forragers Avail ail repaire, 
What Hony is e« peeled? Degree being vizardcd, 
Th'vnworthieA Aiewe* as fairely in the Maske. 
The Hrauens thrmfelue*, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obferue degree, piiority,and place, 
InfiAure, courfe, proportion, leafon, forme, 
Office, and cuAome.in all line of Order s 
And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron'd and fphear'd 
Amid'A the other, whofe med'cinable eye 
Corrects the ill Afpcfls of Planet* euill, 
And poAes like the Command'ment of a KJng, 
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planet* 
In euill mixture to diforder wander, 
What Plagues, and what portents, what mutiny f 

I What raging of the Sea? /hiking of Earth f 
Commotion in the Windcs? Fright*,changes, horror*, 
Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
The vnity, and married calme of States 
Quite from their fixure ? O, when Degree Is Aiak'd, 
(which is the Ladder to all high dcfignes) 
The enterprise is ficke. How could Communities, 
Degree* in Schoales. and Brother-hoods in Citie*, 
Peacefull Commerce from diuidable Avore*, 
The primogenitiue, and due of Byrth, 
Prerogatiue of Age, Crownet, Scepters, Lawrcls, 
(But by Degree) Aand in Authentique place? 
Take but Degree away, vn-tune that Aring, 
And hearke what Difeord followes : each thing meete* 
In meere oppugnancie. The bounded Water*, 
Should lift their bofomes higher then the Shore*, 

. And make a foppe of all thi* folid Globe : 
Strength Aiould be Lord of imbecility, 
And the rude Sonne Aiould Arike hi* Father dead : 
Force Aiould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
(Bctwecne whole endlefle iarre, IuAice recidet) 
Should loofe her name*, and fo Aiould IuAice too. 
Then euery thing includes it felfe in Power, 
Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 
And Appetite(an vniuerfall Wolfe, 
So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 
Muft make perforce an vniuerfall prey, 
And laA, eate vp himfelfe. 
Great Agamemnon : 

Thi* Chao*, when Degree i» fufTocate, 



Followe* the choaking : 

And this neglc&ion of Degree, it it 

That by a pace goes backward in a purpofe 

It hath to dim he. The Generall'idifdain'd 

By him one Aep below ; he, by the next, 

That next, by him beneath : lo euery Aep 

Examplcd by the fir it pace that i* lickc 

Of hi* Supcriour, growc* to an enuious Feaucr 

Of pale, and blood Idle Emulation. 

And "tit this Feauer that keepesTroy on foote, 

Not her owne finewe*. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weaknetTe Hues, not in her Arength. 

Ntft. MoA wilely hath Vlyffa heere difcouer'd 
The Feauer, whereof all our power i* ficke. 

Ag: The Nature of the ficknefTe found (Vltfn) 
What i* the remcdie ? 

VM. The greit Achilla, whom Opinion crownet, 
The Anew, and the fore-hand of our HoAc, 
Hauing his care full of hi* ayery Fame, 
Crowes dainty of hit worth, and in his Tent 
Lye* mocking our dengncs. With him, tairoclui, 
Vpon a lazic Bed, the liue-long day 
Breake* fcurrill lcAa, 
And with ridiculous and aukward aclion, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation call'*) 
He Pageant* v». Sometime great Agomatea, 
Thy topleiTe depuution he puts on ; 
And like a Arutting Player, whofe conceit 
Lie* in hi* Ham-Aring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and found 
"Twixt hi* Aretcht footing, and the ScafTolage, 
Such to be pittied, and ore-reAed feeming 
He *£h thy GreatncfTe in : and when he ipeakes, 
"Tis like a Chime a mending. With tearmes vnfquar'd, 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typbon dropt, 
Would feemes Hyperbole*. At thi* fuAy AufTe, 
The large Achilla (on hi* preft-bed lolling) 
From hi* deepe CheA, laughe* out a lowd applaufe, 
Cries excellent, 'tis Agamtmnen iuA. 
Now play me Ntfler ; hum, and Aroke thy Beard 
As he, being dreft to fome Oration : 
That's done, as neere as the extreameA end* 
Of paralel* ; as like, a* VuUan and his wife, 
Yet god Achilla Aill cries excellent, 
"Tis Ntftor right. Now play him (me) Patnclm, 
Arming to anfwer in a night-Alarme, 
I And then (forfooth) the faint dcfelh of Age 
i MuA be the Scene of myrth, to cough, and fpit, 
And with a palfie fumbling on his Gorget, 
Shake in and out the Riuet : and at this (port 
Sir Valour dies , criet, O enough Patrcclm, 
Or, giue me rib* of Steele, 1 Aiall fplit all 
: In pleasure of my Spleene. And in this fafoion, 
All our abilities, gifts, nature*, Atapes, 
Seueral* and general* of grace exact, 
Atchieumcnts, plots, orders, preuentions, 
Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce, 
SucceiTe or loiTe, what it, or it not, feme* 
A* AufTe for thefe two, to make paradoxe*. 

Ntji. And in the imitation of thefe twaine, 
Who (at y/yfa fayet) Opinion crownet 
With an I m peri ill voyce, many are infed : 
Aiax it growne felfe-will'd, and bearet his head 
In fuch a reyne, in full as proud a place 
A* broad Achilla, and keepes his Tent like him ; 
Make* factious FeaAs.raile* on our Aate of Warre 

Bold 
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Bold as an Oracle, and feci Tbtrjita 
A Haue, whofe Gall coinn (lander* like a Mint, 
To match yi in companions with durt, 
To weaken and difcredit our expofure, 
How ranke focuer rounded in with danger. 

Vlyj. They taxe our policy, and call it C 
Count Wifedome as no member of the Warre, 
Fore-ftall prefcience, and ertecme no acre 
But that of hand : The ftill and mentall parts, 
That do contriue how many hands (hill (hike 
When fitneffc call them on, and know by meafure 
Of their obferuant toyle, the Enemies waight, 
Why this hath not a fingers dignity l 
They call this Bed-worke, Mapp'ry , Cloflet-Warrc : 
So that the Ram me that batters downe the wall, 
For the great 1 wing and rudenelTe of his poiae, 
They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Or thofe that with the finenefle of their foule*, 
By Reafon guide his execution. 

Ntft. Let this be granted , and AsbilUi horfe 
Makes many Tbrti fonnet. Tut^tt 

Aga. What Trumpet > Looke MtntLm. 

Men. From Troy. Enter vfjttat. 

Aga. What would you 'fore our Tent ? 

t £"t. Is this great Agamemnani Tent, I pray you ? 

Aga. Euen this. 

z,£ne. May one that is a Herald, and a Prince, 
Do a faire meflage to his Kingly cares/ . 

Aga. With furety ftronger then Achillti arme, 
'Fore all the Greekim heads, which with 
Call Agamemnon Head and General). 

tAZne. Faire leaue, and large fecurity. How 
A (hanger to thofe molt Imperial iookes, 
Know them from eyes of other Mortals ? 

Aga. How? 

tAlrt I : I a*ke,that I might waken 
And on the cheeke be ready with a blu/h 
Modeft as morning, when (he coldly eye» 
The youthfull Pha-bu* : 
Which is that God in office guiding men I 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemncn ? 

Aga. This Troyan fcornes vs,or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious Courtiers. 

tAOnt. Courtiers as free, as debonnaire ; vnarm'd, 
As bending Angels : that's their Fame, in peace : 
But when tbey would feemeSouldiers, they haue galles, 
Good arme), ftrong ioynts, true I Words, & leuet accoid, 
Nothing fo full of heart. But peace e/Eneai, 
Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The worthinefle of praife diftaines his worth : 
If that he prais'd himfelfe, bring the praife forth. 
But what the repining enemy commends, 
That breath Fame blowes.that praife fole pure tranfrjd*. 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you your felJe tA-jteaii 

es£ne. I Greeke, that is my name. 

Aga. What's your affayre 1 pray you ? 

tAlnt. Sir pardon, 'tis for Agamcmnens cares. 

Aga. He hearts nought priuatly 
That comes from Troy. 

e>£*r. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him, 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his care, 
To fet his fence on the attenriue bent, 
And then to fpeake. 

Aga. Speake frankely as the winde, 
It is not Agamtvunnt Aeeping houre; 
That thou (halt know Troyan he is awake, 
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He telsthee fo himfelfe. 

&£ne. Trumpet blow loud, 
Send thy BralTc vuyce through all thefe latic Tents, 
And euery Greeke of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy meanes fairely , (hall be (poke alowd. 

The Trumpet! found. 
We haue great Agamemnon hcere in Troy, 
A Prince calld Jfcflor, Triam is hi* Father : 
Who in this dull and long-continewd Truce 
I* rufVy growne. He bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this purpofe fpeake : Kinpi, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one among'A the fayr'ft of Greece, 
That holds his Honor higher then his eafc, 
That feekes his praife, more then he fearcs his perill, 
That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feare, 
That loues his Miftris more then in confelTion, 
(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loues) 
And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
In other armes then hers : to him this Challenge. 
Heeler, in view of Troyans, and of Greeke*, 
Shall make it good, or do his beft to do it. 
He hath a Lady, wifer, rairer, truer, 
Then euer Greeke did compafle in his armes, 
And will to morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway betweene your Tents.and walles of Troy, . 
To rowte a Grecian that is true in loue. 
If any come, ile fhr Qui honour him : 
If none, hee'l fay in Troy when he rctyres, 
The Grecian Dames are (un-burnt,and not worth 
The fplintcr of a Lance : Euen fo much. 

Aga. This (hall be told our Louers Lord r f.nc ,».< , 
If none of them haue foule in fuch a kinde, 
We left them all at home t But we are Souldien, 
And may that Souldier a meere recreant proue, 
That meanc* not, hath not, or i* not in loue : 
If then one is, or hath.or mesne* to be, 
That one meet* Htfhr; if none elfe.lle be he. 

Neft. Tell him of Ntfior, one that wa. a man 
When Hteltrt Grandfire fuckt : he is old now, 
But if there be not in our Grecian mould. 
One Noble man, that hath one fparkiof fire 
To anfwer for bis Loue ; tell him from me, 
He hide myStluer beard in a Cold Beaucr, 
And in my Vantbrace put this wither'd brawn/, 
And meeting him, wil tell him, that my Lady 
Was fayrer then hi* Grandsmc, and as chafte 
As may be in the world : his youth in flood, 
He pawne this truth with my three drops of blood. 

e/£>r. Now heauens forbid fuch fcarfitie of youth. 

Flyf. Amen. 

Aga. Faire Lord tAZntai, 
Let me touch your hand : 
To our Pauillion (hal I leade you firft : 
Acbil/tt (hall haue word of this intent, 
So (hall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent : 
Your fclfe (hall Feaft with vs before you goe, 
And finde the welcome of a Noble Foe. Extunt. 
tMantt yijffn^ndNtftcr. 

Vljf. Ntfftr. 

Ntfl What faye* Vljffn 7 

y/jf. I haue a young conception in my braine, 
Be you my time to bring it to lome (hape. 

Nth. What U't? 

VlyJJit. Thi* 'ti» t 
Blunt wedges riue hard knot* -.the feeded Pride 
That hath to thi* maturity blowne vp 
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In ranke Acb\lle\ , muft or now be cropt, 
Or wedding breed a Nurfery of like euil 
To ouer-bulke ts all. 
Ntft. Wei, and how > 

Vlyf. Thit challenge that the gallant HtRtr fend*, 
Howeucr it is fpred in general name, 
Relates in purpofe onely to .Achilla. 

Ntft. The purpofe ii pcrfpicuous euen as fubftance, 
Whole gToflenefTe little charraclert fummc vp, 
And in the publication make no ftraine. 
But that Achilla, were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though {Aplh knowes) 
'Tis dry enough, wil with great fpecde of iudgement, 
I, with celerity, finde Htfhrt purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Dlyf. And wake him to the anfwer, thinke you ? 
Ntft. Yet, 'tis moft meet; who may you clfe oppofe 
That can from I his - bring his Honor off, I 
If not Achilla ; though't be a fportfull Combate, 
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels. 
For heere the Troyans tafte our deer'ft repute 

i With their fin'ft Pallate : and truft to me flyffet, 

! Our imputation (hall be oddely poiz'd 
In this wilde action. For the fucceflc 
(Although particular) fhall giue a fcantling 
Of good or bad, vnto the General! : 
And in fuch Indexes, although fmall pricket 
To their fubfequent Volumes, there is feene 
The baby figure of the Gyant-mafTc 
Of things to come at large. It is fuppos'd, 
He that meets //<r7cr,iffue* from our choyfe ; 
And choife being mutual! alle of all our funics, 
Makes Merit her election, and doth boyle 
As 'twere, from forth vs all : a man diftill'd 
Out of our Vertues; who mifcarrying, 
What heart from hence rrceyuei the conqu'ring part 
To fteelc a fVrong opinion to themfclues, 
Which entertain'd, Limbes are in his inftrumenrs, 
In no lefle working, then are Swords and Bowes 
DirecTiue by the Limbes. 

flyf. due pardon to my fpeech : 
Therefore 'tis meet, Achilla meet not Hefter : 
Let vs (like Merchants) fhew our fowleft Wares, 
And thinke perchance they'l fell : If not, 
The lufter of the better yet to fhew, 
Shall fhew the better. Do not confent, 
That euer Htfltr and Achilla meete : 

| For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg'd with two ftrange Followers. 

Ntft. I fee them not with my old eies : what are they? 
Vlyf. What glory our Achilla fharcs from Hefhr, 
(Were he not proud) we all fhould weare with him : 
But he already is too infolent, 
And we were better parch in AfTricke Sunnc, 
Then in the pride and fait fecme of his eyes 
Should he fcape Utflor fairc. If he were foyld, 
Why then we did our ma'ine opinion crufh 
In taint of our beft man. No, make a Lott'ry, 
And by deuice let blockilh Aiax draw 
The fort to fight with Ilcflar : Among our felues,^ 
Giue him allowance as the worthier man, 
For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon 
Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends. 
If the dull brainleftc Aiax come fafe off, 
Wee'l dreffc him vp in voycet : if he faile, 



Yet go we vnder our opinion ftill, 
That we haue better men. But hit or miffe, 
Our proielh life this fhape of fence affumes, 
Aiax imploy'd,plucket downs Achilla Plumes. 

Ntft. Now Vlyffei, I begin to rellifh thy aduice, 
And I wil giue a tafte of it forthwith 
To Agamemnen, go we to him ftraight : 
Two Curres fhal tame each other, Pride alone 
Muft tarre the Maftiffrs on.at 'twere their bone. Exeunt 
Enter Aiax, and Therftta. 

At*. Therftta} 

Tier. *Agamctnntn, how if he bad Biles (ful) all ouer 
generally. 

Aia. Therftta} 

Ther. And thofe Byles did runne, fay fo ; did not the 
General run, were not that a bote by care,? 
tAia. Dogge. 

TZrr.Then there would come fome matter from him : 
I fee none now. 

*Aia. Thou Bitch-Wolfet-Sonne, canft y not heare? 
Feele then. Strict him. 

Tirr .The plague of Greece vpon thee thou Mungrel 
beefe-wittrd Lord. 

Aia. Speakc then you whinid'ft leauen fpeake, I will 
beatc thee into handfomnefle. 

Ther. I fhal fooner rayle thee into wit and holineflc: 
but I thinke thy Horfc wil fooner con an Oration, then y 
learn a prayer without booke : Thou canft ftrike, canft 
thou? A red Murren o'th thy lades trickes. 

Aia. Toads ftoole, learne me the Proclamation. 

ther. Doeft thou thinke I haue no fence thou ftrik'ft 

*Aia. The Proclamation. (me thus? 

Ther. Th >u art proclaim 'd a foole, I thinke. 

Aia. Do not Porpentine,do not; my fingers itch. 

Ther. I would thou didft itch from head to foot, and 
I had the fcratching of thee, I would make thee the loth- 
fom'ft fcab in Greece. 

Aia. I fay the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumbleft Sc raileft euery houre on A- 
ehilla, and thou art as ful of cnuy at his greatnes, as Cer- 
htnu is at Pnftrfina'i beauty. I, that thou barkft at him. 

Aia. Miftrefle Thtrftttt. 

Ther. Thou fhould'ft ftrike him. 

Aia. Coblofe. 

Ther. He would pun thee into fhiuers with his fift, at 
a Sailor breaket a bisket.i 

Aia. You horfon Corre. Ther. Do,do. 

Aia. Thou ftoole for a Witch. 

Ther. I, do, do, thou fodden-witted Lord : thou haft 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows : An Afinico 
may tutor thee. Thou fcuruy valiant Affe.thou art hecre 
but to threfh Troyans, and thou art bought and folde a- 
mong thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue. If thou vfe 
to beat me, I wil begin at thy heele, and tel what thou art 
by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou. I 

Aia. You dogge. 

Ther. You fcuruy Lord. 

Aia. You Curre. 

Ther. Mars his Ideot : do rudenes,do Camel), do,do. 

Enter Achilla, and Patrtclut. 
Achil. Why how now Aiax ? wherefore do you this? 
How now Therfttet ? what's the matter man? 
Ther. You fee him there, do you ? 
Achil. I, what's the matter. 
Ther. Nay looke vpon him. 
Achil. So I do : what's the matter T 

Ther. 
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Tbtr. Nay but regard him well. 
Acbil. Well, why 1 do fo. 

Tbtr. But yet you looke not well vpon him : for who 
fome euer you take him to be, he is Aiax. 
Acbil. 1 know that foole. 
Tbrr . I, but that foole knowes not himfelfe. 
Aiax. Therefore 1 beate thee. 

Tbtr. Lo,lo,lo,lo, what meJitumt of wit he vttert:hii 
euafions haue caret thus long. 1 haue bobb'd his Braine 
more then he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- 
rowes for a peny, and his Piamattr it not worth the ninth 
part of a Sparrow. This Lord (Acbilltt) Aiax who wean 
hit wit in his belly, and his guttes in his head, lie tell you 
what 1 fay of him. 

Acbil. What? 

Tbtr. 1 fay this .Aiax 

*Acbit. Nay good Aiax. 
"Tbtr. Has not fo much wit. 
Acbil: Nay, 1 mull hold you. 

Tbtr. As will flop the eye of Htltnt Needle.for whom 
becomes to fight. 
Acbil. Peace foole. 

Tbtr. I would haue peace and quietnet,but the foote 
will not : he there, that he, looke you there. 

Aiax. O thou damn'd Curre, 1 (hall 

Aclil. Will you fct your wit to a Fooles. 
Tbtr, No 1 warrant you.for a fooles will (hame it. 
Pai. Good words Tbtrfittt. 
Acbil. What's the quarrell I 

Aiax. I bad thee vile Owle, goe learne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation, and he raylet vpon me. 
Tbtr. I ferue thee not. 
Aiax. Well. go too, go too. 
Tbtr. I ferue heere voluntary. 

Acbil. Your laft feruice was fufferance, 'twas not vo- 
luntary, no nun is beaten voluntary : Aiax was heere the 
voluntary, and you as vnder an Impreffc. 

Tbtr.E'nefo, a great deale of your wit too lies in your 
finncwes, or elfe there be Liars. Htfhr (hall haue a great 
catch, if he knocke out either of your braines,he were as 
good cracke a turtle nut with no kernel!. 

Acbil. What with me to Tkirjitu ? 

Tbtr. There's Vlyffti, and old Ntftor, whole Wit was 
mouldy ere their Grandlires had nails on their toes,yoke 
you like draft-Oxen, and make vou plough vp the waire. 

Acbil. What? what? 

Tltr. Yes good footh, to Acbillei,to Aiax, to 

Aiax. I Ihall cut out your tongue. 
Tbtr. Tit no maner, I (hall fpeake as 
afterwards. 

Tat. No more words TbtrSttt. 

Tbtr.l will hold my peace when Attittn Brooch bids 
; me, flull 1/ 

Acbil. There's for you Patrzclm. 

Tbtr. I wi'l fee you hang'd like Clotpolcs ere 1 come 
; any more to your Tents; 1 will keepc where there is wit 
rtirring, and leaue the faction of fooles. Exit. 
Pat. A good riddance. 
, Acbil.Mitry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoft, 
That Htilor by the fift hourc of the Sunne, 
Will with a Trumpet, 'twill our Tents and Troy 
To morrow morning call fome Knight to Armei, 
That hath a rtomacke, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintainc I know not what : 'tis train. Farewell. 
Aiax. Farewell ? who (lull anfwer him T 
Acbil. 1 know not.'tis put to Lottry: otherwife 



fpeake as much as thou 



Heknew his man. 

Aiax. O meaning you, I wil go learne more of it. Exit. 
Enttr Priam, Hc{Jor,T'iylm, Pari ana" Htitxtu. 

Pri. After lb many houres.liues.fpcechcs fpent, 
Thus once agjine (ayes Ntjltr from the Grerkes, 
Deiiuer i/r/r»,and all damage elfe 
(As honour, lofle of time, trauaile, expence, 
Wounds, friends,and what els deere that is confum'd 
In hot digertion of this comorant V/»rte) 
Shall be Itrokc off. Htihr, whjt fay you too't. 

Htfl. Though no man teller feares the Greeks then I, 
As farre as touches my particular : yet dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of mote foftcr bowels, 
More fpungic, to lucke in the it-nlc of reare, 
More ready to cry out, who knowet what followe* 
Then Htihr is : the wound of peace is furety, 
Surety fecure : but modelt Doubt is cal'd 
The Beacon of the wife : the tent that fearchet 
To'th'bottumc of the worft. Let Htltn go, 
Since the firft fword was drawnc about this qucftion, 
Euery tythc foule 'mongrt many thoufand dif.net, 
Hath bin as deere as Hcltn : I mcane of ouis : 
If we haue lort fo many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to vs 
(Had it our name) the vatew of one ten ; 
What merit's in that reafon which denies 
The yeelding of her vp. 

Trey. Fie, fie, my Brother | 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great as our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces ? Wil you with Counteis fummc 
The part proportion of his infinite, 
Andbucklein a wafte molt fathomlcrte, 
With fpannet and inches fo diminutiue, 
At fcarcs and reafons ? Fie for godly Ihame ? 

Htl. No marucl though you bite fo fliarp at reafons, 
You are fo empty of them, inould not our Father 
Beare the great fway ot his arTayres with reafons, 
Beciule vour fpeech hath none that tels him fo. 

Troy. You are for dreamcs Sc (lumbers brother Pricrt 
You furTc your gloucs with realon : here are your reafons 
You know an enemy intends you harme, 
You know, a fword imploy'd is perillous, 
And reafon flyes the obieci of all harme. 
Who marucL then when Htlcttui beholds 
A Grecian and hit fword, it' he do let 
The very wings of reafon to his hcelrs: 
Or like a Starre diforb'd. Nay, if wctalke ofReafon, 
And rlye like chidden Mercuric from loue, 
Let's (hut our gates and llccpe : Manhood and Honor 
Should haue hard hearts, wold they but fat their thoghts 
With this eramin'd reafon : icafon and refpeO, 
Makes Liuers pale, and luftyhood dciedl. 

/(. Brother, Ihe is not worth 
What (he doth coft the holding. 

Trey. What's aught, but as 'tis valew'd ? 

Heif. But value dwcls not in particular will, 
It holds his ertimatc and dignitie 
As well, wherein 'tis precious of it fclfe,\ 
As in the prixer : 'Tis made Idolatrie, 
To make the feruicc greater then the God, 
And the will dotes that is inclineable 
To what infeclioully it felfc affeOs, 
Without fome image of th'afleflcd merit. 

Troy. I take to day a Wife, and my el 
Is led on in the conduft of my Will ; 

«T 3 My 
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My Will enkindled by mine eyes and eirri. 

Two traded Pylots 'twixt the dangerous fhorcs 

Of Will, and Iudgemcnt. How may I auoyde 

(Although my will diftafte what It elefted) 

The Wife 1 chofe, there can be no euaflon 

To blench from this, and to ftand firme by honour. 

We turne not baclce the Siller* vpon the Merchant 

When we haue fpoyl'd them ; not the remainder Viands 

We do not throw in vnrefpecliuc fame, 

Becaufe we now are full. It wa» thought meete 

Pari fhould do fome vengeance on the Grrekes ; 

Your breath of full content bellied his Sailes, 

The Seas and Windcs (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 

And did him fcruice ; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, 

And for an old Aunt whom the Greekes held Captiue, 

He brought a Grecian Queen, whofc youth & frcftincfTe 

Wrinkles jlpelLtt, and makes Male the morning. 

Why kecpe we her? the Grecians keepe our Aunt : 

Is flic worth keeping ? Why flic is a Pearle, 

Whofe price hath launch'd aboue a thoufand Ships, 

And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 

If you*l auoueh, "twas wifedomc Paris went, 

(As you mutt needs, for you all cride, Go, go:) 

If you'l confefle, he brought home Noble priie, 

(As you mud nceJs) for you all clapt your hands, 

And cride inrftimable ; why do you now 

The iflue of your proper Wifedomcs rate, 

And do a deed that Fortune neuer did ' 

Bcgger the eftimation which you priz'd, 

Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft mod bafe ! 

That we haue flolnc what we do feare to keepe. 

But Theeues vnworthy of a thing fo flolnc, 

That in their Country did them that difgrace, 

We feare to warrant in our Natiue place. 

Enter CaJfanJra rritb ber bake about 
ber earct. 
CaJ. Cry Trcyant, cry. 
Priam. What noyfe > what fhreekc is this > 
Trey. *Tis our mad fifter, 1 do know her voyce. 
Caf. Cry Troyans. 
Hell. It is Cajfandra. 

Caf. Cry Troyans cry ; lend me ten thoufand eyes, 
And 1 will fill them with Prophcticke teares. 
Heel. Peace lifter, peace. 

Caf. Virgins, and Boyes; miJ-age tk wrinkled old, 
Soft infancic, that nothing can but cry, 
Adde to my clamour : let vs pay betimes 
A moity of that mafl~c of moanc to come. 
Cry Troyans cry, praclife your eyes with teares, 
Troy mud not be, nor goodly Illion ftand, 
Our fire-brand -Brother Pari, burnes vs all. 
Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and a woe ; 

Cry,cry,Troy burnes, or elle let Helen goc. Exit. 

Heft. Nowyouthfull Tnyliu, do not thefc hie (train* 
Of diuination in our Sifter,worke 
Some touches of remorle ? Or is your bloud 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon, 
Nor feare of bad fuccelTc in a bad caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame? 

Troy. Why Brother Hefhr, 
We may not thinke the iuftncfte of each a£te 
Such, and no other then eucnt doth forme it, 
Nor once detect the courage of our mindes ; 
Becaufe Cafandra'i mad, her brainficke rapture* 
Cannot diftafte the goodnefle of a i 



Which hath our feuerall Honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. For my priuate part, 
I am no more touch'd, then all Priami Tonnes, 
And loue forbid there fhould be done among'ft v* 
Such things as might offend the wcakeft fpleene, 
To right for, and maintaine. 

Par. Elfe might the world conuince of leuitie, 
A* well my vnder-takings as your counlcls : 
But I atteft the gods, your full content 
Gaue wings to my propenfion, and cut off 
All feares attending on fo dire a proiedt. 
For what (alas) can thefe my tingle amies ? 
What propugnation is in one mans valour 
To ftand the pulh and enmity of thofe 
This quarrel) would excite ? Yet 1 proteft, 
Were I alone to parte the difficulties, 
And had as ample power,a* I haue will, 
Pari fhould ne're rctradt what he hath done, 
Nor faint in the purfuite. 

Pri, Pari, you fpeake 
Like one bc-fotted on your fweet delight* ; 
You haue the Hony ftill, but thefc the Gall, 
So to be valiant, is no praife at all. 

Par. Sir, 1 propofe not meerely to my felfe, 
The pleafures fuch a beauty brings with it : 
But 1 would haue the foyle of her faire Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treafon were it to the ranfjek'd Q^eene, 
Difgrace to your gteat worths, and flume to me, 
Now to deliuer her poffelsiun vp 
On termet of bafe cumpulfion ? Can it be, 
That fo degenerate a ftrai.-e as this, 
Should once fet footing in your generous bofomes > 
There's not the meaneft fpirit on our panic, 
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 
When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe life were ill beftow'd, or death vnfam'd, 
Where Helen is the fubicfl. Then (I fay) 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large (paces cannot paralell. 

Heel. Park and Trcyltu, you haue both (aid well : 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand, 
Haue gloz'd, but fuprrficially ; not much 
Vnlikc young men, whom jiriflitlt thought 
Vnfit to heare Moral! Philofophie. 
The Keafonsyou allrdge, do more conduce 
To the hot palTion of diftcmp'red blood, 
Then to make vp a free determination 
Twixt right and wrong : For pleafure, and i 
Haue cares more dcafe then Adders, to the voyce 
Of any true decifion. Nature craue* 
All dues be rendred to their Owners : now 
What neerer debt in all humanitv, 
Then Wife is to the Husband i If this law 
Of Nature be corrupted through affection. 
And that great mindes of pirtiall indulgence, 
To their benummcd wills refift the fame, 
There is a Law in each wcll-ordrrd Nation, 
To curbe thofe raging appetites that are 
Moft oil .be tR-nt and refracrurie. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's King 
(As it is knowne fhc is) thefc Morall Lawes 
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeake alowd 
To haue her backe return'd. Thus to perCft 
In doing wrong, extenuate* not wrong, 
But make* it much more hi 
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j Is this in way of truth : yet nere the lefle, 

i My fpritrly brethren, I propend to you 
In reiilution to keepe Htltn ftill ; 
For'tisacaufe that hath nomeane dependancr, 
Vpon our ioynt and feucrall dignities. 

Tro. Why? there you toucht the life of our defigne : 
Were it not glory that we more affecled, 
Then the performance of our heauing fpleenes, 
I would not with a drop of Tnian blood, 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Ilefler, 
She is a theame of honour and rcnowne, 
A fpurre to v,iliant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whofe prefent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fame in time to cmc cmmum vs. 
For 1 prefume braue Heeler would not loofe 
So rich aduantage of a promifd glory, 
As fmiles vpon the fore-head of ihisacHon, 
For the wide worlds reuenew. 

Hefl. 1 am yours, 
You valiant off-fpring of great Priamu, 
I haue a roifting challenge lent among'ft 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekrs, 
Will ftrike amazement to their drowfte fpirits, 
I was aduertii'd, their Great general! Oept, 
Whil'ft emulation in the armie crept: 
This 1 prefume will wake him. Exeunt. 



Enter Therfites folia. 
How now Tberfitei ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
furie ? (hall the Elephant Aiax carry it thus ? he beates 
me, and I raile at him : U worthy fatwfaclion, would it 
were otherwile : that I could t*ate him, whil'ft he rail'd 
at me: Sfoote, He leirne to coniure and raifo Diuels.but 
He fee fome irtuc of my Ipirefull execrations. Then ther's 
Acbillet, ar.irc Enginer. If Troy be not taken till thefe two 
vr.dcrmine it, the wal swill ftand till they foil of them- 
felues. O thou great thunder-daner of Olympus, forget 
that thou art lout the King of goJs; and ^Plftrtvty, loofe 
all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take not 
that little little lefle then little wit from them that they 
haue, which fhort-arm'd ignorance it lrlfe knowrl, is lo 
abundant fcarfe, it will not in circumuention deliuer a 
Flye from a Spider, without drawing the maflie Irons and 
cutting the web : after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinkes is the 
curfe dependant on thofe that warrc for a placket. I haue 
f>id my prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen : What ho? 
my Lord ^Ae billet ? 

Enter Pe'ritlm. 

Pair. Who's theie? Tt<rftts. Good Tbrrfitet come 
in and raile. 

Tber. If I could haue remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would 'ft not haue dipt out of my contemplation, 
but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy felfe. The common 
curfe of mankinde, follie and ignorance be thine in great 
reuenew; heauen bleflc thee from a Tutor, and Difcipline 
come not neere thee. Let thy bloud be thy direction till 
thy death , then if (he that laies thee out (ayes thou art a 
faire coarfe, lie be fworne and fworne vpon't fhe never 
fhrowded any but Lazais, Amen. Whet's Acbillet ' 
Parr. What art thou deuout? waft thou in a prayer? 
Tber. I, the heaue ns beare me. 

Emir Acbillet. 
Acbil. Who's there' 
Pair. Tberfitet,m\ Lord. 
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Acbil. Where, where.art thou come? why my cheefe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not feru'd thy felfe into my 
Table, fo many mealesi* Come, what's Agamemnon} 

Tber. Thy Commander Acbillet, then tell me Patrt- 
clus, whit's ^Acbillet* 

Pair. Thy Lord Ttt'Jtttt : then trll me I pray thee, 
what's thy felfe ? 

Tber. Thy knower Patrotlta: then tell me Patrotlta, 
what art thou i 

Pair. Thou mailt tell that know'ft. 

Aebil. O tell, tell. 

Tber. lie declin the whole c\vit(i\on: Agan-emnon com- 
mands Acbiliet,Acbtliei is my Lord, I am Pairoclut know- 
er, and Patrcclut is a foole. 

Pairo. You rafcall. 

Ter. Peace foole, I haue not done. 

Acbil. He is a priuiledg'd man, proceede Tbtrfitn. 

Tber. Agamemnon is a foole, Acbillet is a foole, Tbtr- 
fiet is a foole, and as aforefaid, Palreclut is a foulc. 

Acbil. Dcriue this ? come ? 

Tber. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command A- 
ebil/ei, Acbiltei is a foole to be commanded of Agamem>n, 
Tberfnei is a foole to ferue fuch a foole : and ?..•.•• tint is a 
foole pofitiue. 

Pair. Why am I a foole ? 

Enter Agamemnon, Vlijjet, Nefter, 'Dhmedet, 
Aiax, and Cbalcai. 

Tber. Make that demand to the Creator, it fufRfes me 
thou art. Looke you, who comes here/ 

Acbil. Patrclut, He fpeake with no body : come in 
with me Tbtrfim. Exit. 

Tber. Here is fuch patchcrie, fuch iugling, and fuch 
knauerie : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrel to draw emulations, factions, and bleede to 
death vpon : Now the dry Suppeago on the Subiecl, and 
W.i r re and Lecheric confound all. 

Agam. Where is Acbillet T 

Pair. Within his Tent, but ill difpoPd my Lord. 

Agam. Let it be knowne to him that we are here t 
He lent our Mcliengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainments,vifiting of him : 
Let him be told of, lo perchance he thinke 
We dare not mnuc the queftion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. 1 (hall fo fay to him. 

Vlif. We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not f.cke. 

Aim. Yes, Lyon ficke, ficke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if will ftuour the man, but by my 
head, it'is pride ; but why, why, let him (how vs the caule? 
A word my Lord. 

Nej. What moues Aiax thus to bay at him ? 

Vlj. Acbillu hath inueigled his Foole from him. 

Ntf. Who, Tbtrjlfl } 

Viij. He. 

Nej. Then will Aiax lacke matttr, if he haue loft his 
Argument. 

Vlif. No, you fee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Acbillet. 

Nej. All the better, their fraction is more our wifh 
then their f-ifli^n ; but it was a flrong counfcll that a 
Foole could dilunite. 

Vl,f. 1 he amitie that wifedome knits, not folly may 
cafily vntie. Enter Pairoclut. 

Here 
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Hcte comes Patrotlut. 
Nef. No Actillet with him? 

Vlif. The Elephant hath ioynts, but none for CUftCtK I 
His legge are legs for ncceflitie.not for flight. 

Patro. Acbiilei bids me fay he is much forry : 
If any thing more rhen your ("port and pleafure, 
Did moue your grcjtndie, and this noble State, 
To call vpon him ; he hopes it is no other, 
But for your health, and your digcltion fake ; 
An after Dinners breath. 

Aga. Heire Jrc u Patrt,c!ut : 
We are too well acquainted with thefc anfwers: 
But his cualion winged thus fwift with fcorne, 
Cannot outflje our apprchenfions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we afcribe it to him, yet all his vertues, 
Not vcrtuoufly of his owne part beheld, 
Doe in our eyes, begin to loofe their glofTe ; 
Yea, and like faire Fruit in an vnholdiome dirt), 
Are like to rot vntafted : goc and tell him, 
We came to fpeake with him ; and you (hall not finne, 
If you doc fay, we thinke him ouer proud, 
And vnder honed; in felfc-siTumption greater 
Then in the note of judgement:*: worthier then himfclfe 
Here tends the (auage ftrangenelTc he puts on, 
Difguife the holy ftrength of their command : 
And vnder write in an obferuing kinde 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
His pctt fh lines, his ebs, his Howes, as if 
The paflage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tyde. Goc tell him this, and adde, 
That if he ouerhold his price fo much, 
Weclc none of him ; but let him, like an Engin 
Not partible, lye vnder this report. 
Bring action hither, this cannot goe to watre : 
A flirring Dwatre, we doc allowance giuc, 
Before a flceping Gyant : tell him fo. 

Pat. I rti ill, and bring his anfwere prcfently. 

Aga. In fecond Toycc weclc not be fatisfied, 
We come to fpeake with him, V lift enter you. 

F.xit Vitjftt. 

Aiax. What is he more then another ? 

Aga. No more then what he thinkes he is. 

A;a. Is he fo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes 
himlelfc a better man then 1 am ? 

Ag. No queftinn. 

Aiax. Will you fubfciibc his thought, and fay he is? 

Ag. No, Noble Aiax, you are as ftrong,as valiant, as 
wife, no lelle noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tradable. 

Aiax. Why ftiould a man be proud? How doth pride 
grow? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your minde is the cleerer ylrW.and your vertuet 
the fairer ; he that is proud, eates vp himfelfej Pride is his 
owne GlaiTe, his owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle, and 
what eucr praifes it fclfe but in the deede, deuourcs the 
deedc in the praife. 

Enter Vlyjftt. 

Aax. I do hate a proud man, .it I hate the ingendring 
of Toades. 

Neft. Yet he lories himfelfe:is't not rtrange? 

Fttf. Acbiilei will not to the field to morrow. 

Ag. What's his excufc f 

Vlif. He doth relye on none, 
But carries on the rtrcame of his difpofc, 
Without obleruancc or rclped* of any, 



In will peculiar, and in lelfe admidion. 

Aga. Why, will he not vpon our faire rcqueit, 
Vntcnt his perfon, and (hare the ayre with vs? 

Vlif. Things (mall as n >thing, for requcfts fake onely 
He makes important; p -licit he is with greatnefle, 
And fpeakes not to himfclfe, but with a pride 
That quarrels at fclfe-brcath. Imagin'd wroth 
Holds in his bloud fuch fwotne and hot difcourfe. 
That twixt his mentall and his aftiue parts, 
Kingdom'dy*Ar//rj in commotion rages, 
And bitters gaintt it fclfe ; what rtjould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 
Cry no recoueiy. 

Ag. Let Aiax goc to him. 
Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in his Tent; 
'Tis laid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your rcquett a little from himlcife. 

Vltj. O Agamtmmn, let it not be fo. 
Wecle confecrate the ttrps that Aiax makes, 
When they goe from Acbtlltt; mill the proud Lord, 
That baftes his arrogance with his owne feame, 
And neuer fulfers matter of the world, 
Enter his thoughts: fauc futh as doe reuolue 
Aud ruminate himfeJlc. Shall he be woiftiipt, 
Of that we hold an Idoll, more then hee? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 
Mull not fo itaulc his Palme, nobly acquir'd, 
Nor by my will alTubiugate his merit, 
As amply titled as AebilUt is: by going to Aebillti, 
That were to cnlard his fat already, pride, 
And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes 
With entertaining great Hifetim. 
This L. goe to him? Jupiter forbid, 
And fay in thunder, Abilies goe to him. 

Neft. O this is well, he rubs the vcine of him. 
Dh. And how his filence drinkes vp this applaufe. 

Aia. If I goe to him, with my armed fill, He palh him 
ore the face. 



Ag. O no.you (hall not gnc. 
Am. Ar 



And a be proud with me, ile phefe his pride : let 
me goe to him. 

Vlif Not fur the worth that hangs vpon our quarrel. 
Am. A paultry infulent fellow. 
Neft. How he deftribes himfclfe. 
Au. Can he not be (bciable? 
Vlif. The Raucn chides blacknelTe. 
Am. He let his humours bloud. 
Ag. He will be the Phyfitian that (hould be the pa- 
tient. 

Aia. And all men were a my minde. 
Vlif. Wit would be out of fartiion. 
Aia. A Ihould not bcare it fo, a mould eate Swords 
first : fliall pride carry it/ 

Neft. And 'rwauld, you'ld carry halfc. 
Vlif. A would haue ten (hares. 

Aia. I will knede him,Ile make him fupple, hee** not 
yet through warme. 

Nrft.Fotte him with praife*, pourc in,poure in:his am- 
bition is dry. 

Vlif. My L. you fcede too much on this diflike. 

Neft Our noble Generall, dee not doe fo. 

Diom. You mud prepare to fight without Aebillet. 

Vltj. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harme. 
Here is a mm, but 'tis before his face, 
I will be filcnt. 

Neft. Wherefore ihould you fo^ 

He 
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He is not emulous, as Aeti/lti is. 

yi'J. 'Know Che whole world, he is as valiant. 
Am. A horfon dog, chit lhal palter thus with vs, would 
he were a Treian. 

NA What a vice were it in Aiax now 

Viif. If he were proud. 

Dn. Or couecous of praife. 

r/if. I, or furley borne. 

*»». Or drange, or fetlc afTcfled. 

/'/. Thank the heauens L.thou art of fweet compofure; 
Praife him that got thee, (he that paue thee fuc Ice: 
Fame be thy 'i'utor.and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 
But he that difciplin'd thy armcs to fight, 
Let Atari deuide Eternity in twainr, 
And giue him halfc.and for thy vigour, 
Bull- bearing Milt: his addition yeelde 
To finnowie Aiax : 1 will not praife thy wifdome, 
Which like a bourne, a pale, a rtiore confines 
Thy fp.icious and dilated parts ; here's Ntfiur 
Inffrultcd by the Antiquary times : 
He mull, he is, he cannot but be wife. 
But pardon Father JWyror.were your dayes 
As grcenc as Aiax. and your braine fo temper 'd, 
Vou would not haue the eminence of him, 
But be as Aiax. 

.Aia. Shall I call you Father 1 
Vlij. I my good Sonne. 
Dm. Be rul'd by him Lord Asx. 
Vltj. There ia no tarrying here, the Hart Achilla 
Keepes thicket : plrafe it our Getierall, 
To call together all his Irate of warre, 
Freflj Kings are come to Trey j to morrow 
We mult with all our maine of power dand faft: 
And here's a Lord, come Knightif'rom Ead to Weft^ 
And cull their flowre, Aiax (h ill cope the bed. 

Ag. Goe we to Counfaile, let Acbiilei lleepe ; 
Light Botes may faile fwift, though 



Enttr Pandartu and a Seruant. 

Paw. Friend, you, pray you a word : Doe not you fol- 
low the yong Lord Park ? 

Str. I fir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You depend vpon him I mcane? 

Sir. Sir, I doe drprnd vpon the Lord. 

Pan. You depend vpon a noble Gentleman : 1 mull 
needes praife him. 

Str. The Lord be praifed. 

fa. You know me, doe you not? 

Str. Faith fir, fuperficiatly. 

Pa. Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pandarm. 
Str. I hope I (hall know your honour better. 
Pa. I doe defi.e it. 
Srr. You are in the (late of Grace? 
Pa. Grace, not fo friend, honor and Lorddiip are my 
title : What Mufique is this? 

Ser. I doe but partly know fir : it is Muficke in parts. 
Pa. Know you the Mufitians. 
Srr. Wholly fir. 
Pa. Who play they to> 
Ser. To the hearers fir. 
Pa. Atwhofe plejfurf friend T 
Srr. At mine fir, and theirs that I 
Pa. Command, 1 rncine friend. 
Srr. Who fliall I command fir? 



Pa. Friend, we vnderftand not one another : I am too 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft doe 
thefe men play ? 

Str. That's too't indcede fir : marry fir, at the requeft 
of Paru my L. who's there in perfon; with him the mor- 
tall Vamty the heart bloud of beauty , louea inuiuble 
foule. 

Pa. Who ? my Cofin Oeffida. 

Str. No fir, Helen, could you not finde out that by 
her attributes ? 

Pa. It would feeme fellow.that thou haft not feen the 
Lady Oeffida. I come to fpeake with> from the 
Prince Trtylm : I will make a complementall aflault vpon 
him, for my bufinelTe feerhes. 

Str. Sodden bufinelTe, there 1 ! a Hewed phrafe indcede. 



Tarit and Helena. 



Pan. Faire be to you my Lord, and to all this faire com- 
pany: (aire defires in all faire measure fairely guide them, 
efpecially to you (aire Qnccne, faire thoughts be your 
faire pillow. 

Hi/. Deere L. you are foil of faire words . 

Pan. You fpeake your faire pleafure fweete Queene : 
faire Prince, here is good broken Muficke. 

Par. You haue broke it coien : and by my life you 
(hall make it whole againe. you mail peece it out with a 
peece of your performance. AW, he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truely Lady no. 

////. O fir. 

Tan. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 

Pari. Well faid my Lord : well, you fay fo in fits. 

fan. I haue bufintffc to my Lord,decrc Queene: my 
Lord will you vouchfale me a word, 

Hel. Nay, this (hall not hedge vs out, weele heare you 
ling ceruinely. 

Pan. Well fweete Queene you are pleafant with me, 
but, marry thus my Lord, my dcere Lord.and moll e dee- 
med friend your brother Tryr/m. 

Hel. My Lord Tandarm , hony fweete Lord. 

Pan. Go too fweete Queene, goe to. 
Commends himfelfe mod aftedionately to you. 

Hel. You dull not bob vs out of our melody : 
If you doe, our meljncholly vpon your head. 

Tan. Swrctc Queene, fweete Queene, that's a fweete 
Queene I faith — ^— 

Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad, is a fower offence. 

Pan. Nay, that (hall not ferue your turne, that (hall it 
not in truth la. Nay, I care not for fuch words, no, no. 
And my LorJ he defires you, that if the King call for him 
at Supper, vou will make his excufe. 

Hel. My Lord PanJarui ? 

Pan. Whit faies my fweete Queene, my very, very 
fweete Queene ? 

Tar. What exploit's in hand, where fups he to night? 
Hel. Nay but my Lord ? 

Pan. What faies my fweere Queene ? my coien will 
fall out with you. 

Hel. You muft not know where he fups. 
Par. With my difpofer Qrejiida. 

Pan. No, no; no fuch matter,you are wide, come your 
difpofer is ficke. 

Par. Well, He make excute. 

Pan. I good my Lord : why diould you (ay Orfiida ? 
no, your poore difpofcr's ficke. 
Par. 1 fpie. 

Pan. You 
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Pan. You fpic, what doe you fpie : come, giue me an 
Inftrument now fweete Queene. 
Htl. Why this it kindely done ? 

Pan. My Nccce is horrible in loue with a thing you 
haue fweete Queene. 

Htl. She (hall haue it my Lord, if it be not my Lord 
Pari. 

Pand. Hee f no, iheele none of him , they two are 
twaine. 

Htl. Falling in after filling out.may make them three. 

Pan. Come, come, lie heare no more of this, He fing 
you a fong now. 

Htl. I, 1, prethee now. by my troth fweet Lord thou 
haft a fine lore-head. 

Pan. I you may, you may. 

Htl. Let thy fong be loue : this loue will vndoc vs al. 
Oh Cupid t Cuptd t Cuf>id. 

Pan. Loue ? I that it (hill yfaith. 

Par. I, good now loue, loue, no thing but loue. 

Pan. In good troth it begins fo. 

Lent hut not ling tut lent t fi Hit 
For 0 huts «Bt» , 
Siesta 'Body and Dot : 
Tbt Shaft (onftundt m>t that it I 
'But tie {let fill I tbt Jirt ! 
Theft Loutn cry,ob bo tbty djt ; 
Ttl flat wbicbfttmei tbt tround to $Jr, 
Dotb turnt eb bo, to ba ba bt : 
So dying hut Jiuet JIM, 
O bo a vbilt t but ba ba ba, 
0 bogrona tut for ba ba ba bty bt. 

Htl. In loue yfaith to the very tip of the nofe. 

Par. He eates nothing but duues loue,and that breeds 
hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot decdes.and hot decdes is loue. 

Tan. Is this the generation of loue r Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot decdes, why they arc Vipers, is Loue a 
generation of Vipers? 
Sweetc Lord whole a field to day f 

Par. Hrtlor , Dtipierlu* , Hrlenui , Antbenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. 1 would faine haue arm'd today, but 
my Neil woulJ not haue it fo. 
How chance my brother Troylui went not? 

Htl He hangs the lippe at fomething ; you know all 
Lord Pandarut* 

fan. Not 1 hony fweete Queene : I long to heare how 
they fped to day : 

Youle remember your brothers excufe ? 

Par. To a hayre. 

Pan. Farewell fweete Queene. 

Htl. Commend me to your Neece. 

Pan. I will fweete Queene. Sound a rttrtat . 

Par. They're come from fielde : let vs to Priamt Hall 
To greete the Warriers. Sweet Helleu, I mull woe you, 
To helpe vnarme our Htelor : his ftubborne Buckles, 
With thefc your white enchanting fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 
Or force ofGreefcifh fmewes : you {hall doe more 
Then all the Hand Kings, difarme great HtShr. 

Htl. 'Twill make vs proud to be hit feruant Pari I 
Yea what he (hall recciue of vt in duetie, 
Giues vs mote palme in beautie then we haue s 
Yea oucrlhincs our fclfc. 
Sweete aboue thought I loue thee. 



Enter Pandarut and Troylui Man. 
Pan. How now, where'* thy Maifter, at my Couien 
Crtfiidat? 

Man. No fir, he ftayes for you to conduct him thither. 

Enter Tnylut. 
Pan. O here he comes: How now, how now? 
'Troy. Sirra walke off. 
Pan. Haue you feene my Coufin ? 
Troy. No Pandarut : I ftalke about her doorc 
L, ke a ftrange foule vpon the Stigian bankes 
St aying for waftage.O be thou my Charon, 
A nd giue me fwift tranfportance to thofe fields, 
Where I may wallow in the Lilly beds 
Propos'd for the deferuer. O gentle Pandarut, 
From Cupidi fhoulder plucke his painted wings, 
And flye with me to Crtfud. 

Pan. Walke here ith' Orchard, He bring her fh-aight. 

Exit Pandarut. 
Troy. I am giddy ; expectation whirlcs me round, 
Th'imaginary relifli is fo fweete, 
That it inchantsmy fence : what will it be 
When that the wa try pa Hats ra lie indeede 
Loues thrice reputed Nectar ' Death I (care me 
Sounding diftrudion, or fome ioy too fine, 
Too fubtile, potent, and too (harpc i 
For the capacitie of my ruder powers ; 
I frare it much, and I doe fcare bcfides, 
That I (hall loofe diflinclion in my ioyes, 
At doth j hitttilr, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying. Enter Pandarut. 

Pan. Shec's making her ready, (heele come ftraight ; you 
muft be witty now, (he dors fo blu(h,Ac fetches her winde 
fo (hort,as if (he were (raid with a Iprite : He fetch her ; it 
it the prettieft villaine,(hc fetches her breath fo (hort as a 
newtine Spatrow. Exit Pand. 

Troy. Euen fuch a pa(Ii.»n doth imbracc my bofome: 
My heart beates thicker then a feauorous pulfe, 
And all my powcrt doe their beftowing loole, 
Like valTalage at vnawarei encountiing 
The eye of Maieflie. 

Enter Pandarut andOtftida. 
Pan. Come, come, what neede you blufh ? 
Shames a babie ; here (he is now, fweare the oathes now 
to hcr,that you haue fworne to me. What are you gone a- 
gaine,you mull be watcht etc you be made tame, muft 
your 1 come your waves, come your wayes, and you draw 
backward weele put you i'th fits: why doe you not fpeak 
to her? Come draw this curtaine,& let't fee your picture. 
AlalTe the day , how loath you are to offend day light?and 
'twere darke you'ld clofe (boner : So, fo, rub on, and kifTe 
the miftrelTe ; how now, a kilTe in fee-farme ? build there 
Carpenter, the ayre is fweete. Nay, you (hall fight your 
hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon.as the Tercell, for 
all the Ducks ith Riuer : go too. go too. 

Tryr. You haue bereft me of all wordt Lady. 
Pan. Wordt pay no debts ; giue her deedes : but (heele 
you 'oth' deedt too, if (hee call your acliuity in 
i : what billing againe > here's in witnelTe where- 
of the Parties interchangeably. Come in, come in, He go 
get a fire ? 

Crtf. Will you walke in my Lord ? 
Trey. O Crejiida,havt often haue I wifltt me thut? 
Crtf. Wifttt my Lord ? the gods grant f () my Lord. 
Troy. What (hould they grant? what makes this pret- 
ty abruption: what too curious dreg efpics my fweete La- 
dy in the fountaine of our loue ? 

Crtf. More 
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CreJ. More dreg* then watcr.if my team haue eyes. 
Troy. Feare* make diucls of Chcru bin*, they neuer fee 
truely. 

CreJ. Blinde feare, that feeing reafon leads, findes fafe 
footing, then blinde reafon, (tumbling without feare : to 
feare the woift, oft cures the worle. 

Troy. Oh let my Lady apprehend no feare, 
In all Cufidi Pageant there is prefented no monfter. 
CrtJ. Not nothing monftron* neither? 

Troy. Nothing but our vndertaking*, when we vowe 
to weepc l"ca*,liue in fire,eate rockes,tame Tygersjthink- 
ing it harder for our Mifrrefie to deuife impofition 
inough, then for vs to vndergoe any difficultie impofed. 
This is the monftruofitie in loue Lady, that the will is in- 
finite,andthe execution confin'd; that the defire is bound- 
lefle, and the »€t a flaue to limit. 

C r 'f- They fay all Louers fweare more performance 
then they are able, and yet refcrue an ability that they 
neuer performc: vowing more then the perfection of ten; 
and difcharging leiTe then the tenth part of one. They 
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the adt of Hares : are 
they not Monfters? 

Troy. Arc there fuch? fucb are not we : Praife vs as we 
are tailed, allow vs as we proue : our head lhall goe bare 
tilt merit crowne it: no perfection in reuerfion Dull haue 
a praife in prefent : wee will not name defert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition (hall be humble : few 
words to faire faith. Troylut lhall be fuch to OtfjU, as 
what enuie can fay worrt.lball be a mocke for his truth; 
and what truth can fpeake trueft, not truer then Trty- i 
Ah. 

CrtJ. Will you walke in my Lord? 

Entrr Pandartu. 
Pan. What bluihing ftill ? haue you not done talking I 
yet? 

CtJ. Well Vnckle, what folly 1 commit, 1 dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. 1 thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 
you,you!e giue him me: be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your holtages:your Vnckles word 
and my firme faith. 

Pan. Nay, He giue my word for her too : our kindred 
though they be long ere they are wooed , they arc con- ! 
ftant being wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,thcy'le j 
(licke where they arc throwne. 

CrtJ. Boldncire comes to mce now, and brings mce 
heart: Pi'ince Troylut, I haue lou'd you night and day,for 
many weary moncihs. 

Troy. Why was my Crefsid then fo hard to win T 

CrtJ. Hard to feeme won : but I was won my Lord 
With the firft glance ; that euer pardon me, 
If I confciTe much you will play the tyrant : 
1 loue you now, but not till now fo much 
But I might mailter it; intaith 1 lye: 
My thoughts were like vnbrideled children grow 
Too hcad-itrong for iheir mother : fee we fooles, 
Why haue 1 blab'd : who lhall be true to vs 
When we are fo vnfecret to ourfelucs? 
But though 1 lou'd you well, I wocd you not, 
And yet good faith I wilht my fclfe a man ; 
Or that we women had mens priuiledge 
Of (peaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
For in this rapture 1 lhall furely fpeake 
The thing I lhall repent : fee, fee, your filcnce 
Comming in dumbnefle, from my weakenefle drawc* 



My foule of counfell from me. Stop my mouth. 

Troy. And lhall, albeit fweete Muficke iflues thence. 
Pan. Pretty yfaith. 

CrtJ. My Lord, 1 doe befcech you pardon me, 
'Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifle : 
I am alham'd ; O Hcauens, what haue I done I 
For this time will I take my leaue my Lord. 

Troy. Your leaue fweetc Crtjfxd ? 

Pan. Leaue : and you take leaue till to morrow mor- 
ning. 

CrtJ. Pray you content you. 

Trty. What offends you Lady f 

CreJ. Sir, mine ownc company. 

Troy. You cannot thun your lelfe. 

CrtJ. Let me goe and try : 
I, haue a kinde ol lelfe recides with you : 
But an vnkinde fclfe, that it felfe will leaue, 
To be another* foole. Where is my wit? 
I would be gone : 1 fpeake 1 know not what. 

Trey. Well know they what they fpeake, that fpeakes 
fo wifely. 

Crt. Perchance my Lord, I Ihew more craft then loue, 
And fell fo roundly to a large confcllion, 
To Angle for your thoughts: but you are wife, 
Or clfe you loue no: •. for to be wile and loue, 
Excccdes mans might.that dwcls with gods aboue. 

Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman : 
As if it can, 1 will prefume in you, 
To feede for aye her lampe and flame* of loue. 
To keepe her cunftancie in plight and youth, 
Out-liuing beauties outward, with a minde 
That doth renew (witter then blood decaics : 
Or that perfwafion could but thu* conuince me, 
That my integritie and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and waight 
Of fuch a winnowed purinrie in loue: 
How were I then > -lifted J but alas, 
1 am a* true, a* truth* fimplicitie, 
And limpler then the infancie of truth. 

Cr J. In that He warre with you. 

Trty. O vertuous fight, 
When right with right war* who lhall be moft right : 
True fwaine* in loue, lhall in the world to come 
Approue their truth* by Troylut, when their rimes, 
Full of protelt, of oath and big compare ; 
Wants finales, truth tir'd with iteration, 
As true as fteele, a* plantagc to the Moone: 
As Sunne to day : as Turtle to her mate : 
A* Iron to Adamant : as Earth to th'Center: 
Yet after all companions of truth, 
(A* truths authenticke author to be cited) 
As true a* Troylut, lhall crowne vp the Verfc, 
And fanftifie the number*. 

CrtJ. Prophet may you be ". 
If I be fallc, or fwerue a haire from truth, 
When time it old and hath forgot it felfe : 
When water drop* haue worne the Stone* of Trty ; 
And blinde obliuion fwallow'd Citie* vp ; 
And mightieStatc* characlerlefle are grated 
To duftie nothing ; yet let memory, 
From falfc to talfe, among falfe Maid* in loue, I 
Vpbraid my fjll'ehood, when they'aue faid as falfc, 
A* Aire, as Water, a* Winde.a* fanJie earth ; 
A* Foxc to Lambc ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfie ; 
Pard to the Hinde, or Step dime to her Sonne; 
Yea, let them fay, to fticke the heart of falfehood, 

As 
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As falfe as Oejjjd. 

Pond. Go too, a birgaine made : feale it, feale it, He 
be the witnefTe here I hold your hand : here my Coufms, 
if euer you proue falfe one to another, fince I haue taken 
fuch paines to bring you together, let all pittifull goers 
bctweene be cil'd to the worlds end after my name : call 
them all Panders; let all condant men be Ttejluffa, all 
falfe women OeJ/idt, and all brokers betwcene, Panders : 
fay, Amen. 
' TVsir. 

Otj. 

Pan. Amen. 

Whereupon I will (hew you a Chamber, which bed, be- 
caufe it (hall *ot fpeake of your prcttie encounters, prelTe 
it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant alljtong-tide Maidens heere, 
Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to prouide this 

Enter Vlyjfei, Diomtdei , Nefier , A t 

clfinelaui and Cbaieai. thrift, 

Cal. Now Princes for the feruicc I haue done you, 
Th'aduantage of the time prompt me aloud, 
To call for recompence t appcare it to your minde, 
That through the fight I beare in things to loue, 
I haue abandon'd Troy, left my poflefiiun, 
I ncur'd a Traitors name, expoPd my felfe, 
From OOtaine and pofieft conveniences, 
To doubtfull fortunes, fequediing from me all 
That time, acquaintance, cudome and condition, 
Made tame, and moll familiar to my nature : 
And here to due you feruicc am become, 
As new into the world, drange, vnarquainted. 
I doc bcfccch you, as in way of tide, 
To giuc me now a little benefit : 
Out or thofe many regiftrcd in promife, 
Which you fjy, liue to come in my behalfe. 

Agam. What would'd thou of vs Trcian ? make 
demand ? 

Cal. You haue a Troian prifoner, cal'd 
Yefterday tooke : Troy holds him very 
Oft haue you ( often haue you, thankes therefore) 
Dclir'd my Crtjfid in right great exchange. 
Whom Troy hath (till deni'd : but this Antbimr, 
1 know is fuch a wred in their affaires ; 
That their negotiations all mud (lacke. 
Wanting his mannagetand they will almoft, 
Giue vs a Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 
In change of him. Let him be fent great Princcs t 
And he (hall buy my Daughter : and her prefence, 
Shall quite drikcoff all feruicc I haue done, 
In molt accepted paine. 

Aga. Let Dhmedes beare him, 
And bring vs C r 'JF'd hither : Caltat (hall haue 
What he requeues of vs : good Diamcd 
Furnifh you faircly for this enterchange ; 
Withal] bring word, if lUa>r will to morrow 
Be anfwer'd in hit challenge. Aiax is ready. 

Dio. This (hall 1 vndertakc, and 'tis a burthen 
Which I am proud to beare. Exit. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus in their Tent. 

Vlif. Aebillet (lands i'th entrance of his Tent | 
Pleale it our Generall to parte (Irangely by him, 
As if he were forgot: and Princesall, 
Lay negligent and loofe regard vpon him ; 
1 will come lad, 'tis like heelequeftion me, 



Why fuch vnpliufiue e_*e* are bent ? why tum'd on him \ 

If lo, I haue derifion medicinable, 

To vfc bctweene your drangencfle and his pride, 

Which hisownc will (hall haue delirc to drinke; 

It may doe good, pride hath no other glade 

To (how it felfe, but pride: for fupple knees, 

Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 

./.;':. Wcele execute your purpole, and put on 
A forme of drangenefie as we palle along, 
So doe each Lord, and either greete turn not, 
Or elfe difdiinfully, which (hall lh»ke him more, 
Then if not lookton. 1 will lead the way. 

Aebil. What comes the General! to fpeake with me? 
You know my minde, He fight no more "gaind Troy. 

Aga. What faies Atbilles, would he ought with vs } 

Nef. Would you my Lord ought with the Generall? 

AebH. No. 

Nef. Nothing my Lord. 

Aga. The better. 

Aebil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How doe you ? how doe you ? 

Acbi. What, do's the Cuckold fcorne me? 

Aiax. How now Patnelm ? 

Aebil. Good morrow Aiax ? 

Aiax. Ha. 

Aebil. Good morrow. 

Aiax. 1, and good next day too. Exeunt. 
Aebil. What meane thefe fcllowes? know they not 
AtbtV.ei ? 

Pair. They pafle by drangely: they were vfd to bend 
To fend their (miles before them to AebdUi: 
To come as humbly as they vs'd to treepe to holy Altars. 

A<bil. What am I poo re of late t 
"Tit certaine, gtcitnede once falue out w\jh fortune, 
Mud fall out with men too : what the dcclin'd is, 
He (hall as (bone reade in the cyrs of others, 
As fcele in his ownc fall : for men like butter-flies, 
Shew not their mealie wings, but to the Summer : 
And not a man for being limply man, 
Hath any honour; but honour'd for thofe honours 
That are wirhout him ; as place,riches,and fauour, 
Prizes of accident, as oft as merit : 
Which when they fall, as being flippery danders; 
The loue that lcand on them as llippery too, 
Doth one plucke downe another, and together 
Dye in the fall. But 'tis not lb with me ; 
Fortune and I are friends, I doe rnioy 
At ample point, all that I did poflcfte, 
Saue thefe mens lookei : who do me thinkes finde out 
Something not worth in me fuch rich beholding, 
As they haue often giuen. Here \iVliffn, 
He interrupt his reading : how now Fliffet* 

yiif. Now great Tbetu Sonne. 

Aebil. What arc you reading ? 

FKf. A drange fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearely euer parted, 
How much in hauing, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boad to haue that which he hath ; 
Nor fccles not what he owes, but by reflection : 
As when his vcrtues fhining vpon others, 
Heate them, and they retort that heatc againe 
To the firft giuer. 

Aebil. This is not drange f'lijjit : 
The beautie that is borne here in the face, 
The bearer knowes not, but commends it felfe, 
Not going from it felfe : but eye to eye oppos'd, 

Salutes 
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Salutes each other with each others forme. 
For 1 peculation turnes not to it felfe, 
Till it hath trauail'd, and is married there 
Where it may fee it felfc : this is not Grange at all. 

Vlif. I doe not draine it at the pofirjon, 
It is familiar ; but at the Authors drift, 
Who in his circumdance, exprefly proues 
That no may is the Lord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there is much confiding,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Nor doth he of himfelfe know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th'applaufe, 
Where they are extended : who like an arch reuerb'rate 
The voyce againe ; or like a gate of fteele, 
Fronting the Sunne, receiues and renders backe 
His figure, and his heate. I was much rapt in this, 
And apprehended here immediately : 
The vnknowne Aiax ; 

Heauens what a man is there? a very Horfe, (are- 

That has he knowes not what. Nature, what things there 

Mod abieci in regard, and deare in vfe. 

What things againe moft dtere in the eftecme, 

And poo re in worth : now (hall we fee to morrow, 

An act that very chance doth throw vpon him? 

Aiax renown'd ? O heauens, what fome men doe, 

While fome men leaue to doe! 

How fome men crecpe in skirtim fortunes hall, 

Whiles others play the Irteots in her cyest 

How one man eates into anothers pride, 

While pride is feafting in his wantonneffe 

To fee thefie Grecian Lords ; why.euen already, 

They clap the lubber Aiax on the moulder, 

As if his foote were on braue Htfhn breft, 

And great TroyWhrinking. 

Atbil. I doe beleeue it : 
For they pad by me, as myfers doe by beggars, 
Neither gaue to me good word, nor looke: 
What are mydeedes forgot? 

VliJ, Time hath ; my Lord) a wallet at his backe, 
Wherein he puts almes for obliuion : 
A great fiz'd monfter of ingratitudes : 
Thofe fcraps are good deedes pad, 
Which are deuour'd as fad as they are made, 
Forgot as foone as done : perfeuerance,deere my Lord, 
Kcepcs honor bright, to haue done, is to hang 
Quite out of falhion, like a rudie male, 
In monumentall roockrie : take the indant way, 
For honour trauelsin a (Iraight fo narrow, 
Where one but goes a bread, keepe then the path: 
For emulation hath a thoufand Sonne*, 
That one by one purfue ; if you giue way, 
Or hedge afide from the direct forth right ; 
Like to an entred Tyde,they all ru/h by, 
And leaue you hindmoft : 
Or like a gallant Horfe falne in firft ranke, 
Lye there for pauement to '"the abiect, neere 
Ore. run and trampled on ; then what they doe in prefent, 
Though lefle then yours in pad, mud ore-top yours : 
For time is like a faihionable Hofte, 
That (lightly makes his parting Gued by th'band; 
And with his armes out-ftretcht,as he would flye, 
Grafpes in the commer t the welcome euerfmiles, 
And farewels goes out fighing : O let not vertue feeke 
Remuneration for the thing it was : for beautie, wit, 
High birth, vigor of bone, defert in feruice, 
Loue, friend (hip, charity, are fubiccts all 



To enuious and calumniating time: 

One touch of nature mikes the whole world kin : 

That all with one confent praife new borne gaudrs, 

Though they are made and moulded of things part, 

And goe to dud, that is a little guilt, 

More laud then guilt oreduded. 

The prefent eye praifes the pref nt obiect : 

Then maruell not thou great and compleat man, 

That all the Greekes begin to worihip Aiax\ 

Since thinp in motion begin to catch the eye, 

Then what not diis : the cry went out on thee, 

And dill it might, and yet it may againe, 

If thou would'd not entombe thy felfe aliue, 

And cafe thy reputation in thy Tent , 

Whofe glorious deedes,but in thefe fields of late, 

Made emulous miliums 'mongd the gods themfelues, 

And draue great Mart to faction. \ 

Acbil. Of this my priuade, 
I haue drong reafons. 

Vlif. But 'gaind your priuacie 
The reafons are more potent and heroycall I 
"Tis knowne /JS billet, -h..t you are in loue 
With one of Priamt daughters. 

Acbil. Ha ? knowne t 

VliJ. Is that a wonder ? 
The prouidence that's in a watchful! State, 
Knowes almod euery graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes bottome in th'vncomprehenfiue deepes ; 
Keepes place with thought ; and almod like the gods, 
Doe thoughts vnuaile in their dumbe cradles : 
There is a myderie ( with whom relation 
Durd neuer meddle) in the foule of State \ 
Which hath an operation more diuine, 
Then breath or pen can giue expreflure to : 
All the commerfe that you haue had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours,as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it fit Acbillet much, 
To throw downe HtBtr then Toiixtna. 
But it mud grieue yong Tirbm now at home, 
When fame (hall in her Hand found her crumpe ; 
And all the Greekiih dries (hall tripping fing, 
Great Hefhrt fider did Achilla winnc ; 
But our great Aiax brauely beate downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I as your louer fpeake ; 
The foole Aides ore the Ice that you mould breake. 

Patr. To this effect Achilla haue I mou'd you j 
A woman impudent and mannifh growne, 
Is not more loth'd, then an effeminate man, 
In time of action : I dand condemned for this ; 
They thinke my little domacke to the warre, 
And your great loue to me,redraines you thus: 
Sweete,roufe your felfe;and the weake wanton Cupid 
Shall from your necke vnloofe his amorous fould, 
And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane, 
Be (hooke to ayrie ay re. 

Acbil. Shall Aiax fight with Heeler' 

fair. I, and perhaps rccciue much honor by him. 

Atbil. I fee my reputation is at dake, 
My fame is (hrowdly gored. 

Patr. O then beware : 
Thofe wounds heale ill, that men doe giue themfelues : 
Omifllon to doe what is neceffary, 
Seales a commiffion to a blanke of danger, 
And danger like an ague fubtly taints 
Euen then when we fit idely in the funnc. 

Acbil. Goe call TberSta hither fweet Patroclut, 
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lie fend the foole to Aiax, and defire him 
T'inuite the Troian Lordi after the Combat 
To fee vs here vnarm'd : I haue a woman* longing, 
An appetite that I am ficke withal!, 

To fee great Heeler in hit weedei of peace ; Enter Tberfi. 
To talke with him, and to behold hisvifage, 
Euen to my full of view. A labour (au'd. 

Tber. A wonder. 

Acbil. What? 

Tber. lAiax goes vp and downc the field, asking for 
himfelfe. 

Acbil. How fo? 

Tber, Hee muft fight fingly to morrow with Heeler, 
and is fo prophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, 
that he rauei in faying nothing. 

Acbil. How can that be i 

Tber. Why he ftalkes vp and downe like a Peacock, a 
ftride and a (Kin J: ruminates like an hoftetTe, that bath no 
Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko- 
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard, as who mould 
fay, there were wit in hit head and twoo'd out } and fo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, 
which will not ftiew without knocking. The mans vn- 
done for cuerjfor if Heeler breake not his necke i'th 'com- 
bat, heele break't himfelfe in vaine-glory. He kn.jwts 
not mee : I faid, good morrow Aiax ; And he replyct, 
thankes Agamtmnen. What thinke you of this man, 
that takes me for the Gcnerall t Hec's growne a very 
land-fiih , languagelefte , a monfter : a plague of o- 
pinion, a man may wcare it on both fides like a leather 
Ierkin. 

Atbil. Thou muft be my Ambaflador to him Tberfitet. 

Tber. Who, I : why, heele anfwer no body : he pro- 
feflTes notanfwering ; fpeaking is for beggers : he weares 
his tongue in's armcs : I will put on hii prefence ; let Pa- 
ired* make his demands to me, you flull fee the Page- 
ant of Aiax. 

Acbil. To him Tatretlui ; tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant //wr, to inuite the moft valorous Heeler, to come 
vnarm'd to my Tent, and to procure fate conducl fur his 
perfon, of the magninimious and moft illuftrious, fixe or 
feauen times honour'd Captaine, Gcnerall of the Grecian 
Armie Agamemnon, Set. . doe this. 
Pairs, hat blefle great Aiax, 
Tber. Hum. 

Tatr. I come from the worthy Atbillet. 
Tber. Ha? 

Pjtr. Who moft humbly defires you to Inuite Heelor 
to his Tent. 
Tber. Hum. 

Pair. And to procure fafe conduit from Agamemnon . 
Tber. Agamemteni 
Pair. I my Lord. 
Tber. Ha? 

Patr. What fay you too't. 

Tbrr. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anfwer fir. 

Tber. If to morrow be a faire day, by eleuen a eUcke 
it will goe one way or other; howfocuer, be (hall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Tatr. Your anfwer fir. 

Tber. Fare you well withall my heart. 

Acbil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 

Tbrr. No, but he's out a tune thus: what mufickc will 
be in him when Heeler has knocktout his braines,I know 
not : but I am fure none, vnleffe the Fidlcr Aftltt get his 
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finewes to make catlings on. 

Atbil. Come, thou 
ftraight. 

Tber. Let me carry another to his Horfejfor that's the 
more capable creature. 

Acbil. My minde is troubled like a Fountaine ftir'd, 
And I my felfc fee not the bottome of it. 

Iber. Wou^d the Fountaine of your minde were clcere 
againe, that I might water an AflTe at it : 1 had rather be a 
Ticke in a Sheepe, then fuch a valiant ignorance. 

Enter at one Awe t/F.necu rritb a Torch, at another 
Paril, Diepbetbui , Art be nor , Dimmed lb* 
Grteian,wilb Torcbti. 

Par. See hoa, who is that there ' 
'Diepb It is the Lord cAjteat. 
r/Ent. Is the Prince there in perfon ? 
Had I fo good occafion to lye long 
As you Prince Pari, nothing but heauenly bufineflc, 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Diem. That's my minde too: good morrow Lord 



Par. A valiant Greekc isExeai, take his hand, 
Witnefle the procefle of your fpecch within } 
You told how Diemed in a whole weeke by dayes 
Did haunt you in the Field. 

r^Ene. Health to you valiant fir, 
During all quertion of the gentle truce : 
But when 1 mccteyou arm'd,a« blacke defiance, 
As heart can thinke, or courage execute. 

Dkm. The one and other 'Diemcd embraces, 
Our blnuds are now in calme; and fo long health : 
But when contention, and occafion meetcs, 
By hue, lie play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purfuite and pullicy. 

t^Ene. And thou flialt hunt a Lyon that will flyc 
With his face backward, in humaine gentlenclTe : 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Ancbijet life, 
Welcome indeede : by Venm hand I fweare, 
No man aliue can loue in fuch a fort, 
The thing he meancs to kill, more excellently. 

'Diem. We fimpathize. hue let tAvnea* line 
(If to my fword his fate be not the glory ^ 
A thoufand compleate courfes of the Sunne, 
But in mine emulous honor let him dye : 
With euery ioynt a wound, and that to morrow. 

tEne. We know each other well. 

Die. We doe, and long to know each other worfe. 

Tar. This is the moft, defpightful'ft gentle greeting; 
The nobleft hatefull loue, that eie 1 heard of. 
What bufinefle Lord fo early? 

csEne. I was fent for to the K.ing;but why, I know not. 

Par. His purpofe meets you;it was to bring this Greek 
To Caleba'i houfej and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Ant htnvr, the faire Crejfd: 
Lers haue your company ; or if you pleafe, 
Hafte there before vs. I conftintly doe thinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certain e knowledge) 
My brother Treylui lodges there to night. 
Roufe him, and giue him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality whereof, I feare 
We ftiall be much vnwelcome. 

eACnt. That I allure you : 
Treyiut had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Crcfiid borne from Troy. 

Par. There 
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Par. There is no helpc : 
The bitter difpolition of the time will hauc it fo. 
On Lord, wcclc follow yoo. 

c£ru. Good morrow all. Exit i/Erta* 

Tar. And tell me noble 'Dkmed ; faith tell me true, 
Euen in the foule of found good fellow fhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits raire Htlen moft ? 
My felfc.or tAttntUtut 

Diem. Bothalike. 
He merits well to haue her.that doth fecke her, 
Not making any fcruple of her foylurc, 
With fuch a hell of paine,and world of charge. 
And you as well to kcepe her, that defend her, 
Not pallating the tafte of her dilhonour, 
With fuch a coftly lofle of wealth and friends: 
He like a puling Cuckold, would drinkc vp 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed pecce : 
You like a letcher, out of whorifti loyncs, 
Are plcal'd to breede out your inheritors: 
Both merits poyz'd, each weighs no 1< lie nor more, 
But he as he, which heauier for a whore. 

Par. You are too bitter to your country-woman. ' 

Dio. Shee's bitter to her countrcy : heare me Pari, 
For euery falfe drop in her baudy veines, 
A Grecians life hath funke : for euery fcruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 
A Troian hath beene fliine. Since (he could fpeakc, 
She hath not giuen fo many good words breath, 
As for her, Grcekes and 1 roians futTrcd death. 

Par. Faire bkmtd, you due as chapmen doe, 
Dif praife the thing that you defire to buy : 
But we in filcnce hold this vertue well ; 
Weele not commend, what we intend to fell. 
Here lyes our way. Extunt. 

Enter Treylw and Crtjjida. 

Trey. Deere trouble not your felfe : the morne is cold. 

CrtJ. Then fweet my Lord, He call mine Vnckle down; 
He fhall vnbolt the Gates. 

Troy. Trouble him not : 
To bed, to bed : flecpe kill thofe pritty eyes, 
And giue as foft attach mm: to thy iences, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 

CrtJ. Good morrow then. 

'Tr-jy, I prithee now to bed. 

CrtJ. Are you a weary of me ? 

Trey. O Crtjjida ! but that the bufte day 
Wak't by the Larke.hath roui'd the ribauld Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : 
I would not from thee. 

CrtJ. Night hath beene too briefe. (Aayes, 

Trey. Beflirew the witch ! with venemous wights me 
As hidioufly as hell ; but flies the grafpes of louc, 
With wings more momentary, fwift then thought: 
You will catch cold, and curie me. 

Crtf. Piithee tarry,you men will neuer tarry ; 

0 fuolilh Oejfjd, I might hauc dill held off, 

And then you would haue tarried. Harke,ther*s one vp? 
Pand. rritbin. What's all the doores open here ? 
Trey. It is your Vnckle. Enttr Pandarm. 

Crtf. A peft.lrnce on him : now will he be mocking : 

1 fhall haue fuch a life. 

Pan. How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads? 
Hearc you Maide : wher's my coiin Otjfid} 
CrtJ. Co hang your felt, you naughty mocking Vnckle: 

$»7 



You bring me to doo and then you floute me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what ? let her fay what : 
What haue I brought you to doe ? 

CrtJ. Come, come, beflirew your heart : youle nere be 
good, nor fufTer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha: alas poore wretch: a poore Cbif>ttbia,hzA 
not flept to night ? would he not (a naughty man) let it 
fleepe:a bug.beaie take him. Ont {neeij 

CrtJ. Did not 1 tell you ? would he were knockt ith' 
head. Who's that at duore? good Vnckle goe and fee. 
My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber: 
You fmile and mocke me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Trey. Ha, ha. 

Crt. Come you are deceiu'd, 1 thinke of no fuch thing. 
How earneftly they knockc : pray you come in. Kneebf. 
I would not for halfc Troy haue you feene here. Extunt 

Pan. Who's there ? what's the matter? will you Urate 
downe the doore ? How now, what's the matter? 

eAj>t. G.tod morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Tan. Who's there my Lord • by my troth I 

knew you not : what newes with you fo early ? 

&£rt. Is not Prince Treylta here? 

Pan. Here? what fliould he doe here? 

v£nt. Come he is here, my Lord, doe not deny him : 
It doth import him much to ipeake with me. 

Tan. Is he here fay you ? 'tis more then 1 know, He be 
fworne: For my ownc. part I came in late : what mould 
he dne here ? 

v£nt. Who, nay then : Come, come, youle doe him 
wrong, ere y'are ware : youle be fo true to him, to be 
falfe to him : Doe not you know of him, but yet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. 

Bnttr Troylui. 

Trey. How now, what's the matter? 
t&nt. My Lord, I fcarce haue leifure to falute you, 
My matter is foralh : there is at hand, 
Paris your brother.and Dtifbttbui, 
The Grecian Dtentd, and our Antbtner 
Deliuer'd to vs, and for him forth-with, 
Ere the firft facrifice, within this houre, 
We muft giue vp to Diemedi hand 
The Lady Crtjjida. 

Trey. Is it concluded fo ? 

ts€nt. By Priam,*ni the generall date of Trey, 
They are at hand, and ready to cfFec"l it. 

Trey. How my atchieucments mocke me ; 
I will goe mcete them : and my Lord esEneae; 
We met by chance ; you did not finde me here. 

cj£n. Good, good, my Lord, the fecrets of nature 
Hauc not more gift in taciturnitie. Extunt. 

Enttr Pandartu and O tjjtd. 

Pan. Is't poflible?no fooncr got but left : the diucll 
take Antbtner ; the yoig Prince will goe mad : a plague | 
vpon Antbtner , I would they had brok's necke. 

CnJ. How now? what's the matter? who was here? 

Tan. Ah, ha I 

CrtJ. Why figh you fn profoundly? wher's my Lord? 
gone ? tell me fweet Vnckle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would 1 wcic as deepe vndcr the earth as I am 

aboue. 

CrtJ. O the gods ! what's the matter ? 

Pan. Prythee get thee in : would thou had'ft nere been 
borne; I knew thou would 'ft be his death. O poore Gen- 
tleman : a plague vpon A'tbtner. 

f «J 2 CrtJ. Good 
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Qrtf. Good Vnclcle I befeech you, on my knees, I be- 
feeeh you what's the matter? 

Pan. Thou mull be gone wench, thou muft be gone ; 
thou art chang'd for jlntbtnor ; thou muft to thy Father, 
and be gone from Tropin : 'twill be his death : 'twill be 
hii baine, he cannot bcare it.. 

gods! I will not goe. 



Off. O you imm 
Tan. Thou muft. 
Otf. I will not Vnclcle : I haue forgot my Father : 
I know no touch of confanguinitie : 
No kin, no loue, no bloud,no foule, fo neere me, 
Al the fweet Treylnt : O you gods diuine ! 
Make Crtjjidt name the very crowne of fa I (hood ' 
If euer (he leaue Tnylui : time,orce and death, 
Do to this body what extremitie you can ; 
But the ftrong bafe and building of my loue, 
Is as the very Center of the earth, 
Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepc. 
Tan. Doc, doe. 

Otf. Teare my bright heire, and fcratch my praifed 
cheekrs, 

Cracke my cleere voyce with fobs, and breake my heart 
With founding Treylnt. I will not goe from Troy.Extvnt. 

Enttr Paru i Treylui t i^ntai % Dt\pb*bm > An- 



Tar. It is great morning, and the houre prefixt 
Of her dcliuerie to this valiant Greeke 
Comet faft vpon : good my brother Treylvi, 
Tell you the Lady what (he is to doe, 
And haft her to the purpofe. 

Troy. Walkc into her houfe : 
lie bring her to the Grecian prefently ; 
And to his hand, when I deliuer her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Treyln 
A Prieft, there offring to it his heart. 

Par. I know what 'tis to loue, 
And would, as I (hall pittie, I could helpe. 
Pleafe you walke in, my Lords. 



Enttr Pan Jar ut and Crtjjld. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Otf, Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The griefeisfine, full perfect that I tafte, 
And no lcfle in a fenfe is ftrong 
As that which caufcth it. How can I moderate it ? 
If I could temporife with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat, 
The like alaimcnt could I giue my griefe : 
My loue admits no qualifying croffe ; Enter Treylm. 

No more my grtefc, in fuch a precious loffe. 

Pan. Here, here, here, he comes, 2 fwect duckc. 

Otf. O Troy Jus, Trcylut ! 

Pan. What a pairc of fpedaclcs is here T let me em- 
brace too : oh hart, as the goodly laying is ; O heart, hea- 
uie heart, why figheft thou without breaking ? where he 
anfwers againe ; becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by 
friendship, nor by fpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime; 
let vs caft away nothing, for we may liue to haue neede 
of fuch a Verfe : we Ice it, we fee it : how now Limbs? 

Trey. Of/fid : I loue thee in fo ftrangc a puritie ; 
That the bleft gods, as angry with my fancie, 
More bright in xeale, then the deuotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities : take thee from me. 

Otf. Haue the gods cnuie ? 



Troy? 



Pan. 1,1, 1,1, 'tis too plaine a cafe. 
Otf. And is it true, that I muft goe 
Tr»jr. A hatefull truth. 
Otf. What, and from Tr»y/«j too ? 
Trey. From Troy, and Troylut. 
Otf. Ift poflible? 

Troy. And fodainely, where iniurie of chance 
Puti backe leaue-taking, iuftles roughly by 
All time of paufe ; rudely beguiles our lips 
Of all reioyndure : forcibly preuents 
Our lockt embrafures; ftrangles our deare vowes, 
Euen in the birth of our owne laboring breath. 
We two, that with fo many thoufand fighet 
Did buy each other, muft poorely fell our felues, 
With the rude breuitie and difcharge of our 
Injurious time ; now with a robbers haftc 
Crams his rich theeuerie vp. he knowes not I 
As many farwels as be ftars in heauen, 
With diftinft breath, and confign'd kiffes to I 
He fumbles vp into a loofe adiew ; 
And fcants vs with a (ingle famifht kiffe, 
Diftafting with the (alt of broken teares. Enter vEntni. 
vEntatxtitbm. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 

Troy. Harke, you are call'd i fome fay the genius fo 
Cries, come to him that inftantly muft dye. 
Bid them haue patience : (he (hall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my teares ? raine, to lay this winde, 
or my heart will be blowne vp by the root. 

Otf. 1 muft then to the Grecian*? 

Troy. No remedy. 

Otf. A wofull t>r^Wmong'ft the merry Greekes. 

Troy. When (hall we fee againe ? 

Trey. Here me my loue : be thou but true of heart. 

Otf. I true? how now? what wicked deeme is this? 

Troy. Nay, we muft vfe expoftulation kindely, 
For it is parting from vs: 
I fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For I will throw my Gloue to death himfelfe, 
That there's no maculation in thy heart : 
But be thou true, fay I, to fafhion in 
My fequent proteftation : be thou true, 
And I will fee thee. 

Otf. O you (hall be expofd, my Lord to 
As infinite, as imminent : but He be true. 

Troy. And He grow friend with danger j 
Weare this Sleeue. 

Otf. And you this Gloue. 
When (hall I fee you ? 

Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels, 
To giue thee nightly viutation. 
But yet be true. 

Otf. O heauens : be true againe ? 

Trey. Heare why 1 fpeake it; Loue : 
The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 
Their louing well compos'd, with guift of nature, 
Flawing and lwelling ore with Arts and exercife : 
How noueltiesmay moue, and parts with perion. 
Alas, a kinde of godly iealoufie ; 
Which 1 befeech you call a vertuous (inne : 
Makes meaffraid. 

Qrtf. O heauens, you loue me not ! 

Troy. Dye I a villains then : 
In this I doe not call your faith in queftion 
So mainrly as my merit : I cannot fing, 
Nor heele the high Lauolt ; nor fweeten talke ; 
Nor play at fubtill games ; (aire vertues all;| 

To 
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To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell that in each grace of thefe, 
There lurkes a ftill and dumb-difcourflue diuell, 
That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cref. Doe you thinlce I will : 
Tray. No, but fomething may be done that we wil not : 
And fbmetimes we are diueh to our (clues, 
When we will tempt the frailtie of our power*, 
Prefuming on their change full potencie. 

tAZntat within. Nay , good my Lord ? 

Trey. Come kifle, and let vs part. 
Pari vithin. Brother Troylsu * 

Troy. Good brother come you hither, 
And bring z/Enea* and the Grecian with you. 

Cref My Lord, will you be true? Exit. 

Troy. Who I } alas it is my vice, my fault : 
Whiles others filn with craft for great opinion, 
I, with great truth, catch meere fimplicitie ; 
Whil'ft fome with cunning guild their copper crownes, 
With truth and plainnelTe I doe weare mine bare : 

Enter the Grttkes, 
Feare not my truth ; the morrall of my wit 
Is phine and true, ther's all the reach of it. 
Welcome fir Ditmed, here is the Lady 
Which for Antenor, we deliuer you. 
At the port (Lord) He giue her to thy hand, 
And by the way polTeflc thee what (he is. 
Entreatr her faire ; and by my fuule, faire Greeke, 
If ere thou (land at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creffid, and thy life (hall be as fate 
As Priam is in lllion T 

Diem. Faire Lady Crefiid, 
So pleafe you fauethe thankes this Prince «pe£cs : 
The luftre in youieye, heauen in your cheeke, 
Pleades your faire vifage, and to Dhmed 
You (hall be miftrefle, and command him wholly. 

Trey. Grecian, thou do'ft not vfe me curteoufly. 
To (hame the feale of my petition towards, 
I praifing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece : 
Shee is as rarre high foaring o re thy praifes, 
As thou vnworthy t 0 be cal'd her fcruant : 
1 charge theevfe her we \\ f euen for my charge : 
For by the dreadfoli p/ uf0> ifthou do'ft not, 
(Though th e great bulke ^Achilles be thy guard) 
lie cut thy throate. 

Diom. Oh be not mou'd Prince Tnylm\ 
Let me be priuiledg'd by myplace and melTage, 
To be a fpeaker free ? when 1 am hence, 
He anfwer to my luft : and know my Lord ; 
He nothing doe on charge : to her owne worth 
She (hall be priz'd : but that you lay, bc't fo ; 
Ilefpeake it in my fpirit and honor, no. 

Trey. Come to the Port. He tell thee Diemtd, 
This braue, (hall oft make thee to hide thy head I 
Lady,giue me vour hand, and as we walke, 
To our owne lelues bend we our needefull talke. 
Scant/ Trumpet. 

Par. Harke, Htfhn Trumpet. 

eA£ne. How haue we fpent this morning 
The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remiiTe, 
That ("wore to ride before him in the field. 

Par. 'Tis Troylm fault: come, come, to field with him. 

Die. Let vs make ready ftraight. 
vEne. Yea, with a Bridegroomes frefli aUcritie 
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Let vs addretfe to tend on Hrffort hceles : 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lye 
On his faire worth, and (ingle Chiualrie. 

Enter Aiax armed, Achilles, Patroeiu. s, Agamemnon, 
Mtnelasu,Vhffes, Nefter ,C*Icm, W«m 

Aga. Here art thou in appointment frefli and (aire, 
Anticipating time. With ftarting courage, 
Giue with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy 
Thou dreadfull Aiax, that the appauled aire 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 

Aia. 1 hou, Trumpet, ther's my purfe; 
Now cracke thy lungs, and f pi it thy brafen pipe: 
Blow vi Maine, til I thy lphered Bias chcekc 
Out-fwell the collicke of putt Aquilan : 
Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud : 
Thou bloweft for HeBor. 

Vlif. No Trumpet anfwers. 

Attil. 'Tis but early dayes. 

Aga. Is not yong DhmeJ with Caleai daughter? 

Vlif. 'Tis he, I ken the manner of hi* gate, 
He riles on the toe : that fpirit of his 
In afpiration lifts him from the earth. 

Aga. Is this the Lady Crcffid} 

Die. Euen (he. 

Aga. Moft deerely welcome to the Creekes, fweete 
Lady. 

Nefi. Our General! doth falute you with a kifle. 

Ulif. Yet is the kindenefle but particular; 'twere bet- 
ter (he were kilt in generall. 

Nefi. And very courtly counfell : He begin. So much 
for Nefitr. 

A.- til. He take that winter from your lips faire Lady 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Mene. I had good argument for killing once. 

Patrt. But that's no argument for killing now} 
For thus pop't Pari in his hardiment. 

riij. Oh deadly gall, and theame of all our fcornes, 
For which we loole our heads, to gild his homes. 

Patro. The firft was tMentlata kifle, this mine : 
Patroelta kilTes you. 

Mene. Oh this is trim. 

Pair. Paris and I kifle euermore for him. 

Mene. He haue my kifle fir : lLady by your leaue. 

CreJ. In killing doe you render.or receiue. 

Pair. Both take and giue. 

Cref. He make my match to liue, 
The kifle you take is better then you giue : therefore no 
kifle. 

Mene. He giue you boote, He giue you three for one. 
Cref. You are an odde man, giue euen, or giue none. 
Mene. An odde man Lady, euery man is odde. 
Oef. No, Paris is not; for you know 'tis true, 
That you are oddc.and he is euen with you. 
Mere. You fillip me a'th' head. 
Cref. No, He be fworne. 

yitj. It were no match, your naile againft his borne I 
May I fweete Lady beg a kifle of you ? 
Cref. You may. 
Vlif. I doe defire it. 
Cref. Why begge then ? 

Vlif. Why then for Ve«ta fake, giue me a kifle » 

When Hellen is a maide againe, and his — 

Cref. I am your debtor, claime it when 'tis due. 

f «f 3 Vl,f. Neuer's 
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Vfif. Neuer's my day, and then a kiiTe of you. 

"Diem. Lady a word, lie bring you to your Father. 

Nefi. A woman of quickc fence. 

Vhj. Fie, fie,vpon her : 
Ther'i a language in her eye, her chcclcc, her lip, 
Nay, her foote fpcakes, her wanton I piritcs 
At eucry ioynt,and mutiue of her body : 
Uh thefe encounter ers fo glib of tongue, 
That giue a coafting welcome etc it come* ; 
And wide vnclafpe the tables of their thoughts, 
To euery tickling reader : fet them downe, 
For fluttilh fpoylet ofopponunitie ; 
And daughters of the g-ime. 

Enter all ef Trey, Htfl<.r,Parit,v£neai, 
and Attendant. Fltrijb. 

All. The Troians Trumpet. 

Aga. Yonder comes the troope. 

r 'fine. Haile all you ftate of Greece : what flialbe done 
To him that victory commands r or doc you purpole, 
A victor lhall be knowne : will you the Knights 
Shall to the edge of all extrcmitic 
I'urfue each other; or dull be diuided 
By any voycc.or order of the field : Hetler bid aske ? 
Aga. Which way would Heeler hauc it? 
e,£>». He cares not, heele obey conditions. 
Aga. Til done like Heihr, but lecurcly done, 
A little proudly, and great dealc difprifing 
The Knight oppos'd. 

cs£*t. If not Atbillet fir, what is your name ? 
Acbil. If not AebilUt, nothing. 
e4jw. Therefore Atbi/lts: but what ere, know this, 
In the extremity of great and little : 
Valour and pride excell theinfciue* in Heeler , 
Thconealmoft as infinite as all , 
The other blanke as nothing : weigh him well : 
And that which lookes like pride, is curtcfie : 
This Aiax is halfe made of Heilert bloud; 
In loue whereof, halfe Helitr ftaies at home : 
Halfe heart, halre hand, halre i/rtfo*-, comes to feeke 
This blended Knight, ballc Troian, and halfe Greeke. 
Acbil. A maiden battaile then Y O I perceiue you. 

Age. Here is f\r,Diemed: goc gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Aax: as you and Lord cx&icoi 
Confent vpon the order of their fight, 
So be it: either to the vttermoft, 
Or rife a breach: the Combatants being kin, 
Halfe flints their ft rife, before their ftrokes 

yiij. They are oppos'd already. 

Aga. What Troian is that fame that lookes fo heauy? 

yitf. The yonged Sonne of Priam ; 
A true Knight , they call him Trcylui ; 
Not yet mature, yet mjtchlerTc.firme of word, 
Speaking in deedes, and deedeleflTe in his tongue ; 
Not foone prouok'c, nor being prouok't, foone calm'd ; 
His heart and hand both open, and both free : 
For whit he has, he glues; what thinkcs.he fliewcs; 
Yet giues he not till iudgement guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impaire thought with breath : 
Manly as Heeler, but more dangeroua ; 
For Hefter in his blaze of wrath fubferibe* 
To tender obiecls ; but he, in heatc of aOion, 
Is more vindecatiue then icalous loue. 
They call him Treytut ; and on him ereft, 
A fecond hope, as fairely built ai Heeler. 
Thus faies 'AZneat, one that knowes the youth, 
Euen to his inches : and with priuate foule, 
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Did in great IHion thus tranflate him to me. Alarum. 

Aga. They aie in a&ion. 

Nefi. Now Aiax hold thine owne. 

Tny. Heeler, thou ilcep'it, awake thee. 

Aga. His blown are wel difpes'd there Aiax. 

Diem. You muft no more. 

e^F.ne. Princes enough, fo pleafe you. 

Aia. I am not warme yet, let vs fight againe. 

Diem. As Heller plrafcs. 

Hell. Why then will I no more: 
Thou art great Lord, my Fathers fillers Sonne; 
A coufen german to great Priamt feede : 
The obligation of our bloud forbid* 
A gorie emulation 'twixt vs twaine: 
Were thy commixion. Greeke and Troian fo, 
That thou could'ft fay, this hand is Grecian all, 
And this is Troian: the fine wes of this Leggc, 
All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheekc, and this finifter 
Bounds in my fathers : by hue mult\potent, 
Thou (hould'lt not beare from me a Grceki/h 
Wherein my 1 word had not imprefiure made 
Of our rankc feud : but the iuft gods gainfay, 
That any drop thou burrwd'ft from thy mother, 
My facred Aunt, would by my mortal! Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aiax : 
By him that thunders, thou haft luftic Armct; 
Heeler would hauc them fall vpon him thus. 
Cozen, all honor to thee. 

Ata. I thanke thee Hater : 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 
I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. 

Heft. Not Neeftolymui Co mirabie, 
On whole bright crell. fame with her lowd'ft (O yes) 
Cries, This is he ; cuuld'ft promile to himfclfe, 
A thought of added honor, torne from Heller. 

tAZne. There is expectance here from both the fides, 
What further you will doc;? 

Heft. Weele anlwerc it: 
The ilTue is cmbracement : Aiax, farewell. 

Aia. If I might in entreaties findc fuccefie, 
As feld I haue the chance ; I would defire 
My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tcna. 

Diem. *Tis Agamemnon with, and great Acbilltt 
Doth tang to fee vnarm'd the valiant /iV.-frw. 

Heel. e-£w.w,call my brother Treylut to me: 
And fignific this louing cnterview 
To the cxpcclers of our Troian part : 
Defire them home. Giue me thy hand, my Coufin : 
I will goc eate with thee, and lee your Knights. 
Enter Agamtmnen an J the re/I. 

Aia. Great Agamemnon comes to meetc vs here. 

He.1. The worthieft of them, tell roe name by 
But for Aebiliei, mine owne fere hi ng eyes 
Shall findc him by his large and portly fi«e. 

Aga. Worthy of Armcs : as welcome at to om 
That would be rid of fuch an encmie. 
But that's no welcome : vnderAand more clcere 
What's pad, and what's tocome,is Arew'd with 
And formclclTe ruine of obliuion : 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing: 
Bids thee with moll diuine inlegritie, 
From heart of very heart, great Heeler welcome. 

Aga 



My 
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Ago. My wcll-fam'd Lord of Troy.no lefl*e to you. 

Men. Let me confirme my Princely brother! greeting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

ittfl. Who muft we anfwer ? 

v£*t. The Noble Mtmlam. 

Hetl. O, you my Lord, by Man hit 
Mockenot, that I affed th'vntraded Oath, 
Your quondam wife fweares ftill by V.nm Gloue 
Shee's well, but had me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now fir,(he 's a deadly Theame. 

I :■..■>. O pardon, I offend. 

At//. 1 haue ( thou gallant Troyan ) feeoe thee oft 
Labouring for deftiny, make crucll way- 
Through ranket of Greekifti youth : and I haue feen thee 
Ai hot as Ptrjetu, fpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 
An J fcene thee fcorning forfeits and fubdumenti, 
When thou haft hung thy aduanced fword i'th'ayre, 
Not letting it decline, on the declined : 
That I haue faid vnto my (binders by, 
Loe Iupiter is yonder, dealing life. 
And 1 haue feene thee paufe, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greckes haue hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreftling. This haue 1 feene, 
But this thy countenance (ftill lockt in ftecle) 
1 neucr (aw till now. I knew thy Grandfite, 
And once fought with him ; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars, the Captaine of vs all, 
Neuer like thee. Let an oldman embrace thee, 
And (worthy Warriour) welcome to our Tents. 

e/£'»e. *Tis the old Seftor. 

HtH. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 
That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with time: 
Mod reuerend Ne/itr, I am glad to clafpe thee. 

Ne.l would my armcs could match thee in contention 
As they contend with thee in courcefie. 

HtH. I would they could. 

Nift, Ha? by this white beard Pld fight with thee to 
morrow. Well, welcom, welcome : 1 haue feen the time. 

flyf. I wonder now, how yonder City ftands, 
When we haue heere her Bafe and pillar by vs. 

//.' .'. I know your fauour Lord Vlyffti well. 
Ah fir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead, 
Since firft I faw your felte, and Dicmed 
In Illion, on your Greeki(h Embaflle. 

Vlyf. Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue, 
My prophetic is but halfe hit iourney yet ; 
For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc, 
Yond Towers, whofe wanton tops do bufle the clouds, 
Muft kifle their owne feet. 

HtB. I muft not belceue you : 
There they ftand yet: and modeftly I thinke, 
The fall of euery Phrygian done will coft 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end it. 

Vlyf. So to him we leaue it. 
Moll gentle, and moil valiant Ht.-hr, welcome ; 
After the Generall, I befeech you next 
To Feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent. 

Acbil. I (hall foreftall thee Lord Vlyjfct, thou: 
Now Hedar I haue fed mine eyes on thee,k 
I haue with rxacl view perus'd thee Htfhr, 
And quoted ioynt by ioynt. 

HtH. Is this Achilla* 

Acbil. I *m Achilla. 

Iltcl. Stand (aire I prythee, let m 



Acbil. Behold thy fill. 

Htfi. Nay, I haue done already. 

Acbil. Thou art to breefe, I will the fecond 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limbe by linr 

Htcl. O like a Booke of fport thou'lt reade me ore t 
But there's more in me then thou vnderftand'ft. 
Why doeft thou fo opprefTe me with thine eye i 

Acbil.TcW me you Heauens, in which part of his body 
Shall 1 deftroy him? Whether there, or there, or there, 
That 1 may giue the locall wound a name, 
And make diftincl the very breach, where -out 
Htfltri grot fpirit fpw. Anfwer me heauens. 

He J. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, proud man, 
To anfwer fuch a qucftion : Stand againe ; 
Think'ft thou tu catch my life fo pleafantly, 
As to prcnominate in nice conieclure 
Where thou wilt hit me dead f 

Acbil. 1 tell thee yea. 

Heff. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 
I'ld not beleeue thee : henceforth guard thee well, 
For He not kill thte there, nor there, nor there, 
But by the forge that ftythied Mars his helme, 
He kill thee euery where, yea, ore and ore. 
You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 
His infolence drawes folly from my lips, 
But lie endeucur deeds to match thefe words, 
Or may 1 neuer 

Aiax. Do not chafe thee Colin: 
And you Achilla, let thefe threats alone 
Till accident, or purpofe bring you too't. 
You may euery day enough of Ht&tr 
If you haue ftomacke. The generall ftate I feare, 
Can fcarfe intreat you to be odde with him. 

Htcl. I pray you let vs fee you in the field, 
We haue had pelting Warres fince you refus'd 
The Grecians caufe. 

Acbil. Doft thou intreat me Htffori 
To morrow do I meetc thee fell as death, 
To night, all Friends. 

Hetl. Thy hand vpon that match. 

Aga. Firft.all you Peeres of Gieece go to my Tent, 
There in the full conuiue you : Afterwards, 
As Htihrt leyfure, and your bounties (hall 
Concurre together, feuerally intreat him. 
Beate lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow, 
That this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exeunt 

'Tray. My Lord Vlyjftt, tell me I befeech you, 
In what place of the Field doth Caicbeu keepe f 

Vlyf. At Mrntlaut Tent, molt Princely Treylm, 
There Dhmed doth feaft with him to night, 
Who neither lookes on heauen, nor on earth, 
But giues all gaac and bent of amorous view 
On the faire Otjfid. 

Tny. Shall 1 (fweet Lord)be bound to thee fo much, 
After we part from Agamemncni Tent, 
To bring me thither? 

fly/. You (hall command me fir : 
As gentle tell me, of what Honour was 
Th'it-Crtjfida in Troy, had (he no Louer there 
That wailes her ablence ? 

Trty. O fir, to fuch as boafting (hew their fcarTes, 
A moclce is due : will you walke on my Lord ? 
She was belou'd, (he lou'd; (he is, and dooth ; 
But ftill fweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. £«mi 
Enter Acbi/la^nd Patreclm. 

Acbil.Uc heat his blood with Greekifh wine to night, 

Which 
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Which with my Cemitir lie coole to morrow : 
Tatrtclul, let vs Feaft him to the t ight. 

Pat. Heere comet Tbtrftei. Eater Tbtrftu. 

AcbU. How now, thou core of Enuy ? 
Thou crufty batch of" Nature, what's the newes ? 

Tber. Why thou picture of what thou feem'ft,& Idoll 
of Ideot-worihippers, here'* a letter for thee. 

AcbU. From wnence, Fragment ? 

Tbtr. Why thou full difli of Foole, from Troy. 

Pat. Who kecpci the Tent now ? 

Tbtr. The Surgeons box, or the Patients wound. 

Pair. Well faid adueifity, and what need thefe tricks? 

Tbtr. Prythee be filcnt boy, 1 profit not by thy talke, 
thou art thought to be AcbUlet male Varlot. 

Patre. Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that? 

Tbtr. Why his mafculine Whore. Now the rotten 
dileafes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a grauell i'th'backe, Lethargies, cold Palfies,and 
the like, take and take agaioe, fuch prepoftrous difcoue- 
ries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable bo* of enuy thou, what 
mean'ft thou to curfe thus? 
Tbtr. Do I curfe thee? 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous But, you whorfon indi- 
Iringuii1»able Curre. 

Tbtr. No ? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, 
immatcriail skiene of Sleyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenet 
flap for a fore eye, thou talTell of a Prodigals purie thou : 
Ah how the poore world is pefired with fuch water-flies, 
diminutiues of Nature. 

fat. Out gall. 

Tbtr. Finch Egge. 

Acb. My fweet Patreclut, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in to morrowes battel I s 
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecuba, 
A token from her daughter, my faire Loue, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe 
An Oath that I haue fworoe. I will not breake it, 
Fall Cieckes, faile Fame, Honor or go, or ftay, 
My maior tow lyes heere ; this lie obay : 
Come, come Tberfta, help* to ttim my Tent, 
This night in hanquetting mull all be fpent. 
Away Patreclut. Exit. 

Tbtr. With too much bloud,and too little Brain, thefe 
two may run mad : but if with too much braine, and to» 
little blood, they do, He be a curer of madmen. Hccrc's 
Agamemnm, an honcrt fellow enough, and one that louc s 
Quailes, but he has not fo much Braine as care-wax ; and 
the goodly transformation of lupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primatiue Statue, and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds, a thrifty fltooin^-horne in a chaine, hanging 
at his Brothers leggc, to what forme but that he is, lhold 
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit,turne 
him too : to an AlTe were nothing ; hee is both A lie and 
Oxe; to an Oxc were nothing, hee is both Oxe and Afle : 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li- 
zard, an Owle, a Puttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 
I would not care : but to be eMenelata, I would confpire 
againft Dcftiny. Aske me not what 1 would be,if I were 
not Tbtrfitet : for I care not to bee the lowle of a Lazar, 
fo I were not MtntUau. Hoy-day, fpirits and fires. 
, Enttr Heeler , Aiax, Agamemnon, yiyjfti , Nt- 
fier t Diemed,nitb Ligbtt. 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Aiax. No yonder 'tis, there where we fee the light. 

Heff. 1 trouble you. 



Aiax. No, not a whit. 

Enter AcbUlet. 

yiyf. Heere comes himfelfe to guide you ? 

AcbU. Welcome braue Heeler, welcome Princes all. 

Agam. So now faire Prince of Troy, I bid goodnight, 
Aiax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Heel. Thankt.and goodnight to the Creeks general. 

Afrn. Goodnight my Lord. 

Heff. Goodnight fweet Lord Menelaut. 

Tbtr. Sweet draught : fweet quoth-a f fweet finke, 
fweet Aire. 

AcbU. Goodnight and welcom, both at once, to thofe 
that go, or tarry. 
*Aga. Goodnight. 

AcbU. Old Ntfier tarries, and you too Ditmtd, 
Keepe Heller company an houre, or two. 

Li: . I cannot Lord, 1 haue important bufineiTe, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Htfhr. 

Heff. Ciue me your hand. 

Vlyf. Follow his Torch, he goes to Cbaicat Tent, 
He keepe you company. 

Troy. Sweet fir, you honour me. 

Heff. And fo good night. 

AcbU. Come.come, enter my Tent. Exeunt. 

Tbtr. That fame Dhmtd't a falfe-hearted Rogue, a 
mod vniuft Knaue ; I will no more trull him when hee 
lecres, then I will a Serpent when he hides : he will fpend 
his mouth It promife, like Brabler the Hound ; but when 
he performes, Aftronomers foretell it, that it is prodigi- 
ous, there will come fome change : the Sunne boirowes 
of the Moone when Diemid kcepes his word. 1 will ra- 
ther leaue to lee Heeler , then not to dogge him:they fay, 
he keepes a Troyan Drab, and vies the Traitour Cbaicat 

his Tent. He after Nothing but Letcherie ? All 

incontinent Varlets. Exeunt 
Enter Diemed. 

Die. What are you »p here ho ? fpeake ? 

Cbal. Who cals? 

Die. Diemtd, Cbalca*{\ thinke) wher's you Daughter? 
Cbal. She comes to you. 

Enter Treylut and VliJJct. 
yiif. Stand where the Torch may not difcouer »s. 

Enter Crejud. 
Trey. Crejiid comes forth to him. 
*Dt9. How now my charge ? 

Cref. Now my fweet gardian: harke a word with you. 
Trey. Yea, fo familiar ? 
Vrij. She will fing any man at firft fight. 
Tbtr. And any man may finde her, if he can take her 
life : lhe't noted. 

Dio. Will you remember ? 
Cal. Remember ? yes. 

Die. Nay, but doe then ; and let your minde be cou- 
pled with your words. 

Trey. What Aiouid flie remember f 
y/,J. Lift ? 

Cref. Sweete hony Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 

Tbtr. Roguery. 

Die. Nay then. 

Cref. He tell you what. 

Die. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are a forfworne.- — - 
Cref. In faith 1 cannot : what would you haue me Aof 
Tbtr. A iugling trie kr, to be fecretly open. 
Die. What did you fweare you would beftow on mc? 
Cref. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath, 
Bid roe doc not any thing but that fwcete Greeke. 

Die. Good 
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Dk. Good night. 
Tray. Hold, patience. 
Vlif. How now Tro'un ? 
Crtf. Dicmtd. 

"Die. No, no, good night s He be your foole no more. 

Trey. Thy better rault. 

Crej. Harke one word in your earc. 

Trey. O plague and madnelTe ! 

Vlif. You are moued Prince, let vs depart I pray yoo, 
Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felfe 
To wrathful] tearmes : this place i* dangerous ; 
The time right deadly : 1 befcech you goe. 

Trey. Behold, I pray you. 

Vlif. Nay, good my Lord goe off : 
You now to great diffraction i come my Lord ? 

Trey. I pray thee ftay ? 

Vlif. You haue not patience, come. 

Trty. I pray you ftay? by hell and hell torments, 
I will not fpeake a word. 

Dk. And fo good night. 

Crtf. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Trty. Doth that grieue thee ? O withered truth ! 

Vlif. Why, how now Lord ? 

Trey. By hut I will be patient. 

CrtJ. Gardian ? why Greeke ? 

*Dk. Fo, fo, adew, you palter. 

Crtf. In faith I doe not I come hither once againe. 

Vlif. You make my Lord at fomething ; will you goe? 
you will breake out. 

Troy. She ftroakes his cheeke. 

Vlif Come, come. 

Trey. Nay ftay, by lent I will not fpeake a word. 
There is betweene my will, and all offences, 
A guard of patience ; ftay a little while. 

Tbtr. How the diuell Luxury with his fat nimpe and 
potato finger, tickles thefe together : frye lechery, frye. 

Die. But will you then ? 

Crtf. In faith I will lo , neuer truft me elfe. 

'Die. Giue me fome token for the furety of it. 

Crtf. He fetch yon one. Exit. 

Vlif. You haue fworne patience. 

Trey. Feare me not fweete Lord. 
I will not be my felfe, nor haue cognition 
Of what I feele : I am all patience. Enttr Crtffid. 

Tbtr. Now the pledge, now, now, now. 

Crtf. Here Diemtd, keepe this Sleeue. 

Trey. O beautie ! where is thy Faith ? 

Vlif. My Lord. 

Trey. I will be patient, outwardly I will. 
CrtJ. You looke vpon that Sleeue ; behold it well I 
He lou'd me : O falfe wench : giue't me againe. 
Die. Whofc was't ? 

Crtf. It is no matter now I haue't againe. 
I will not meete with you to morrow night: 
I prythee Diemtd vifite me no more. 

Tbtr. Now (he fharpens : well laid Whetftone. 

Die. I fhall have it. 

Crtf. What, this T 

Die. I that. 

Crtf. O all you gods ! O prettie, prettie pledge } 
Thy M aider now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me, and lighes, and takes my Gloue, 
And giues memorial! daintie kifles to it ; 
As I kifle thee. 

'Die. Nav, doe not fnatch it from me. 

Crtf. He that takes that, rakes my heart withall. 



Dk. I had your heart before, this followes it. 
Trey. I did fweare patience. 

Crtf. Vou fhall not haue it Diemtd; faith youfhall not: 
He giue you fomething elfe. 

T>ie. 1 will haue this : whofe was it ? 

Crtf. It is no matter. 

Die. Come tell me whofe it was ? 

Crtf, Twas one that lou'd me better then you will. 
But now you haue it, take it. 

'Die. Whofe was it T 

Crtf. By all Dianas waiting women yond : 
And by her felfe, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dk. To morrow will I weare it on my Helme, 
And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

Trey. Wert thou the diuell, and wor'ft it on thy home, 
It would be challcng'd. 

Crtf. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis paft j and yet it is not : 
I will not keepe my word. 

T>k. Why then farewell, 
Thou neuer wait mocke Diemtd againe. 

Qrtf. You fhall not goe : one cannot fpeake a word, 
But it lira it ftarts you. 

Dk. I doe not like this fooling. 

Tbtr. Nor I by Piute: but that that likes not me, plea- 
fes me beft. 

Dk. Whst fhall I come ? the houre. 

Crtf. I, come : O Ieut! doe,comc: 1 fhall be plagu'd. 

Dk. Farewell till then. Exit. 

Crtf. Good night : I prythee come : 
Treylut farewell ; one eye yet lookes on thee ; 
But with my heart, the other eye, doth fee. 
Ah poore our few ; this fault in vs I finde : 
The errour of our eye,dire£h our minde. 
What errour leads, muft erre : O then conclude, 
Mindes fwai'd by eyes, are foil of turpitude. Exit, 

Tbtr. A proofe of ftrength fhe could not publifh more; 
VnlefTe fhe fay, my minde is now turn'd whore. 

XJIif. Al's done my Lord. 

Trey. It is. 

Vlif. Why ffay we then T 

Trey. To make a recordation to my foulc 
Of euery f\ liable that here was fpoke : 
But if I tell how thefe two did coaA ; 
Shall I not lye. in publifhing a truth ? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart : 
An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 
That doth inuert that teft of eyes and eares } 
As if thofe organs had deceptious foncliom, 
Created onely to calumniate, 
•yyas Crtfftd here? 

Vlif. I cannot coniure Troian. 

Trey, She was not Aire. 

VliJ. Moft fure fhe was. 

Trey. Why my negation hath no tafte of madneffef 

Vlif. Nor mine my Lord : Crtffid was here but now. 

Ttey. Let it not be belreu'd tor womanhood : 
Thinke we had mothers ; doe not giue aduantage 
To ftubborne Criticks,apt without a theame 
For deprauation,to f<|uare the generall fex 
By CrtffidsnAc. Rather thinke this not Crtffid. 

Vhf. What hath fhe done Prince, that can foyle our 
mothers ? 

Trey. Nothing at all, TnlefTe that this were fhe. 
Tbtr. Will he fwagger himfelfe out on's owne eyes? 
Trey. This fhe ? no, this is 'Dhmidt Crtffida : 
If beautie haue a foule, this is not fhe : 

If 
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If foulet guide vowes; if vowes are fancYimonie 5 

If fan&monie be the gods delight; 

If there be rule in vnitie it felfe, 

Thit is not (he : O madneffe of difcourfe ! 

That caufe fets vp, with, and againft thy felfe 

By foule authoritie : where reafon can reuolt 

Without perdition, and loffe aflume all reafon, 

Without reuolt. This is, and is not Oefftd : 

Within my foule, there doth conduce a fight 

Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeperate, 

Diuides more wider then the skic and earth t 

And yet the fpacious bredthof this diuifion, 

Admits no Orifex for a point as fubtle, 

As Ariatbnti broken woofe to enter : 

Imbrue, O inftance ! ftrong as Pinion gates : 

Creffid'n mine, tied with the bonds of heauen ; 

Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as heauen it felfe : 

The bonds of heauen are dipt, diffolu'd, and loos'd, 

And with another knot fiue ringer tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her loue : 

The fragments, fcraps,the bits, and greaJtie reliques, 

Of her ore-eaten faith, are bound to Diemtd 

VliJ. May worthy Troy/m be halfe attached 
With that which here his paflion doth eipreffe r 

Trey. I Greekc : and that mail be divulged well 
In Characters, as red as Man his heart 
Inftam'd with XJeniu : neuer did yong man fancy 
With fo eternal!, anJ fo fut a foule. 
Harke Greek : as much I doe Crefftda loue ; 
So much by weight, hate I her Diomed, 
That Sleeue is mine, that heclc beare in his Helme : 
Were it a Caske compos'd by Vultani skill, 
My Sword mould bite it : Not the dreadfull fpout, 
Which Shipmen doc the Hurricano tall, 
Conftring'd in mafle by the almighty Fenne, 
Shall dixzie with more clamour Ncptuneseare 
In his difcent ; then Hull my prompted fword, 
Palling on Diomed. 

Tber. Heele tickle it for his concupie. 

Trey. O Crcfftdl O falfe Creffd! falfe, falfe, falfe : 
Let all vntruths (land by thy ftaincd name, 
And theyle feeme glorious. 

VUJ. O containe your felfe : 
Your paflion drawes cares hither. 
Enter cyfjieat. 

es£nt. I haue beene feeking you this houre my Lord: 
HtiUr by this is arming him in Troy. 

youa Guard, ftaies to conduct you home. 
Troy. Haue with you Prince : my curteous Lord adew: 
Farewell reuolted faire : and Diemed, 
Sand fad, and weare a Caftle on thy head. 
Vli. He bring you to the Gates. 
Troy. Accept diftrattcd thanke*. 

Exeunt Treylm,^£tua*,andVtiffa. 
Tber. Would I could meete that roague Diemed, I 
would croke like a Rauen : I would bode, 1 would bode : 
Patretlut will giue me any thing for the intelligence of 
his whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, 
then he for a commodious drab : Lechery, lechery, ftill 
warres and lechery, nothing elfe holds faihion. A burning 
diuell take them. 

Enter Hefier and Andromache. 
And. When was my Lord fo much vngently temper'd, 
To ftop his eares againft admonifhment ? 
Vnarme,vnarme,and doe not fight to day. 

Heel. You traine me to offend you : get you gone. 



By the euerlafting gods, He goe. 

And. My dreames will fure proue ominous to the day. 

//:.-"/. No more I fay. Enter Caffatdra. 

Caffd. Where is my brother HtRor > 

And. Here lifter, arm'd,and bloudy in intent t 
Confort with me in loud and deere petition : 
purfue we him on knees : for I haue dreampt 
Of bloudy turbulence ; and this whole night 
Hath nothing beene but ihapc*,and formes of flaughter. 

Caff. O, 'tis true. 

Heel. Ho ? bid my Trumpet found. 

Caff. No notes of fallie, for the heauens,fweet brother. 
Begon I fay : the gods haue heard me f weare. 

Caff. The gods are deafe to hot and peeuifli vowes , 
They are polluted offrings, more abhord 
Then fpotted Liuers in the facrifice. 

And. O be perfwaded, doe not count it holy, 
To hurt by being iuft ; it is as lawfutl : 
For we would count giue much to as violent thefts, 
And rob in the bchalfe of charitie. 

Caff It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vowe ; 
But vowes to euery purpofe muft not hold : 

Hefl. Hold you ftill I fay; 
Mine honour keepes the weather of my fate : 
Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man 
Holds honor farre more precious, deere, then life. 

Enter Troyltu. 
How now yong man ? mean'ft thou to fight to day ? 

And. Caffondra, call my father to perfwade. 

Exit Ctffandra. 

Hefl. No faith yong Troylu; doffe thy hameffe youth: 
I am to day ith'vaine of Chiualrie : 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ftrong ; 
And tempt not yet the brulhes of the warre. 
Vnarme thee, goe , and doubt thou not braue boy, 
He ftand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Trey. Brother, you haue a vice of mercy in you ; 
Which better fits a Lyon, then a man. 

HtSi. What vice is that? good Ircylm chide roe for it. 

Troy. When many times the captiue Grecian fait, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword : 
You bid them rife,and liue. 

Hefl. O 'tis faire play. 

Trey. Fooles play, by heauen Hefier. 

Heft. How now f how now ? 

Trey. For th'loue of all the gods 
Let's fcaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 
And when we haue our Armors buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride vpon our fwords, 
Spur them to ruthfull worke,reinc them from ruth. 

Hefl. , Fie fauage, fie. 

Trey. HeBor, then 'tis warres. 

Heel. Treyltu, I would not haue you fight to day. 

Trey. Who would with-hold me ? 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mart, 
Beckning with fierie trunchion my retire j 
Not Priantu,»nd Heeuba on knees; 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of teares ; 
Nor you my brother, with your true fword drawne 
Oppofd to hinder me,ftiould ftop my way: 
But by my ruine. 

Enter Priam and Caffandra. 

Caff Lay hold vpon him Priam, hold him faft: 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou loofe thy ftay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall 
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Fall all together. 

Priam. Come /fefor, come, goe backet 
Thy wife hath dreampt : thy mother hath had vifions ; 
Caffandra doth fore fee; and I my feife, 
Am like a Prophet fuddenly cm apt, 
to tell thee that this day is ominous : 
Therefore come backe. 

Hetl t*Eatai it a field, 
And I do (land engag'd to many Greekes, 
Eucn in the faith of valour, to appeare 
This morning to them. 

Priam. I, bat thou /halt not goe, 
He.-}. I muft not breake my faith : 
You know me dutiful!, therefore deare fir, 
Let me not flume refpeft ; but glue me leaue 
To take that courfe by your content and voice, 
Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam. 

Caff. O Priam,ytelde not to him. 

And. Doe notdeere father. 

He-:'. Andremacbe I am offended with you : 
Vpon theloue you beare me, get you in. 

in' Andrematbt. 

Troy. Thisfoolifh, dreaming, fuperftitious girle, 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

Caff. O farewell, deere HtlHr : 
Looke how thou died ; loo Ice how thy eye runes pie : 
Looke how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents; 
Harke how Troy roares ; how Hecuba cries out ; 
How poore ^Andremacbe fhrils her dolour forth j 
Behold diftraclion, frenzie,and aroaicment, 
Like witleffe Antickes one another meete, 
And all cry 1 U :-' ,//.- • i dead : O Heflor J 

Trey. A way, away. 

CaJ. Farewell iyes,foft; Heeler I take my leaue; 
Thou do'ft thy felfe, and all our Troy deceiue. Exit. 

Heft. You are amaz'd,my Liege, at her exclaime : 
Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight t 
Doe deedes ofpraife, and tell you them at night. 

Priam. Farewell : the gods with fafetie ftand about 
thee. Alarum. 

Trey. They are at it, harke : proud Diomtd, beleeue 
I come to loofe my anne, or winne my fleeue. 

Enter Pandar. 

Pand. Doe you heare my Lord t do you heare? 
Troy. What now » 

P and. Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle. 
Trey. Let me reade. 

Pand. A whorfon tificke, a whorfon rafcally tifkke, 
fb troubles me; and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what another, that I fhall leaue you one 
o'th's dayes : and I haue a rheumc in mine eyes too; and 
fuch an ache in my bones ; that vnleffe a man were curft, 
I cannot tell what to thinke on't. What fayes fhee 
there r 

Troy. Words, words, meere words, no matter from 
the heart ; 
Th'effeet doth operate another way. 
Goe winde to winde,there turne and change together : 
My looe with words and errors ftill fhe fieedes; 
But edifies another with her deedes. 

Pand. Why, but heare you t 

Trey. Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame 
Purfue thy life,and Hue aye with thy name. 

A Lamm. Exeunt, 



Tber, Now they are clapper-clawing one another , He 
goe looke on : that difTembting abhominable varlet D'to- 
mede, has got that fame fcuruie, doting , foolifh yong 
knauesSlceue of Troy,there in his Helme : I would faine 
fee them meet; that, that fame yong Troian afTe, that loues 
the whore there, might fend that Greekifh whore-mai- 
fterly villaine, with the Sleeoe, backe to the difTembting 
luxurious drabbe, of a fleeuelefTe errant.O'th'tother fide, 
the pollicie of thofe craftie fwearing rafcals; that ftole 
old Moufe-eaten dry cheefe, Ntftsr :m4 that fame dog- 
fbae Vliffet* is not prou'd worth a Black-berry. They fet 
me vp in pollicy, that mungrill curre Aiax, againft that 
dogge of as bad a ktndc, Aebillei. And now is the curre 
Aiax prouder then the curre Acbillet, and will not arme 
to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to proclaime 
barbarifme ; and pollicie growes into an ill opinion. 

Enter Dkmed and Trey/ui. 
Soft, here comes Sleeue,and th'other. 

Trty. Flye not : for fhould'ft thou take the Riuer Stix, 
I would fwim after. 

Diem. Thou do'ft mifcall retire : 
I doe not flye; but aduantagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude : 
Haue at thee ? 

Tbtr. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whore 
Troian « Now the Sleeue, now the Slccue. 
Enter Heeler, 

/frfl.What art thou Greek? art thou for Heffen match? 
Art thou of bloud,and honour? 

Tber. No, no t I am a rafcall : a fcuruie raiting knaue : 
a very filthy roague. 

Hefl. I doe beleeue thee, liue. 

Tber. God a mercy,that thou wilt beleeue me; but a 
plague breake thy necke — for frighting me : what's be- 
come of the wenching rogues ? I thinke they haue 
f wallowed one another. I would laugh at that mira- 
cle— — yet in a fort, lecherie eates it felfe : He feeke them. 

Exit. 

Enter Dkmed and Seruantt. 

Die. Goe, goe, my feruant.take thou Trcylm Horfe ; 
Prefent the fiire Steede to my Lady Creffdt 
Fellow, commend my feruice to her beauty; 
Tell her, I haue chaftifd the amorous Troyan. 
And am her Knight by proofe. 

Ser. I goe my Lord. Enter . 

Aga. Renew, renew, the 
Hath beate downe Mtnen : I 
Hath Dereut prifoner. 

And fbnds CalofTus-wifc wauing his beame, 
Vpon the paflied courfes of the Kings : 
Efijlrofnu and Cedue, Pelixinet is flaine ; 
Amfbmaau, and Tbeus deadly hurt; 
Patreelm Cane or flaine, and taJamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed ; the dreadfull Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers, hafte we Diemed 
To re-enforcement, or we perifh all. 
Enter Nefier. 
Neft. Coe beare Patreelm body to Acbillet, 
And bid the fnaile-pac'd *Aiax arme for fhame; 
There is a thoufand Helhrt in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galatbt his Horfe, 
And there lacks worke: anon he's there a foote, 
And there tbey flye or dye, like fcaled fculs, 



Digitized by Google 



T roylus and Crejsida. 



Before the belching Whale , then it he yonder, 
And there the draying Greekci, ripe for hit edge, 
Fall downe before him, like the mowers fwath , 
Here, there, and euery where, he leaues and takes; 
Dexteritie fo obaying appetite, 
That what he will, he does, and does fo much, 
That proofe is call'd impoflibility. 

Enter Flilfii. 
Vlif. Oh, courage, courage Princes ! great Achilla 
Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance j 
Patroclui wounds haue rouz'd his drowzic bloud, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidom, 
That nofclcffc,handle(Te, hackt and chipr,come to him j 
Crying on Heeler. Aiax hath loft a friend, 
And flumes at mouth, and he is arm'd,and at it ; 
Roaring for Treylui ; who bath done to day. 
Mid and fantadickc execution ; 
Engaging and redeeming of himfclfe, 
With fuch a carelefTc force, and forcelefle care, 
As if that luck in very fpight of cunning, bad him win all. 
Enter Aiax. 

Aia. Treylui, thou coward Treylui. Exit. 
Dh. I, there, there. 

Neft. So,fo, we draw together. Exit. 

Enter Achillti. 
Acbil. Where is this Heeler ? 
Come,come,tbou boy-queller, (hew thy face : 
Know what it is to mecte Acbillei angi 
7sr? I will n 
Enter Aiax 



7/tf7»r,wher's Heeler} I will none but 



Exit. 



Am. Tr<ylut,thcm coward Treylui, (hew thy head. 

Enter Dhnted. 
Diom. Treylui, I fay, wher's Treylui ? 
Aia. What would'd thou? 
Diem. I would corn-el him. 
Aia. Were I the Cenerall, 
Thou (hould'd haue my office, 
Ere that correction : Treylui I fay, what Treylui ? 
Enter Treylui. 
Troy. Oh traitour «D hmed \ 
Turne thy falfe face thou traytor, 
And pay thy life thou owed me for my horfe. 
Dh. Ha,art thou there f 
Aia. lie fight with him alone, (land 'Drench. 
Dh. He is my prize, I will not looke vpon. 
Trey. Come both you coging Greekcs, haue at you 
both. Exit Troylut. 

Enter Heeler. 

Heel. Yea Treylui} O well fought my yonged Brother. 

Euter Ac billet. 
Acbil. Now doe I fee thee ; haue at thee Heeler. 
Heel. Paufe if thou wilt. 

Acbil. I doe difdaine thy curtefie, proud Tro'un ; 
Be happy that my armes are out of vfe : 
My reft and negligence befriends thee now, 
But thou anon (halt hearc of me againe : 
Till when, goc feeke thy fortune. Exit. 

Heel. Fare thee well : 
I would haue beene much more a freflier man, 
Had I expected thee : how now my Brother? 

Enter Treylui. 

Trey. Aiax hath tane tAineai; (hall it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heauen, 
He (lull not carry him : lie be tane too, a 
Or bring him off: Fate hearc me what I fay ; 



I wrcake not, though thou end my life to day. Exit' 
Enter erne in ^Armour. 
Heel. Stand, (land, thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly mar Ice : 
No? wilt thou not ? I like thy armour well, 
lie frufli it, and rnlocke the riuets all, 
But lie be maifter of it : wilt thou not bead abide? 
Why then flye on, He hunt thee for thy hide. Exit. 

Cnter 



Acbil. 



Acbillei v-itb Myrmidon. 
here about me you my Myrmidom • 
I fay ; attend me where I wheele : 
Strike not a ftroake, but keepe your felues in breath ; 
And when I haue the bloudy Heeler found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about: 
In felled manner execute your arroe. 
Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye ; 
It is decreed, Heeler the great mud dye. Exit. 
Enter Therfitei,Menelaui,and Pari. 
Tber. The Cuckold and the Cuckold maker are at it : 
now bull, now dogge, lowe ; Pari lowe ; now my dou- 
ble hen'd fparrow ; lowe Pari, lowe } the bull has the 
game : ware homes ho ? 

Exit fori ami Madam. 
Enter 'Baftard. 

Baft. Turne llaue and fight. 

Tbtr. What art thou T 

Baft. A Badard Sonne of Priami. 

Tber. I am a Badnrd too, I loue Ballard*, I am a Ba- 
dard begot, Badard indructed, Badard in mindc, Badard 
in valour, in euery thing illegitimate : one Beare will not 
bite another, and wherefore (hould one Badard ? take 
h rede, the quarrel's mod ominous to vt : if the Sonne of a 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts iudgement : farewell 
Badard. 

'Baft. The diuell rake thee coward. Exeunt. 

Enter Heeler. 
Heel. Mod putrificd core fo faire without : 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cod thy life. 
Now is my daies worke done ; He take good breath : 
Red Sword, thou had thy fill of bloud and death. 
Enter Acbillei and bi Myrmidons. 
Acbil. Looke Heeler how the Sunne begins to fet j 
How vgly night comes breathing at his heelea, 
Euen with the vaile and Marking of the Sunne. 
To dofe the day vp, Hetleri life is done. 

Heel. I am vnarm'd, forgoe this vantage Greeke. 
Acbil. Strike fellowes, drike, this is the man I fceke. 
So Illion fall thou : now Troy finke downe j 
Here lyes thy heart, thy finewea, and thy f 
On Myrmidcm, cry you all a maine, 
Acbillei hath the mighty Heeler (laine. 
Harke, a retreat vpon our Grecian part. 

Gree. The Troian Trumpets founds the like my Lord. 
Acbi. The dragon wing of night ore-fpreds the earth 
And dickler-like the Armies feperates 



My halfe fupt Sword, that frankly would haue fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bed ; thus goo to bed. 
Come, tye his body to my horfes tayle } 
Along the field, I will the Troian trailc 1 
Retreat. 



Agamemnon, Aiax, MentlaiU, Nefter, 
Dhmed, and the reft marching. 



fen 

JVejt. 



i. Harke, harke, what (hout U that ! 



Set Acbil! 
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&U. Achilla ,Acbillts,lttfler'i Mim, Achilla. 

Die. The bruite is, Hefler't flaine,and by Acbillti. 

Asa. If it be fo,yet braglefTe let it be : 
Great Htflar was a man as good as he. 

Agam. March patiently along ; let one be fent 
To pray Acbillti fee vj at our Tent. 
If in his death the gods haue vs befrended, 
Great Troy is ours,and our (harpe wars are ended. 

Sxeunt. 

Enter • £t tat, Pari, Anlbentr and Dtipbaebut. 
tAZnt. Stand hoc, yet are we maiden of the field, 
Neuer goe home ; here ftarue we out the night. 
Enter Treylm. 
Troy. Htfhr i* flaine. 
All Heeler f the gods forbid. 

Troy. Hee's dead : and at the murtherers Horfes Uile, 
In beaftly fort, drag'd through the flumefull Field. I 
Frowne on you heauens, eft'edl your rage with fpcede : 
Sit gods vpon your throanes,and fmile at Troy. 
I fay at once, let your briefe plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fure dcflrudlions on. 

tAZni. My Lord, you doe difcomfort all the Hofte. 

Trey. You vnderftand me not, that tell me fo : 
I doe not fpcake of flight, of feare,of death, 
But dare all imminence that gods and men, 
Addicfle their dangers in. Htfhr is gone : 
Who (hall tell Priam fo? or Hecuba} 
Let him that will a fcreechoule aye be call'd, 
Goe in to Troy, and fay there, Hefler't dead : 
There is a word will Priam turne to Irene; 
Make wels.and Niebtt of the roaides and wiuesj 
Coole ftatue* of the youth : and in a word, 
Scarre Troy out of it felfe. But march away, 
Htfhr is dead : there is no more to fay. 



Stay yet; you vile abhominable Tents, 

Thus proudly pight vpon our Phrygian plaines i 

Let Titan rife as early as he dare, 

He through, and through you; 5c thou great fiz'd coward: 
No fpace of Earth flull funder our two hates, 
He haunt thee, like a wicked confeience ftill, 
That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenfies thoughts. 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort goe : 
Hope of reuenge, flull hide our inward woe. 

Enter Pandarui. 

Tan J. But heare you ? heare you ? 

Trey. Hence broker, lackie,ignomy,and flume 
Purfue thy life.and liue aye with thy name. Exeunt. 

Pan. A goodly medcine for mine akingbonet:oh world, 
world, world ! thus is the poore agent difpifde : Oh trai- 
tours and bawdct ; how earneftly are you fet aworke,and 
how ill requited ? why mould our indeuour be fo defir'd, 
and the performance fo loath "df What Verfe for it? what 
inftance for it? let me fee. 
Full merrily the humble Bee doth ring, 
Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting. 
And being once fubdu'd in armed taile, 
Sweete hony,and fwcete notes together faile. 
Good traders in the flcfli.fet this in your painted cloathes; 
As many as be here of Panders hall, 
Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pandar'% fall : 
Or If you cannot weepe.yet giue fome grones; 
Though not for me, yet for your akingbonc* : 
Brethren and fiftcrs of the hold-dore trade, 
Some two months hence, my will fliall here be made : 
It fhould be now, but that my fcare is this : 
Some galled Goofe of Winchefter would hide : 
Till then, He fweatr, and feeke about for cafes } 
And at that time bequeath you my di (cafes. Exeunt. 
f tl 



FINIS. 
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The Tragedy of Coriolanus: 



tABus Trimus. Scoena^rima, 




me fpeake. 



Vf of e%f urinous Cthsent, \vitk 
Ciubi ,and Qtbtr weafort. 



I. C'uhun. 
\ Efore we proceed any further, 
All. Spealte, fpeake. 

i.Cf'r. You are all refolu'd rather to dy then 
' to familh ' 
All. Refolu'd, refolu'd. 

I.OV. Firft you know, f>iu Martiu is chiefe enemy 
to the people. 

A!. 1 . We know't,we know't. 

i.O.Lct v» kill him, and wec'l haue Corne at our own 
price. h'taVerdifl? 

tAJ/.No more talking on't; Let it be done, away, away 

l.C-f. One word, good Citiaent. 

l.Crf. We are accounted poore Citizen*, the Patri- 
cian* good : what Authority furfet* one, would releeoe 
v*. If they would yeelde v* but the fupcrfluitie while it 
were wholfome, wee might guefte they rcleeued vt hu- 
manely : But they thinke we are too dcere, the leannetfe 
that aitfiO* v», the obiec! of our mifery, is a* an inucnto- 
ry to particularize their abundance, our fufferance it a 
gaine to them. Let »• reuenge thi* with our Pike*, ere 
we become Rake*. For the God* know, I fpeake thi* in 
hunger for Bread, not in thirft for Reuenge. 

a.Gr. Would you proceede efpecially againft Caiut 
eHfartiui. 

All. Againft him firft ; He', a very dog to the Com- 
monalty. 

z.Qit. Confider you what Seruices he ha'« done for hi* 
Country t 

l.Cit. Very well, and could bee content to giue him 
good report for't, but that hee paye* himfelfe with bee- 
ing proud. 

All. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly. 

I . Ct. I lay vnto you, what he hath done Famouflie, 
he did it to that end : though foft confeiene'd men can be 
content to fay it waa for hi* Countrey,-hc did it to pleafe 
hi* Mother, and to be partly proud, which he i*, euen to 
the altitude of hi* vertue. 

a.CJ/. What he cannot hclpe in hi* Nature , you ac- 
count a Vice in him : You muft in no way lay he i* co- 
uctout. 

i.Qii. If I muft not, I neede not be barren of Accufa- 
i he hath fault* (with furplu»)to tyre in repetition. 

Sbctttt viibiii. 

What ftiowts are thefe> The other fide a'th City it rifen: 
why ftay we prating hceteS To th'Capitoll. 
All. - 



l Ct. Soft, who come* heere? 

Enter Mtntniui Agrippa. 
a Ct. Worthy Mmniux *Agriffa t one that hath al- 
waye* lou'd the people. 

t (St, He'* one honeft enough, wold al the reft wer fo. 
Men. What work'* my Countrimen in hand f 
Where go you with Bats and Clubs? The matter 
Speake I pray you. 

a Ct. Our bufines i* not ?nknowne to th'Senat, they 
: had inkling thi* fortnight what we intend to do , vf 
wee'l (hew em in deed* : they fay poore Suter* haue 
ftrong breath*, they ftial know we haue ftrong arm* too. 

Mtneu. Why Mailer., my good Friend*, mine honeft 
Neighbours, will you vndo your feluesf 

a Ct. Wc cannot Sir, we are vndone already. 
Men. I tell you Friend*, moft charitable care 
Haue the Patrician* of you for your wants. 
Your fuftering in thi* dearth, you may a* well 
Strike at the Heauen with your ftaue*, a* lift them 
Againft the Roman State, whole courfe will on 
The way it take* : cracking ten thoufand Curbes 
Of more ftrong linke aflunder, then can euer 
Appeare in your impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Cod*, not the Patrician* make it, and 
Your knee* to them (not arme* ) muft helpe. Alacke, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 
Thether, where more attends you, and you dander 
The Helme* o'th State; who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curfe them, a* Encmiet. 

a Ct, Care for vs,' True indeed, they nere car'd for v» 
yet. Suffer vt to familh,and their Store-houfe* cramm'd 
with Graine : Make Edifh for Vfurie , to fupport Vfu- 
rer*; repeale daily any wholfome A€t eftabliftied againft 
the rich, and prouide more piercing Statute* daily, to 
chaine vp and reftraine the poore. If the Warres eate v* 
not vppe, they will ; and there'* allthe loue they bcare 
vs. 

Mentn. Either you muft 
Con telle your felues wondrou* Malicious, 
Or be accut'd of Folly. I (hall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you haue heard it, 
But fince it feme* my purpofe, I will venture 
To fcale't a little more. 

i Cittara. Well, 
He heare it Sir : yet you muft not thinke 
To fobbe off our difgrace with a tale : 
But and't pleafe you deliuer. 

Afen.There was a time, when all the bodies member* 
Rebell'd againft the Belly; thut accua'd it: 
That onely like a Culfe it did remaine 

a a I'th 
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th midd'ft a th'body, idle and vna&iue, 
Still cubbording the Viand, neuer bearing 
Like labour with the reft, where th 'other Inftrumcnts 
Did Ice, and hearc, deuife, inftru£l,walke,feclc, 
And mutually participate, did minifter 
Vnto the appetite; and affection common 
Of the whole body, the Belly anfwer'd. 

i.Gt. Well fir, what anfwer made the Belly. 

Men. Sir, I (hall tell you with a kinde of Smile, 
Which ne're came from the Lungs, but euen thus : 
For looke you I may make the belly Smile, 
As well as fpeake, it taintingly replyed 
To'th'difcontented Members, the mutinous parti 
That enuied his receite : euen fb moft fitly, 
As you maligne our Senators, for that 
They are not fuch as you. 

i.Gt. Your Bellies anfwer : What 
The Kingly crown 'd head, the vigilant eye, 
The Counfailor Heart, the Arme our Souldier,) 
Our Steed the Legge, the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muniments and petty helpes 
In this our Fabricke, if that they 

tMen. What then ? Forcme, this Fellow fpeakes. 
What then? What then? 

i Gt. Should by the Cormorant belly be reftrain'd, 
Who is the finke a th'body. 

Mtn. Well, what then ? 

i.Gt. The formeT Agents,if they did complaine, 
What could the Belly anfwer? 

Men. I will tell you, 
If you'l beftow a fmall (of what you haue little) 
Patience awhile; you'ft heare the Bellies anfwer. 

i.Gt. Y'are long about it. 

e3£rir. Note me this good Friend ; 
Your moft graue Belly was deliberate, 
Not raih like his Accufers,and thus anfwered. 
True is it my Incorporate Friends( quoth he) 
That I receiue the generall Food at firft 
Which you do Hue vpon : and fit it it, 
Becaufe I am the Store-houfe.and the Shop 
Of the whole Body. But.if you do remember, 
I fend it through the Riuers of your blood 
Euen to the Court, the Heart, to th'fcate o'th'Braine, 
And through the Crankes and Offices of man, 
The ftrongeft Nerues, and fmall inferiour Veines 
From me receiue that natural! competencie 
Whereby they Hue. And though that all at once 
(You my good Friends, this fayes the Belly )roarke me. 

i.Gt. I fir, well, well. 

Men. Though all at once, cannot 
See what I do deliuerout to each, 
Yet I can make my Awdit vp, that all 
From me do backe receiue the Flowre of all, 
And leaue me but the Btan. What fay you 100*1 ? 

i.Gt. It was an anfwer, how apply you this? 

Men. The Senators of Rome, arc this good Belly, 
And you the mutinous Members : For examine 
Their Counfailes, and their Caresjdifgeft things rightly, 
Touching the Wealc a'th Common, you ftiall finae 
No publique benefit which you receiue 
But it proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your felues. What do you thinke? 
You, the great Toe of this Affcmbly i 

i.Gt. I the great Toe ? Why the gTeat Toe ? 

Men. For that being one o'th lowtft,bafeft,pooreft 
Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft formoft : 



I 



Thou Rafcall, that art worft in blood to run, 
Lead'ft firft to win fome vantage. 
But make you ready your ftiffe bats and clubs, 
Rome, and her Rats, are at the point of battel!, 
The one fide muft haue baile. 

Enter Caitu Martha. 
Hayle, Noble eAfartha. 

Mar. Thanks. What's the 1 
That rubbing the poore Itch 
Make your felues Scabs. 

i.Gt. We haue eucr your good word. 
Mar. He that will giue good words to thee, wil flatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you haue, you Curres, 
That like nor Peace, nor Warre ? The one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you, 
Where he fhould finde you Lyons, findes you Hares : 
Where Foses, Geefe you are: No furer, no, 
Then is the coale of fire vpon the Ice, 
Or Hailftone in the Sun. Your Vertue is, 
To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdoes him, 
And curfe that Iufticc did it. Who deferues Greatnes, 
Deferues your Hate : and your AffecVions are 
A fickmans Appetite; who defires moft that 
Which would encreafe hiseuill. He that depends 
Vpon your fiuours, fwimmeswith finnes of Leade, 
And hewes downe Oakcs,with nifties. Hang yeitruft ye? 
With euery Minute you do change a Minde, 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate: 
Him vilde, that was your Garland. What's the matter, 
That in theft; fcueral! places of the Citie, 
You cry againft the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnder the Gods) keepe you in awe, which elfe 
Would feede on one another? What's their feeking ? 

Men. For Corne at their owne rates, wherof they lay 
The Citie is well ftor'd. 

&far. Hang "em : They fay ? 
They'l fit by th'fire, and prefume to know 
What's done i'th Capitoll : Who's like to rife, 
Who thriucs,& who declines: Side raflions,* giue out 



making parties ftrong, 
id not in their liking, 



And feebling fuch : 

Below their cobled Shooes. They fay chef's | 
Would the Nubility lay afide their ruth, 
And let me vfe my Sword, I'de make a Quarrie 
With thoufands of thefe quarter'd flaues,as high 
As I could picke my Lance. 

Mentn. Nay thefe are almoft thoroughly perfwaded: 
For though abundantly they la eke difcretion 
Yet are they pafsing Cowardly. But I befeech you, 
What fayes the other Troope ? 

Mar. They are diffolu'd : Hang em ; 
They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Prouerbes 
That Hunger-broke ftone wals: that dogges muft eate 
That meate was made for mouths. That the gods fent not 
Corne for the Richmen onely : With thefe flireds 
They vented their Complainings, which being anfwer'd 
And a petition granted them, a ftrange one, 
To breake the heart of generofity, 

And make bold power looke pale, they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the homes a'th Moone, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Mtntn. What is graunted them? 

Mar. Flue Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms 
Of their owne choice. One's Junha Urutut, 
Sicinws Velutut, and I know not. Sdeath, 

The 
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The rabble flioold haue firft vnroo'ft the City 
Ere fo preuayl'd with me ; it will in time 
Win voon power.and throw forth greater 
For Inforrediont arguing: 

Mtntn. This it ftrange. 

Mar. Go get you home you Fragments. 
Enttr a Mefengtr haflily. 

Mtjf. Where's Cairn Mann** 

Mar. Hcere: what's the matter? 

Mi/. The newes is fir, the Volcies are in Armes. 

Mar. 1 am glad on't, then we (hall ha meanes to rent 
Our muilie foperfluity. Sec our belt Elders. 

Enter Sttinim Vtlntut, Anmtu B'WW Cnmiaim, Tim 
Latum, -with other Stnatenrt. 

i.Sm. tMartim 'tis true, that you haue lately told ts, 
The Voices arc in Armes. 

Mar. They haue a Leader, 
Tnllm AujfMtu that will put you too'ti 
1 finne in enuying his Nobility i 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
1 would with me oncly he. 

Cm. You haue fought together f 

Mar. Were halfc to halt'e the world by th'eares, Sc he 
vpon my partie, 1'de reuolt to make 
Onely my warres with him. He is a Lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

i.&ir. Then worthy Martin, 
Attend vpon Cemir.iut to thefe Warres. 

Cm. It is your former promife. 

Mar. Sir it is, 
And I am eonftant : Tttut Lutmt, thou 
Shalt fee mc once more ftrike at Tullus face. 
What art thou ftifTe? Sand'ft out? 

Tit. No Caint Martiui, 
lie leane vpon one Crutch, and right with tocher, 
Ere ftay bchinde this Bufinefle. 

Mem. Oh true-bred. 

Sen. Your Company to'th'Capitoll, where I know 
Our greater! Friends attend vs. 

Tit. Lead you on i Follow Cemmiut, we muft followe 
you, right worthy you Priority. 

Ccm. Noble Martini, 

Sen. Hence to your homes, be 

Mar. Nay let them follow, 
The Voices haue much Corne : take tneie iun wan 
To gnaw their Garners. Worfhipfoll Muriners, 
Your valour puts well forth : Fray follow. 

Qt'tueni Jleali anay. Manet Sirm & Brutus. 

SUiit. Was euer nun fo proud as is this Martiui} 

'Bru. He has no equal!. 

£<•»». When we were c ho fen Tribunes for thc| people. 

'Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes. 

Sit in. Nay, but his taunts. A 

'Bru. Being mou'd,he will not fpare to gird the Gods. 

Sum. Bemocke the modeft Moone. 

Bm. The prefent Warres deuoure him, he is growne 
Too proud to be fo valiant. 

Sum. Such a Nature, tickled with good fucccflc, dif- 
daines the ihadow which he treads on at noone.but 1 do 
wonder, his infolence can brooke to be commanded vn- 
der Cminitu * 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aymes, 
In whom already he's well grae'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain'd then by 

6o. 



vtmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure 
hen cry out of eMartim i Oh, if he 
jrne the bufinefle. 



A place below the firft : for what mifcarries 
Shall be the General* fault, though he performe 
To th'i 
Will then 
Had borne 

Scin. Befides, if things go well, 
Opinion that fo ftickes on Martins, 
Of his demerits rob Cemhmt. 

'Bru. Come i halfe all C minus Honors are to Martmi 
Though Martmi eam'd them not : and all hit faults 
To Martiui {hall be Honors, though 
In ought he merit not. 

Sic'm. Let's hence, and hcare 
How the difpatch is made, and in what 
More then hi» Angularity, 
Vpon this prefent Action. 
'Bru. Let's along. 



Enttr Tultm Auffiamt witb 



tf Corinlta. 



\.Stn. So, your opinion is AufiJiut, 
That they of Rome are entred in 
And know how we : cede, 

Auf. Is it not yours ? 
What euer haue bin thought ooe in this State 
That could be brought to bodily ad, ere Rome 
Had circumuention : 'tis not foure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence, thefe are the words, I thinke 
I; haue the Letter heere : yes,heereit is; 
They haue preft a Power, but it is not lenowne 
Whether for Eaft or Weft i the Dearth is great, 
The people Mutinous : And it is rumour'd, 
Cemmiut, Martiui your old Enemy 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated then of you) 
And Titut Lartiut, a moft valiant Roman, 
Thefe three leade on this Preparation 
Whether 'tis bent i moft likely, 'tis for you i 
Confider of it. 

i.Stn. Our Armie'sin the Field : 
We neuer yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To anfwer vs. 

Auf. Nor did you thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, till when 
They needs muft fttew themfelues, which in the hatching 
It feem'd appcar'd to Rome. By the dilcoucry, 
We flulbe ftiortned in our ayme, which was 
To take in many Townes, ere (almoa)Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 

l.Sin. Noble Aufiidiui, 
Take your Commimon, hye you to your Bands, 
Let vs alone to guard C 1 ' : ■" 
' If they fct downe before's : for the remoue 
j Bring vp your Army : but ( I thinke) you'l finde 
Th'haue not prepar'd for vs. 
> 4 Anf. O doubt not that, 
I fpeake from Certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And onely hitberward. I leaue your Honors. 
If we, and Cains Marina chance to mcete, 
Tis fwornc betweene vs, we Hull 
Till one can do no more. 

All. The Gods aftift you. 

j'i i* t > And Icccpc your \ ion ors 

x.Sen. Farewell. 

I.Stn. Farewell. 

All. Farewell. Exeunt cmnei. 

a a » 
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Enter Vtlumnia and Virgilia, metbtr and wife to 
Tbey Jet tbtm J. vie on two iowe ftoolei and Jove, 



Velum. I pray you daughter fing, or exprelTe your felfe 
in a more comfortable fort : If i 



ly Sonne were my Huf- 
band, 1 fliould freelier reioyee in that abfcnce wherein 
he wonne Honor, then in the embracements of hii Bed, 
where he would (hew moft loue. When yet hee was but 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my wotnb; when 
youth with comelineiTe pluck'd all gaxe hit way ; when 
for a day of King* entreaties, a Mother fliould not fel him 
an houre from her beholding; I confidering how Honour 
would become fuch a perfon, that it was no better then 
Pidure-like to hang by th'wall, if renowne made it not 
ftirre, wa* pleas'd to let him fecke danger, where he wai 
like to finde fame : To a cruell War rc I fent him, from 
whence he return'd, his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter, J fprang not more in ioy at firft hearing 
he was a Man-child, then now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ued himfelfe a man. 

Virg. But had he died in the BufineiTe Madame, how 
then ? 

Vo.'nm. Then his good report would baue beene my 
Sonne, I therein would haue found iflue. Hcarc me pro- 
fefTe fincerely, had 1 a dozen fons each in my loue alike, 
and none lefle deere then thine, and my good Martiut, I 
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for their Coun trey, then 
one voluptuoufly turret out of A&ion. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gtnt. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you. 

Virg. Befcech you giue me leaue to retire my felfc. 

Velum. Indeed you fhall not : 
Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drumme : 
See him plucke 
(As children from 
Me thinkes 1 fee him 

Come on you Cowards, you were got in fcare 
Though you were borne in Rome ; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand, then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a Harueft man, that taak'd to mowe 
Or all, or loofe his hyre. 

Virg. His bloody Brow ?Oh Iupiter, no blood. 
Velum. Away you Foole ; it more becomes a man) 
Then gilt his Trophe. The brefb of Hetuba 
When die did fucklc Htfhr, look'd not louelier 
Then Heffon fbrhead, when it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fword. Continuing, tell Valtria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. Exit Gtnt. 

Vir. Heauens blefie my Lord from fell 
Vol, Hee'l beat Aufidiui head below his 
" hisnecke. 



%Aufft£ui downe by th'haire i 
m a Beare) the Voltes fliunning him : 
: him ftampe thus, and call thus, 



Enter Valeria witban VJbtr, andaGentk 

Val. My Ladies both good day to you.| 

Vol. Sweet Madam. 

Vir. I am glad to fee your Ladyfliip. 

Val. How do you both ? You are manifeft houfe-kee- 
pers. What are you (owing heere? A fine fpotte in good 
faith. How does your little Sonne ? 

Vir. I thanke your Lady-fhip : Well good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the fwords, and hcarc a Drum, 
then looke vpon his Schoolmaster. 

Val. A my word the Fathers Sonne : lie fweare 'tis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth, I look'd vpon him a Wcnf- 
day halfe an houre together t ha's fuch a confirm'd 



tenance. I faw him run after a gilded Butterfly, St when 
he caught it, he let it go againe, and after it againe, and o- 
uer and ouer he comes,and vp againe : catcht it again : or 
whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 'twas, hee did fo fet 
his teeth, and teare it. Oh, 
It. 

Vol. One on's Fathers 
Val. Indeed la, tis a Noble childe. 
Virg . A Cracke Madam. 

Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft haue you 
play the idle Hufwife with me this afternoone. 

Virg. No (good Madam ) 
I will not out of doores. 

Vol. Not out of doores f 

Velum. She fliall, we ihalL 

Virg. Indeed no, by your patience ; lie not ouer the 
th remold, till my Lord returne from the Wanes. 

Val. Fye, you confine your felfe moft vnreafonably : 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies in. 

Virg. I will wifli her fpeedy ftrength, and vifite her 
with my prayers : but I cannot go thither. 



Vlug. Tii 
Vat. You 



labour.nor that I want loue. 



Vtlum. Why I pray you. 

t to lauc " 

would be another tenelef* : yet they fay, all 
the yearne the fpun in Vliffet abfencc, did but fill Atbica 
full of Mothes. Come, 1 would your Cam brick were fen- 
fible as your finger, that you might leaue pricking it for 
pitie. Come you fhall go with vs. 

Vir. No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 
foorth . 

Val. In truth la go with me, and He tell you excellent 
newes of your Husband. 

Virg. Oh good Madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Verily 1 do not ieft with you: there came newes 
from him laft night. 

Vir. Indeed Madam. 

Val. In earneft it's true ; I heard a Senatour fpeake it. 
Thus it is : the Volcies haue an Army forth, againft who 
Ceminiui the General! is gone, with one part of our Ro- 
mane power. Your Lord, and Tttut Lart'mt, are fet down 
before their Citie Carioltt, they nothing doubt preuai- 
ling,and to make it breefe Warres. This is true on mine 
Honor, and fo I pray go with vs. 

Virg, Giue me excufe good Madame, I will obey you 
in euery thing heereafter. 

Vul. Let her alone Ladie,as (he is now s 
She will but difeafe our better mirth. 

Valeria. In troth 1 thinke fhe would : 
Fare you well then. Come good fweet Ladie. 
Prythee Virgilia turne thy folemneffe out a 
And go along with vs. 

Virgil. No 
At a word Madam ; Indeed I muft not, 
I wifh you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewell. Exeunt Ladtet 

Enter eMartim, Tut* Lartim, with Drummt and Ce- 
lourtf with Caftainet and Souldieri , at 
before tbe Oty Ccrialut : to tbtm 




Martini. Yonder < 
A Wager they haue I 

Lar. Mv horfe to yours, no. 
Mar. Tisdone. 
l*rt. Agreed. 



Ma r . 
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eAlar. Say, ha a our Cenerall met the Enemy ? 
&Uff. They lye in riew, but haue not fpoke as yet. 
hart. So, the good Horfe it mine. 
Mart. lie buy him of you. 

Lar t. So, lie nor (el, nor giue him; Lend you him I will 
For halfe a hundred yearet: Summon the Town?. 

Mar. How fine off lie thefe Armies? 

Mtff. Within this mile and balfc. 

Mar. Then (hall we heare their Lirum, It they Our*. 
Now Mara, I prythee make v* quicke in worke, 
That we with fmoaking fwordt may march from hence 
To helpe our fielded Friend.. Come, blow thy 



They Sound a Parity : Enter tm> Stnattrt with etbtri m 
tbt IValltt of Cerialu. 
Tullm Auffidktu, i* he within your Wallet? 

t.Stnat. No, nor a man that fearet you lelTe then he, 
That't lefler then a little ; Drum a farrt off. 

Hearke, our Drummei 

Arc bringing forth our youth : Wee'l breake our Wallet 
Rather then they mail pound *t vp our Gate*, 
Which yet freme (hut, we baue but pin'd with RuiT.cs, 
They'le open of themfelue*. Harke you, farre off 

tAtarum farrt off. 
There is Auffidiout. Lift what worke he I 
Among'ft your clouen Army. 

Mart. Oh they are at it. 

hart. Their noife be our inftniaion. 



Enttr tbt Amy of tbt Veltn. 
eMar. They feare Tt not, but iflue forth their Citie. 
Now put your Shieldt before your heartt,and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shieldt. 
Aduance braue Titus, 

They dodifdaine vt much beyond our Thoughts, 
which make* me fweat with wrath. Come on my fellows 
He that retire*, He take him for a /'».;-<-, 
he (ball feele mine edge. 

Alarum.tbt Remain art beat batb^ to tbtir Trencbts 
Eater Martiut C ur J m i^ 
Mar. All the contagion of the South, light on you, 



You Shame* of Rome : you Heard of Byle* and Plague* 
Plaifter you o' re, that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther then feene, and one infea another 
Againft the Winde a mile : you foulet of Gcefe, 
That be j re the ftiapet of men, how haue you run 
From Slauet, that Ape* would beate ; Pluto and Hell, 
All hurt behinde, backet red, and facet pale 
With flight and agued feare, mend and cha 
Or by the fire* of heauen, lie leaue the Foe, 
And make my Warret on you: Loo ice too't: Come on, 
If you'l ftand faft, wee'l beate them to their Wiue*, 
At they ti to our Trenches folio wet. 

Another Alar urn, and Martiut fJkvtt tbtm to 
gattt,andujbut in. 
So, now the gate* are ope: now proue g 
Tit for the followert Fortune, wident them, 
Not for the flyer* t Marke me.and do the like. 
Enter tbt Gati. 
J.Sol. Foole-hardinelTc, not 1. 
>.&/. NorL 

!.&/. See they haue Ihut him in. •Alarum tontinutt 

All. To th'pot 1 warrant him. Enttr Titus Lartiut 

Tit. What it become of •Jtfartiui ? 

All. Slaine f Sir) doubtleffe. 

I.Sol. Following the Flyer* at the very heelet, 



With them he enter* : who vpon the fodaine 
Clapt to their Gate*, he it himfelfe alone, 
To anfwer all the City. 

Lor. Oh Noble Fellow ! 
Who fc mi bly out-daret hit fenceleffe Sword, 
And when it bowea,ftand*ft vp : Thou art left 
A Carbuncle intire : at big at thou art 
Weare not fo rich a Jewell. Thou wat't a 
Euen to Caluti wifti,not fierce and terrible 
Onely in ftrokes, but with thy grim looket,and 
The Thunder-like percuftiun of thy found* 
Thou mad'ft thine enemie* lhake.a* if the World 
Were Feauorou*, and did tremble. 



Enter Martiut bleeding.affanlttd by tbt 
X.Sol. Looke Sir. 
Lar. O 'tit Martiut. 
Let't fetch him off,or make remaine alike. 

Tbty figbt, and all tuttr tbt Cty. 
Enttr ttrtaiut Romanes with ff>oiltt. 
i.Rem. Tbit will I carry to Rome. 
a. Rem. And I this. 

yRam.A Murrain on't, I tooke thi* for Siluer. exeunt. 

Alarum tontinutt Bill a-farrt off. 
Enter Martiut , and Titut soitba Trumpet. 

Mar.Stc hcere thefe moueri, that do prite their hour* 
At a crack'd Drac h me « Cuftiion*, Leaden Spoone*, 
Iront of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would 
Bury with thole that wore them. Thefe bafe ilauet, 
Ere yet the fight be done.packe vp,downe with them. 
And harke, what noyfe the Generall make*: To him 
There it the man of my foule* hate, Auffidiout, 
Piercing our Romanet : Then Valiant Titut take 
Conuenient Number* to make good the City, 
Whim 1 with thofe that haue the fpirit, wil hafte 
To helpe Ceminiut. 

Lar. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft, 
Thy eiercife hath bin too violent, 
For a fecond courfe of Fight. 

Mar. Sir,pnife me not: 
My worke hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well : 
The blood I drop, it rather Phyficall 
Then dangerou* to me : To Auffidiout thu*, I will appear 

Lar. Now the faire Goddelfe Fortune, (and fight. 
Fall deepe in loue with thee,and her great charmet 
Mifguide thy Oppofen fwordt, Bold Gentleman i 
Prosperity be thy Page. 

Mar. Thy Friend no leffe, 
Then thofe (he placeth hightft : So farewell. 

Lar. Thou worthieft Martiut, 
1 Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place , 
' Call thither all the Officer* a'th'Towne, 
I Where they flull know our minde. Away. Extunt 
Enter Ceminiut at it wert in rttirt,tritb Jo/ditrt. 

Com. Breath you my friends, we I fought, we are come 
Like Romans, neither foolilh in our ftand*, (oft', 
Nor Cowardly in retyre : Beleeue me Sir*, 
We ftull be charg'd againe. While* we haue ftrooke 
By Interims and conueying gufts,we haue heard 
The Charge* of our Friends. The Roman Gods, 
Leade their fucccflVt.ai we wilh our owne, 
That both our powers, with fmiling Front* encountring. 
May giue you thankful! Sacrifice. Thy Newet ? 

Enttr a MfJJingtr. 

Mrff. The Cittiicns of Centlet haue yflued, 
And giuen to Lartiut and to Martiut Battaile : 

a a i I faw 
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I faw our party to their Trenche* driuen, 
And then I came away. 

Cam. Though thou fpeakeft truth. 
Me thinke* thou fpeak'ft not well. How long i»'t finer ? 

Mtj. Aboue an houre, my Lord. 

Com.'T'n not a mile: briefly we heard their drummei. 
How could'ft thou in a mile confound an houre, 
And bring thy Newea fo late t 

MeJ. Spies of the Valttt 
Held me in chace, that I was fore'd to wboele 
Three or foure miles about, elfe had I fir 
Halfe an houre fince brought my report. 

Enter efttartitu. 

Cam. Whofe yonder, 
That doe's appeare a* he were Plead ?0 Ctxh, 
He haa the itampe of Mart iw.and I haue 
Before time feene him thu«. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

C w.The Shepherd knowes not Thunder fro a Taber, 
More then I know the found of Manim Tongue 
From euery mesner man. 

Martau. Come I too late ? 

Cam. I, if you come not in the blood of othen, 
But mantled in your owne. 

Mart. Ohl let me clip ye 
In Armes ai found, as when I woo'd in heart; 
As merry, as when our Nuptiall day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 

On.Flowcr of Warrior*, how is't with Turn Lanital 

Mar. As with a man bufied about Decreet : 
Condemning fome to death, and fame to exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pittying, threatning th'uther; 
Holding CerkJet in the name of Rome, 
Euen like a fawning Grey-hound in the Lcafti, 
To let him (lip at will. 

Com. Where is that Slaue 
Which told me they had beate you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 
He did infbrme the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common filc,(a plague-Tribunes for them) 
The Moufc ne're fliunn'd the Cat^* they did bodge 
From Rafcals worfe then they. 

Com, But how preuail'd you? 

Mar. Will the time feruc to tell, I do not thinJce : 
Where is the enemy? Are you Lords a'th Field ? 
If not, why ceafe you till you are fo ? 

Cam. eMartiiet, we haue at difaduentage fought, 
And did retyre to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their Battell?ICnow you on w fide 
They liaue plac'd their men of truft? 

Com. As I guefle Marthtt, 
Their Bands i'th Vaward are the Antienti 
Of their beft truft i O're them Auftdhut, 
Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar. I do befeech you, 
By all the Battailes wherein we haue fought, 
By th'Blood we haue died together, 
By th'Vowe* we haue made 
To endure Friends, that you direftly fet me 
Againft Affidhut, and his Antiatt, 
And that you not delay the prefent (but 
Filling the aire with Swords aduanc'd)and Darts, 
We proue this very houre. 

am. Though I could with, 



You were conduced to a gentle Bath, 
And Balmes aoplyed to you, yet dare I ncoer 
Deny your asking, take your choice of thole 
That beft can ayde your action. 

Mar. Thofe are they 
That mart are willing; if any fuch be heere, 
(As it were finne to doubt^that loue this painting 
Wherein you fee me fmear'd, if any teare 
LelTen his perfon, then an ill report s 
If any thinke, braue death out-weighea bad life, 
And that hit Countries deerer then himfelfe, 
Let -him alone : Or fo many fo minded, 
Waue thus to expreflc his difpofition, 
And follow Martha. 

Tbey all Jh-ut and wau* their finrjt , t a(t bim vf in tbeir 
Armes ,and cafi vf> tbeir Caft, 
Oh me alone, make you a fword of me t 
If thefe fltewes be not outward, which of you 
But is foure Vtlcet} None of you, but is 
Able to beare againrt the great Auffidittu 
A Shield, as hard as his . A certainc number 
(Though rhanlces to all) muft I feleft from all t 
The red mall bore the bufinefle in fome other fight 
(As caufe will be obey'd:) pleafe you to March, 
And foure (hall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are bed inclin'd. 

Qom. March on my Fellowes t 
Make good this olbsntation, and you (hall 
Diuide in all, with vs. Exeunt 

71 tut Lartiui, having fet a guard *<pan Cir'nlet, gting with 
Drum and Trumpet tvmard Comin'm,and Caiut Mar- 
tiui, Bntert with a Lieutenant, etber Seuldicurt, and a 

Seeut. 

Lar. So, let the Ports be guarded ; keepe your Duties 
As I haue fet them downe. If I do fend, difpatch 
Thofe Centuries to our ayd, the reft will feme 
For a Ihort holding, if we loofe the Field, 
We cannot keepe the Towne. 

Lieu. Feare not our care Sir. 

Lan. Hence;and (hut your gates vpon'tt 
Our Guider come, to th'Roman Campe condocl vs. Erit 

Alarum, at in Betttedit. 

Enter Msrthxt and Auffidiut at Jeueral dtofet. 

Mar. He fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worfe then a Promife-bresker. 

Aaffid. We hate alike : 
Not Aftricke owne* a Serpent I abhorre 
More then thy Fame and hnuy: Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the firft Budger dye the others Slaue, 
And the Gods doome him after. 

Auf. If I flye tMartiut, hollow me like a Hare. 

Mar. Within thefe three houres Tullut 
Alone I fought in your CcrkJet walles, 
And made what worke I pleas'd: Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Reuenge 
Wrench vp thy power to th'higheft. 

Auf. Wer't thou the HeBtr, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou (hould'ft not fcape me heere. 

Heere tbey fight , and tertaine Valtet time t* the ayde 
tf Auffi. Marthtt figbtt til they be driuen in breatblet. 
Officious and not valiant, you haue (ham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds. 

Fhwijb. 

. — 
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Flourijb. Alarum. iA Retreat ii founded. Enter at 
«« '-Dsere Cmiahu, with tbt Romanes : At 
another Door* tMartitu, with bit 
Atwu in a Scarfe. 

Com. U I mould tell thee o're tbit thy dayea Worke, 
Tbou't not belceue thy deeds ! but lie report it, 
Where Senators Hull mingle tearea wi|h fmiles, 
Where great Patricians (ball attend, and (hrug, 
I'th'end admire : where Ladies (hall be frighted, 
And gladly quak'd, heare more : where the dull Tribunes, 
That with the fuftie Hlebcans,hate thine Honors, 
Shall fay again ft their hearts, We thanke the Gods 
Our Rome hath fuch a Souldier. 
Yet cam 'ft thou to a Morlell of this Feaft, 
Hauing folly din'd before. 



Titut with bit Power , from the Purjuit. 

Turn Lartiut. Oh Gene rail : 
Here is the Steed, wee the Caparifon : 

Martin*. Pray now, no more : 
My Mother, who ha'i a Charter to enroll her Blood, 
When (he do's prayfc me, grieues me s 
I haue done as you htue done, that's what I can, 
Induc'd as you haue hetne, that's for my Countrey : 
He that ha's but effected his good will, 
Hath ouerta'ne mine Aft. 

C-.m. You dull not be the Graue of your deferuing, 
Rome muft know the value of her owne : 
'Twere a Concealement worfe then a Theft, 
No lefle then a Traducement, 
To hide your doings.and to filence that, 
Which to the fpire,and top of prayfes vouch'd, 
Would feeme but modeft t therefore I befeech you, 
In figne of what you are, not to reward 

haue done, before our Armie heare me. 
I haue fome Wounds vpon me,a 
To heare themfelues remembred. 

Cms. Should they not : 
Well might they feftcr 'gainft Ingratitude, 
And tent themfelues with death : of ad the Horfes, 
Whereof we haue ta'ne good, and good ftore of all, 
The Treafure in this field atchieoed,and Otie, 
We render you the Tenth, to be ta'ne forth, 
Before the common distribution, 
At your onely choyfe. 

eHfarthtt. I thanke you General] i 
But cannot make my heart content to take 
A Bribe, to pay my Sword : I doe refufe it, 
And ftand vpon my common part with thofe, 
That haoe beheld the doing. 



A /oufr Jlourijb. Tbty all cry , Martini , 
tttfi vf their Cajj^and Launcts t C 



Mar.May thefe fame Internments, which you prophane, 
Neuer found mores when Drums and Trumpets wall 
Ft h' field proue flatterers, let Court* and Cities be 
Made all of falfe-fac'd (oothing t 
When Steele growes foft.as the Parafifes Silke, 
Let him be made an Ouerture for th'Warres : 
No more I fay, for that I haue not watVd 



you, 



My Nofe that bled, or foyl'd fome debile Wretch, 
Which without note, here's many elfe haue done, 
You (hoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolical!, 
As if 1 lou'd my little ftiould be dieted 
In prayfrs, fawc'ft with Lyes. 

Com. Too modeft are you s 
More crucll to your good txport,then grateful! 
To vs,that giue you truly : by your patience, 
If 'gainft your felfe you be incens'd, wee'le pot yon 
(Like one thatmeanes hi* proper harme) in Manacles, 
Then reafon fafely with you t Therefore be it knowne, 
As to vs,to all the World, That Cains Martha 
Weares this Warres Garland : in token of the which, 
My Noble Steed, knowne to the Campe,! giue him, 
With all his trim belonging ; and from this time, 
For what he did before Corioiei, call him, 
With all th'applaufe and Clamor of the Hoaft, 
r.lfarcu* Cat us QorkJanut. Bcare th'addition Nobly euer? 
Flcurifr. Trumpets found, and Drums. 

Omna. Marcus Cams C-rialanut. 

Martin*. I will goe warn : 
And when my Face is faire, you (hall perceiue 
Whether I blufh.or no : howbeit,! thanke ] 
I meane to ftride your Steed, and at all I 
To vnder-creft your good Addition, 
To th'fairentfle of my power. 

Com. So,to our Tent : 
Where ere we doc repofe vs, we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefTe : you Tttnt Lartiut 
Mud to Corioles backe, fend vs to Rome 
The beft, with whom we may artkulatej 
For their owne good, and ours. 

Lariirn. I (ball, my Lord. 

Martim. The Gods begin to mocke me : 
I that now rcfus'd moft Princely gifts, 
Am bound to begge of my Lord Gcnerall. 

Cam. Tak't,'tis yours t what ia't ? 

Martin*. I foroetime lay here in Coritla, 
At a poore mans houfe: he vs'd me kindly, 
He cry'd to me : 1 faw him Prifoner s 
But then AujjUiut was within my view, 
And Wrath o're-whelm'd my pittie 1 1 requeft you 
To giue my poore Holt freedome. 

Com. Oh well begg'd t 
Were he the Butcher of my Sonne, he mould 
Be free, as is the Winde : deliuer him,7tf<u. 

Lartin*. Martiut,\\\% Name. 

Martiu*. By Iupirtr forgot : 
I am wearie, yea, my memorie is tyr'd t 
Haue we no Wine here f 

Com. Goe we to our Tent i 
The bloud vpon your Vifage drye*,'tU I 
It mould be lookt toox 



Afiourifb. CormHt. Enter Tu/lsst Aujfidhs* 
Moudie,9ttb two or three Smtidsort. 

Autfi. The Towne is ta'ne. 

Stufd. Twill be deliuer'd backe on good Condition. 

Aujjtd. Condition ? 
I would I were a Roman, for I cannot, 
Being a Utkt, be that I am. Condition ? 
What good Condition can a Treatie finde 
I'th'part that is at mercy t fiue times, Martha, 
I haue fought with thee } Co often haft thou beat me: 
And would* doe fo,I thinke, would we encounter 

As 
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As often as we eate. By th'Elements, 
If ere againe 1 meet him beard to beard, 
He'* mine, or I am hi* : Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honor in't it had : For where 
] thought to crufh him in an equal! Force, 
True Sword to Sword : He potche at him fome way, 
Or Wrath, or Craft may get him. 
&/. He's the diuell. 

Auf. Bolder, though not fo fubtletmy valors poifon'd, 
With onely fufPring ftainc by him : for him 
Shall flye out of it (elrr, nor fleepe, nor J .Mutuary, 
Being naked, ficke; nor Phane.nor Capitoll, 
The Prayer* of Priefts, nor times of Sacrifice: 
Embarqucments all of Fury, mail lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledge, and Cuftome 'gainft 
My hate to Marti*. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, euen there 
Againft the hofpitable Canon, would 1 
Willi my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th'Citie, 
Learne how 'tis held, and what they are that muft 
Be Hoftagcs for Rome. 

&»/. Will not you go ? 

Anf. I am attended at the Cyprus groue. I pray you 
fTis South the City Mils) bring me word tbither 
How the world goes : that to the pace of it 
I may fpurre on my iourney. 

&*/. I flull fir. 


Giue your difpofitions the reines, and bee angry at your 
plea Turn (at the (eaft)if you take it at a pleafure to you, in 
being fo : you blame Martini for being proud. 
'Brut. We do it not alone, fir. 

Mtn, I know you can doe very little alone, for your 
helpes arc many, or elfe your action* would growe won- 
drous fingle : your abilities are to Infant-like, for dooing 
much alone. You talke of Pride: Ob, that you could turn 
your eyes toward the Napes of your neckes, and make 
but an Interiour furuey of your good fcluea. Oh that you 
could. 

'Both. What then fir ? 

AH™. Why then you mould difcouer a brace of vn- 
meriting, proud, violent, teftie Magiftratei (alias Fooles) 
as any in Rome. 

&cin. Menenini, you are knowne well enough too. 

Mtn, 1 am knowne to be a humorous tatritian , and 
one that loue* a cup of hot Wine, with not a drop of alay- 
ing Tiber in't : Said, to be fomething imperfect in fauou- 
ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder-like vppon, to 
triuiall motion : One, that conucrfct more with the But- 
tocke of the night, then with the furhead of the morning. 
What 1 think, I vtter,and fpend my malice in my breath. 
Meeting two fuch Wealet men as you are (I cannot call 
you Litnrrnffet,) if the drinke you giue me, touch my Pa- 
lat aduerfly, I make a crooked free at it, 1 can fay, your 
Worfhippe* baue deliuer'd the matter well, when I finde 
the Afle in compound, with the Maior part of your fylla- 
bles. And though 1 muft be content to beare with thole, 
that fay you are reuerend graue men, yet they lye deadly, 
that tell you haue good face*, if you fee this in the Map 
of my Microcofme, fbllowes it that I am knowne well e- 
nough too? What harme tan your beefome Confpectui- 
ties gleane out of tbia Charracter, if i be knowne well e- 
nough too. 

'Bm. Come fir come, we know you well enough. 

Mtntu, You know neither mee, your felttet, nor any 
thing : you are ambitious, for poore knauct cappes and 
legges : you weare out a good wholefome Forenoone,in 
bearing a caufe betweene an Orendge wife, and a Forfet- 
feller, and then reiourne the Controuerfie of three-pence 
to a fecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a 
matter betweene party and part)', if you chauncc to bee 
pinch'd with the Collicke, you make face* like Mum- 
mer*, fet vp the bloodie Flagge againft all Patience, and 
in roaring for a Chamber-pot, dilmifle the Controuerfie 
bleeding, the more intangled by your bearing : All the 
peace you make in their Caufe, is calling both the parties 
Knaue*. You are a payre of ftrange one*. 

*Brn. Come, come, you are well vnderftood to bee a 
perfefler gyber for the Table, then a neceflary Bencber in 
the Capitoll. 

Men. Our very Prieff* muft become Mockers, if they 
fhall encounter fuch ridiculous Subiects as you are, when 
you fpeake be ft vnto the purpofe. It is not woorth the 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferue not fo 
honourable a graue.as to ftuffe a Botchers Cufhion, or to 
be intomb'd in an Afle* Packe-faddle ; yet you muft bee 
faying, Martini is proud : who in a cheape eftimation, it 
worth all your prejeccflors, fince Dnxa/if, though per- 
aduenture fome of the beft of 'cm were hereditarie hang- 
men. Godden to your Worfhipt, more of your conuer- 
fation would infect mv Braine, being the Hcardfmen of 
the Beiftly Plebean*. I will be bold to take my leaue of 
you. 

•Br., and Scit. Ufidt. 

Enter | 


A6lus Secundus. 


Enter Mtnenhu witb tbt fwe Tribuntt «/ tbt 
^tojflt Sic t^f to s qj** ^Jirjffjtt 

Men. The Agurer lets me, wee mall baue Newes to 
night. 

«Brir. Good or bad ? 

Mai. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not Martini. 

Skin. Nature teaches Beads to know their Friends. 
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue I 
Sinn. The Lambe. 

Men. I, to deuour him, as the hungry Plebeian* would 
the Noble Martha . 

'Bru. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 

Men. Hcc's a Beare indeede, that Hues like a Lambe. 
You two are old men, tell me one thing that I f.ull aske 
you. 

Bub. Well fir. 

Men. In what enormity is Martha poo re in, that you 
two haue not in abundance f 

'Brn. He's poore in no one fault, but ftor'd wilhall. 

Siein. Efpecially in Pride. 

Brn. And topping all others in boafting. 

e3fr». This is ftrange now : Do you two know-how 
you are cenfured heere in the City, I mean of r» a'th'right 
hand File, do you? 

c Botb. Why? ho ware we cenfur'd? 

Men. Becaufe you talke of Pride now , will you not 
be angry. 

*B*tb. Weill well fir, well. 

Mtn. Why 'tis no great matter :for a wry little theefe 
of Occafion, will rob you of a great deale of Patience : 
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,and the 

« you follow 



appro- 



How now (my as faire at Noble) Lady c*,; 

were £bee Earthly, no Nobler} whither 

your Eye» fo faft ? 

Velum, Honorable Mtntniut, my Boy 

ches : for the loue of /irwe let'* goe. 

Mtntn. Ha > Marttut comming home > 

Velum. I, worthy Mtntniut, ind with moft profperou* 

approbation. 

Mtntn. Take my Cappe 7*^/«r,and I thanke thee: 
hoo, Martini comming home? 
i.Laditt. Nay, 'tis true. 

Vilum. Looke, here's a Letter from him, the State hath 
another, hit Wife another, and (I thinkej there'i one at 
home for you. 

Mtntn. I wilt make my rery houfe reele to night : 
A Utter for me ? 

Virgil. Yei certaine, there'i a Letter for you, I faw't. 

Mtntn. A Letter for me? it giues me an Eftate of fe- 
uen ycere* health ; in which time, 1 will make a Lippe at 
the PhyficiantThe moft foueraigne Prefcription in Galtn, 
is but Emperickqutique ; and to this Preleruatiue, of no 
better report then a Horfe-drench. I* he not wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded ? 

Virgil. Oh no, no, no. 

Velum. Oh, he if wounded, I thanke the Gods for't. 
Mtntn. So doc I too, if it be not too much t brings a 
Vi&uric in hit Pocket?the wounds become him. 

Velum. Oil's Browet : Mtntniut, hec comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Mtntn. Ha't he difciplin'd jhffiJita foundry? 
Velum. Turn Larthu write*, they fought together, but 



And'twas time for him too, He warrant him 
that I and he had ftay'd by him. I would not haue been fo 
fiddtous'd, for all the Chefts in Carioles, and the Gold 
that's in them. Is the Senate poffeft of this f 

Velum. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha's Letters from the General), wherein hee giue* 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre : he hath in this 
action out-done his former deeds doubly. 

Valtr. In troth, there's wondrous thing* fpoke of him. 
Mtntn. Wondrou*: 1,1 warrant you, and not with- 
out hi* true purchafing. 



True?i 



Vir t >l. The God* 
pow 

True ? lie be fworne they are true ! where is 



faue your good Worfhip*!' e^fartmi 
is comming home : hee ha'* 



caute to be prowd t 
where is he wounded ? 

Velum. 1th' Shoulder, and ith'left Arme : there will be 
large Cicatrices to Ihew the People, when hee (hall ftand 
for his place: he receiued in the repulfe of Tarnuin feuen 
hurts ith'Body. 

Mint. One ith'Neck, and two ith'Thigh, there's nine 
that I know. 

Velum. Hee had, before this laft Expedition, twentie 
fiue Wounds vpon him. 

Mint. Now it's twentie feuen ; euery gafh was an 
Graue. Hearke,thc Trumpets. 



Velum. Tbefe are the Vfhers of cMartim i 
Before him, hee csrryes Noyfe ; 
And behinde him, hee leaues Teares : 



Death, that darke Spirit, in's neruie Arme doth lye, 
Which being aduaoe'd, declines, and then men dye. 



mA Stnntt. Trumfttt ftund. 

Enttr Ceminim tlx Gtntrall,and Titut Latiuts I*, 
twttnt t htm Orielanut.crevn'd with an Oaktn 
Garland, with Caftiaintt and Seul- 
ditrt, and a Htrauld. 
Htrauld. Know Rome, that all alone Martiut did fight 
Within (.'orioles Gates : where he hath wonne, 
With Fame,a Name to tftfarthu Caitu : 
Thefe in honor followes tMartau Cairn Cerielantu. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Cer'nlamu. 

Sound. Fleurip. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Orieiarut. 
Oriel. No more of this, it does offend my heart: pray 



Com. Looke, Sir, your Mother. 
Carkl. Oh I you haue, I know.petidon'd all the Cods 
for my profperitie. Knttltt. 

Velum. Nay, my good Souldier.vp: 
My gentle e^fartht, worthy Cairn, 
And by deed-atchieuing Honor newly nam'd, 
What it it 'Ortelanut) muft I call thee ? 
But oh, thy Wife. 

Qcno. My gracious filence, hayle : 
Would'ft thou haue laugh'd, had I come Coffin'd home, 
That weep'ft to fee me triumph ? Ah my deare, 
Such eye* the Widowe* in Carioles were, 
And Mothers that lacke Sonne*. 

Mint. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 
Com. And liue you yet? Oh my fweet Lady, pardon. 
Velum. I know not where to i 
Oh welcome hometand welcome 
And y'are welcome all. 

Mint. A hundred thoufand Welcomes : 
I could wecpe.and I could laugh, 
I am light, and heauie ; welcome : 
A Curfe begin at very root on's [ 
That is not glad to fee thee. 
Yon are three, that Rome mould dote on : 
Yet by the faith of men, we haue 
Some old Crab-tree* here at home. 
That will not be grafted to your Rallifh. 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
Wee call a Nettle, but a Nettle } 
And the fault* of fooles.but folly. 
am. Euer right. 
Or. Mtntniut, euer, euer. 
Htrauld. Giue way there, and goe on. 
Qer. Your Hand, and yours? 
Ere in our owne houfe 1 doe made my 
The good Patricians muft be vifited, 
From whom 1 haue receiu'd not onely 
But with them, change of Honors. 

Velum. I haue liued, 
To fee inherited my very Wilkes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancie : 
Onely there's one thing wanting, 
Which (1 doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caft vpon thee. 

Qer. Know, good Mother, 
I had rather be their feruant in my way, 
Then fway with them in theirs. 

am. On, to the Capital!. FUuriJb. 

in Stall, at bt/ert. 

Enttr 
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Bnter Brutm and Scuinua. 

Bru. All Ungues fpcake of him, and the bleared fight* 
Are fpedlacled to fee him. Your pratling Nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby crie, 
While we chat, him : the Kitchin Malkjn prone* 
Her richeft Lockrarn "bout her reechie nccke, 
Clambririg the Walla to eye him: 
Stall*, BuIkes,Windowe.,are fmother'd vp, 
Leade* fill'd, and Ridges hors'd 
With variable Complexions; all agreeing 
In carneflnefTe to fee him: feld-ihowne r-lamin* 
Doe pretTc among the popular Throngs, and puffe 
To winne a vulgar ft ition : our veyl'd Dame* 
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 
In their nicely gawded Cheekrs,toth* wanton fpoyle 
Of Pbacbm burning Kifles i loch a poother, 
A* if that whatfoeuer God, who leade* him, 
Were flyly crept into his humane powers, 
And gaue him gracefull pofturc. 

Scitin. On the fuddaine, I warrant him Confull. 
Brutut. Then our Office may, during his power, goe 



Scicin. He cannot temp'rately tranfport hi* Honors, 
From where he fl-w.ld begin, and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath wonne. 

'Brutus. In that there'* comfort. 
Scici. Doubt not, 
The Commoner*, for whom we ftjnd, but they 
Vpon their ancient mallice, will forget 
With the leaft.caufe,thefe hi* new Honors, 
Which that he will giue them, make 1 a* little* queftion, 
As he is prowd to doo't. 

'Brutm. 1 heard him fweare, 
Were he to Hand for Confull, neuer would he 
Appeare i'th'Markct place, nor on him put 
The Naples Vefture of Humilitie, 
Nor ihewing(as the manner is)his Wounds 
Toth' People, begge their ftinking Breaths. 
Scicin. Tis right. 
'Bruttu. It was his word : 
Oh he would miiTc it, rather then carry it, 
But by the fuite of the Gentry to him, 
And the delire of the Nobles. 

Scicin. I with no better, then haue him hold that pur- 
pofe,and to put it in execution. 
<Brutui. Tis moft like he will. 

Scicin. It wall be to him then, as our good will*; a 
fure deftru&ion. 

'Brutut. So it muft fall out 
To him, or our Authorities, for an end. 
We muft fuggeft the People.in 
He ftill hath held them: that to'. 
Haue made them Mules, lileoc'd 
And difpropertied their Frccdome.; 
In humane Action, and Capacitie, 
Of no more Soule,nor fitnefle for the World, 
Then Cammel. in thrir Warre, who haue their Projand 
Onely for bearing Burthens, and lore bio we* 
For finking vndcr them. 

Scicin. Thi*(as you fay) fuggefted, 
At fome time, when his foaring Infulence 
Shall teach the People, which time wall i 
If he be put vpon't.and that's as eafie, 
A* to fct Dogges on Shecpe, will be hi. fire 



he Would 



To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blaae 
• .for, 



Brutm. What's the matter ? 

Miff. You are Cent for to the Capitoll : 
Tis thought, that eMarttm mall be Confull : 
I haue feene the dumbe men throng to fee him, 
And the blind to heare him fpeakiMatron* Hon 
Ladies and Maids their Scarftet,and Handkcrchcn, 
Vpon him as he pafs'd : the Noble, bended 
As to huts Statue, and the Common, made 
A Shower,and Thunder, with their Cap*, and Showts: 
I neuer law the like. 

'Brutut. Let', to the Capitoll, 
And carry with vs Eares and Eye* forth' time, 
But Heart* for the cuent. 

Scicin. Haue with you. 



two Officer i, to lay Cn&iont ,at it »tre, 
in the Ce/fitoJt. 



1. Off. Come. come, they are almoft here : how 
ftand for Confuli1iip« ? 

*. Off. Three, they fay : but *ti» 
Corio/anut will carry it. 

I . Of. That'* a braue feUow : but hec'i 
prowd, and loue. not the common people. 

i.Off. 'Faith, there hath beene many great men that 
babe flatter 'd the people, who ne're loued them; and there 
be many that they haue loued, they know not wherefore : 
To that if they loue they know not why, they hate vpon 
no better a ground. Therefore, for driilanut neyther to 
care whether they loue, or hate him, manifest, the true 
knowledge he ha', in thcit difpofition, and out of hi* No- 
ble carelefnefle let* them plainely fce't. 

arc whether he had their loue, 



I.Ojy-. If he did not care 
no, hte waued indifferently/twizt doing them neyther 
good, nor harme i but hee feekes their hate with greater 
deuotion,tben they can render it him; and leaue* nothing 
vndonc, that may fully difcouer him their oppofite. Now 
to feeme to affedt the mallice and difpleafure of the Peo- 
ple, it as bad, a. that which he dillskcs, to flatter them for 
their loue. 

2. Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of his Countrry, 
and his alTcnt is not by fuch eafie degrees a. thofe, who 
hauing beene l apple and courteous to the People, Bon- 
aetted, without any further deed, to haue them at all into 
their eftimation, and report : but hee hath fo planted hit 
Honors in their Eye*, and hi. actions in their Hearts, that 
for their Tongue* to be filent.and not confefle fo much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie : to report otherwife, 
were a Mallice, that giuing it fclre the Lye, 
rcproofe and rebuke from eucry Eare that heard it. 

i. Off. No more of him, hee't a worthy man : 
way, they are comming. 

A Sennet. Enter tbt Patrieutnt, and the Tritaues of 
the People, Liffori before tbem: Gorielanut, Mtnt* 
nnu, Cominhu tbt Qmful: Sciciniui and Brutut 
tal^e tbeir fiacti by tbtvtjeluet : Corio- 
lanm ftandt. 
Menen. Hauing dcterrnin'd of the Voices, 
And to fend for Turn Lart'mt it rcrminc, 
As the maine Point of thi* our after-meeting, 

To 
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To gratific hit Noble feruice,that hath 

Thut ftood for hit Countrey. Therefore pleafe you, 

Moft reuerend and graue Elders, to defire 

Theprefent Confull, and laft Generall, 

In our well-found SuccefiVs, to report 

A little of that worthy Worke, perform 'd 

By cMarlhu Cam Cerhlanui : whom 

We met here, both to thanke,and to remember, 

With Honors like himfelfe. 

l.Stn. Speake, good Ceminim : 
Leaue nothing out for length, and make vs thinke 
Rather our ftatet defc&iue for requital), 
Then we to ftretch it out. Mafters a'th People, 
We doe re que ft your kindeft earet: and after 
Your louing motion toward the common Body, 
To yeeld what partes here. 

Scitin. We are conuented vpon a plcafing Trcatie,and 
haue heartt inclinable to honor and aduance the Theame 
of our Artembly. 

Brum. Which the rather wee Dull be bleft to doe, if 
he remember a kinder value of the People, then he hath 
hereto priz'd them at. 

Mtntn. That's off, t hat's off : I would you rather had 
been filent : Pleafe you to heare Ceminim fpeake '- 

'Brutus. Moft willingly : but yet my Caution wat 
more pertinent then the rebuke you giue it. 

Mtntn. He louet your People, but tye him not to be 
their Bed-fellow : Worthie Ceminim fpeake. 

Ceritlanm rijtt,and offtri te got away. 
Nay, keepe your place. 

Senal. Sit Ctr'tolantu : neucr flume to heare 
What you haue Nobly done. 

Qtriel. Your Honort pardon : 
I had rather haue my Woundt to heale againe, 
Then beare fay how I got them. 

f Brutm. Sir, I hope my wordt dit-bench'd you not } 

Qerkl. No Sir : yet oft, 
When blowet haue made me ftay,I fled from wordt. 
You footh'd not, therefore hurt not : but your People, 
I loue them as they weigh — 

Mtntn. Pray now fit downe. 

Ccrio.l had rather haue one (cratch my Head i'tb'Sun, 
When the Alarum were ftnicke,then idly fit 
To beare my Nothings monfter'd. Exit Corhlanm 

Mtntn. Maftert of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawne, how can he flatter? 
That'tthouland to one good one, when you now fee 
He had rather venture all hit Limbes for Honor, 
Then on onet Earet to heare it. Proceed Ceminim. 

Com. I /hall lacke voyce : the deedt of CerieUnm 
Should not be vtter'd feebly : it it held, 
That Valour it the chiefeft Vertue, 
And moft dignifiet the hauer : if it be, 
The man 1 fpeake of, cannot in the World 
Be fingly counter-poyt'd. At futeene yeeret, 
When 'Tarauln made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the marke of others : our then Dictator, 
Whom with all prayfe J point at, faw him fight, 
When with hit Amazonian Shinne hedroue 
The brizled Lippet before him : he beftrid 
An o're-preft Roman, and i'th'Confult view 
Slew three Oppofert : Tarauim felfe he met, 
And ftrucke him on his Knee : in that dayes feates, 
When he might *& the Woman in the Scene, 
He prou'd be ft man i'th' field, and for hit meed 
Wat Brow-bound with the Oake. Hit Pupill age 

_ 



Man-entred thus, he waxed like a Sea, 
And in the brunt of feuenteene Battailes fince, 
He lurcht all Swordt of the Garland: for this laft, 
Before,and in Coriolet, let me fay 
I cannot fpeake him home : he ftopt the flyert, 
And by hit rare eaample made the Coward 
Turne terror into fport ! at Weeds before 
A VefTell vnder fayle,fo men obey'd, 
And foil below hit Stem : hit Sword, Deaths rtampe, 
Where it did marke, it tooke from face to foot ; 
He was a thing of Blood, whofe euery motion 
Wat tim'd with dying Cryet : alone he cntred 
The mortall Gate of th'Citie, which he painted 
With fhunlefle deftinie : aydelefle came off, 
And with a fudden re-inforcement ftrucke 
Carioles like a Planet : now all's hit, 
When by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 
Hit readie fence : then ftraight hit doubled fpirit 
Requickned what in fiefh wat fatigate, 
And to the Battailecame he, where he did 
Runne reeking o're the liuesof men, at if 'twere 
A perpetuall fpoyle : and till we call'd 
Both Field and Citie ours, he neuer ftood 
To eafe hit Breft with panting. 
Mtntn. Worthy man. 

Stmt. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honort 
which we deuife him. 

Com. Our fpoylet he kickt at, 
And look'd vpon t hi ngt precious, as they were 
The common Muck of the World : he courts lefle 
Then Miferie it felfe would giue,rcwardt hit deedt 
With doing them, and it content 
To fpend the time,to end it. 

Mtntn. Hee't right Noble, let him be call'd for. 

Stnat. Call Qfioi""-*- 

Off. He doth appeare. 

Enttr Cormlanul. 

Mtntn. The Senate, Corhlamu, are well plrai'd to make 
thee Confull. 

Cerh. I doe owe them ftill my Life, and Seruicet. 

Mtntn. It then reroainet, that you doe fpeake to the 
People. 

Cork. I doe befeech you, 
Let me o're-leape that cuftome : for I cannot 
Put on the Gowne,ftand naked, and entreat them 
For my Wounds fake, to giue their fufterage : 
Pleafe you that I may palTe this doing. 

Seicin. Sir, the People muft haue their Voycet, 
Neyther will they bate one iot of Ceremonie. 

Mtntn. Put them not too't : 
Pray you goc fit you to the Cuftome, 
And take to you.at your Predeceflbrs haue, 
Your Honor with your forme. 

Corie. It is a part that I (hall blufli in ailing, 
And might well be taken from the People. 

Brutm. Marke you that. 

Corie. To brag vnto them, thus I did, and thus 
Shew them th'vnaking Skarres, which I fltould hide, 
As if I had receiu'd them for the hyrc 
Of their breath onely. 

Mtntn. Doe not fland vpon't : 
We recommend to you Tribunet of the People 
Our purpofe to them, and to our Noble Confull 
Wifh we all Ioy.and Honor. 

Stnat. To 
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Senat. To Gritlamu come all ioy and Honor. 
Flourijb Cernttl. 
then Exeunt. •_ ffanet Seiniu and Brutui. 
Uru. You fee how he intends to vfe the people. 
&;V;«.May they perceiue'i intent i he wil require them 
Aa if he did contemne what he requefted, 
Should be in them to giue. 

*Bru. Come, wce'l informe them 
Of our proceeding! hecre on th'Market place, 
I know they do attend vs. 

Enter Jeuen tr rigbt Gthtens. 
l.Gt. Once if he do require our voyces, wee ought 
not to deny him. 

%.Gt. We may Sir if we will. 

We haue power in our felues to do it, but it is 
a power that we haue no power to do : For, if hee (hew vs 
hit wounds, and tell vj his deeds, 1 we are to put our ton- 
gues into thofe wounds, and fpcake for them : So if he tel 
vs his Noble deeds, we muft alfo tell him our Noble ac- 
ceptance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingrattfull, were to make a Monfter of 
the multitude; of the which, we beinglmembers, fliould 
bring our felues to be monftrous member*. 

l.Cit. And to make vs no better thought of a little 
helpe will ferue : for once we flood vp about the Corne, 
he bimfelfe ftucke not to call vs the many-headed Multi- 
tude. 

1-C' 1 - We haue beene call'd fb of many, not that our 
heads are fome browne, fome blacke, fome A brim, fome 
bald; but that our wits are fo diuerfly Coulord; and true- 
ly I thinke, if all our wittet were to iflue out of one Scull, 
they would flye Eaft, Weft, North, South, and their con- 
fent of one direct way, ftuuld be at once to all the points 
a'th Compaffe. 

Thinke you fo? Which way do you iudge my 
wit would flye. 

3.C/. Nay your wit will not fo foone out as another 
roans will, 'tis ftrongly wadg'd vp in a blocke-head : but 
if it were at liberty, 'twould Aire Southward. 

2 Off. Why that way ? 

To loofe it felfe in a Fogge, where being three 
parts melted away with rotten Dewes, the fourth would 
returne for Confcience fake, to helpe to get thee a Wife. 

2 Gt . You are neuer without your trickes, you may, 
you may. 

3 Gt. Are you all refolu'd to giue your voyces ? But 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If hee 
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier 
man. 

Enter Ctrieiamtu in a jforrw of Humility, »itb 



Heere he comes, and in the Cowne of humility, 
his behauiour : we arc not to ftay altogether, but to 
by him where he (lands, by ones, by twocs, Ic by threes. 
He's to make his requefts by particulars, wherein euerie 
one of vs ha's a (ingle Honor, in gluing him our own voi- 
ces with our owne tongues, therefore follow me, and He 
direct you how you (hall go by him. 
All. Content, content. 

Men. Oh Sir.you are not right:haue you not knowne 
The worthieft men haue done't t 

Grit. What muft I fay, I pray Sir? 
Plague vpon't, I cannot bring 
My tougne to fuch a pace. Looke Sir, my 
I got them in my Countries Seruice, when 
of your Brethren roar'd, and 



From th'noife of our owne Drummes. 

Menen. Oh me the Gods, you muft not fpeak of that, 
You muft defire them to thinke vpon you. 

Griil. Thinke vpon me? Hang 'em, 
1 would they would forget me, like the Vertues 
Which our Diuines lofe by em. 

Men. You'l marre all, 
He leauc you : Pray you fpeake to em, I pray you 
In wholfome manner. Exit 



Enter tbrtt tf the Gth 
Grit. Bid them walh their Faces, 
And keepe their teeth cleane t So, heere comes a 
Yon know the caufe (Sir) of my ftanding heere. 



3t>- 

Grit. 

■iGt. 

Grit. 

%Gt. 



wounds to 
your good 



We do Sir.tell vs what hath brought you too't. 
Mine owne defert. 
Your owne defert. 
I, but mine owne defire. 
How not your owne defire ? 
Grit. No Sir, 'twas neuer my defire yet to trouble the 
with begging. 

3 Gt. You muft thinke if we giue you any thing, we 
hope to gaine by you. 

Grit, Well then I pray, your price a' 

1 Gt. The price is, to aske it kindly. 
Grit. Kindly fir, I pray let me ha't : I haue 

j (hew you, which (hall bee yours in priuate 
voice Sir, what fay you ? 

2 Gt. You (hall ha't worthy Sir. 
Qtrit. A match Sir, there's in all 

begg'd : I haue your Almes, Adieu. 

3 Gt. But this is fomething odde. 

2 Gt. And 'twere to giue againe : but 'tis no matter. 
Exeunt . Enter twt other Gtixent . 

Ctritl. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune 
of your voices, that I may bee Confull, I haue hecre the 
Cuftomarie Cowne. 

1. You haue deferued Nobly of your Countrey, and 
you baue not deferued Nobly. 

Gritl. Your ./Enigma. 

1. You haue bin a fcourge to her enemies, you haue 
bin a Rod to her Friends, you haue not indeede ioued the 
Common people. 

Gritl .You Ihould account mee the more Vertuous, 
that I haue not bin common in my Loue, I will fir flatter 
my fwome Brother the people to eame a deerer eftima- 
tion of them, 'tis a condition tbey account gentle: tc fince 
the wifedome of their choice, is rather to haue my Hat, 
then my Heart, I will practice the infinuating nod, and be 
off to them moft counterfetly, that is fir, I will counter- 
fet the bewitchment of fome popular man, and giue it 
bountifull to the defirers : Therefore befeech you, I may 
be Confull. 

2. Wee hope to finde you our friend : and therefore 
giue you our voices heartily. 

I. You haue reeeyued many wounds for your Coun- 
trey. 

Gritl. I wil not Scale your knowledge with (hewing 
them. I will make much of your voyces, and fo trouble 
you no farther. 

Betb. The Gods giue you ioy Sir heartily. 

Gritl. Moft fweet Voyces : 
Better it is to dye, better to fterue, 
Then craue the higher, which firft we do defonie. 
Why in this Wooluifti tongue would I ftand 
To begge of Hob and Dicke, that does appeere 
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Their needlcfle Vouches: Cuftome call* me too't. 
What Cuftome will* in all things, mould we doo't ? 
The Duft on antique Time would lye vnfwept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapt, 
For Truth to o're-peere. Rather thcnfooleitfo, 
Let the high Office and the Honor go 
To one that would doe thus. I am halfc through, 
The one part fuffered.the other will 1 doe. 

Enter three Gt'mttu mere. 
Here come moe Voyce*. 
Your Voyce*? for your Voyces I haue fought, 
Watcht for your Voyces: for your Voyces, beare 
Of Wounds, two doien oddc: Battailes thrice fix 
I haue feene, and heard of : for your Voyces, 
Haue done many things, tome lefle, fotne more : 
Your Voyces? Indeed I would be Confull. 

l.Or. Hee ha's done Nobly, and cannot goe without 
any honefl mans Voyce. 

i.Cii. Therefore let him be Confull I the Gods giue 
him ioy.and make him good friend to the People. 

All. Amen, Amen. Cod faue thee, Noble Confull. 

Cor/o. Worthy Voyces. 



r. You haue flood your Limitation 8 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Rcmaine*,that in th'OfficiaJl Market inuefted, 
You anon doe meet the Senate. 
Ccrie. Is this done / 

&iWa.The Cuftome ofRequeft you haue difcharg'd: 
The People doe admit you, and arc fummon'd 
To meet anon, vpon your approbation. 

Cor». Where ? at the Senate-houfe ? 

Scicin. There, Qwidamu. 

Cerh. May I change thefe Garments T 

Seieim. You may. Sir. 

Gri.That lie ftraight do: and knowing my felfe again, 
Repayre toth'Scnate-b oule. 

Mene. He keepe you company. Will you along? 

*Brut. We ftay here for the People. 

Scicin. Fare you well. Exeunt Ctriel. ami Mene. 

He ha's it now : and by his Looket.me thinke*, 
Tis warme at 's heart. 

'Brut. With a prowd heart he wore hit humble Weedt: 
Will you difmifle the People? 

Enter tbi Plekemni. 

Scici.How now, my Matters, haue you chofc this man? 

l.Gr. He ha's our Voyces, Sir. 

Brut. We pray the Cods, he may deferue your loues. 

i.Ct. Amen, Sir: to my poore vn worthy notice, 
He mock'd vs, when he begg'd our Voyce*. 

3.Gr.Certainely,he flowted vs downc-right. 

j.Cm No, 'ti-. his kind of fpeech,he did not mock vs. 

l.Gr. Not one amongft vs,faue your felfe, but fayes 
He vs'd vs fcornefully : he (hould haue fhew'd vt 
His Marks of Merit, Wounds receiu'd for't Countrey. 

Scicin. Why fo he did, I am lure. 

All. No, no: no man fa w 'em. 

j.G/. Hee (aid hee had Wounds, 
Which he could (hew in priuate : 
And with his Hat, thus wauing it in fcorne, 
I would be Confull, fayes he : aged Cuftome, 
But by your Voyces, will not fo permit me. 
Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that, 
Here was, I thankc you for your Voycet, thanke you 
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Your moft fweet Voyeet:now you haue left your Voyces, 
I haue no further with you. Was not this mockerie t 

Scit'm. Why cyther were you ignorant to fee't? 
Or feeing it, of fuch Childiw friendlinefle, 
To yeeld your Voycet ? 

'Brut. Could you not haue told him, 
As you were leffon'd i When he had no Power, 
But wat a pettie feruant to the State, 
He wat your Enemie, eucr fpakc againft 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you beare 
I'th'Body of the Weale : and now arriuing 
A place of Potencie, and fway o'th' State, 
If be would (till malignantly rcmaine 
Faft Foe toth' Pteiei/, your Voyces might 
Be Curies to your felues. You (hould haue f»id, 
That at hit worthy deeds did clayme no letTe 
Then what he flood for: fo his gracious nature 
Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces, 
And tranflate hit Mallice towards you, into Loue, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

Scicin. Thus to haue faid , 
As you were fore-aduis'd, had toucht hit Spirit, 
And try'd his Inclination : from him pluckt 
Eyther his gracious Promife, which you might 
At caufe had call'd you vp, haue held him to j 
Orelfe it would haue gall'd hitfurly nature, 
Which eafily enduret not Article, 
Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage, 
You (hould haue ta'ne th'aduantage of his Choller, 
And pafs'd him vneledtcd. 

Brut. Did you perceiue, 
He did follicite you in free«Contempt, 
When he did need your Louet: and doe you thinke, 
That his Contempt (hall not be brufing to you, 
When he hath power to crulh* Why, had your Bodyes 
No Heart among you ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the Redtorflup of ludgement ? 

Scicin. Haue you. ere now.deny'd theasker : 
And now againe.of him that did not askc.but mock, 
Beftow your fu'd-for Tongues ? 

3.GV.Hee's not confirm "d, we may deny him yet. 

x.Cit. And will deny him : 
lie haue fiue hundred Voyces of that found. 

i.Gr.I twice fiue hundred, & their friends, to piece 'cm. 

'Bmt.Cet you hence inftantly,and tell thofe friends, 
They haue chofc a Confull, that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more Voyce 
Then Dogges, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to doe fo. 

&iVr.Let them aiTembleund on a fafer ludgement, 
All reuoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Pride, 
And his old Hate vnto you: befides, forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in hit Suit he fcorn'd you: but your Louet, 
Thinking vpon hit Seruices,tooke from you 
Th'apprchenfton of his prefent portance, 
Which moft gibingly, vngrauely,he did fafhlon 
After the inuetcrate Hate he bearcs you. 

Brut. Lay a fault on vs, your Tribunes, 
That we labour'd ( no impediment betweene) 
But that you muft caft your Election on him. 

SnVi-Say you chofe him, more after our commandment, 
Then as guided by your owne true affections, and that 
Your Minds pre-occupy'd with what you rather muft do, 
Then what you (hould. made you againft the graine 
To Voyce him Confull. Lay the fault on vs. 

b b 'Brut. I, 
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Brut. I, fparc vj not : Say, we read Lectures to you, 
How youngly he began to (V rue hit Countrey, 
How long continued. and what ftock he fprings of, 
The Noble Houfe,o'th'c3f«rri«>rj .- from whence came 
That Anem Martini, Numaet Daughters Sonne: 
Who after great Hoftil'm here was King, 
Of the lame Houfe Tublitu and Quinttu were, 
That our beft Water, brought by Conduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Ccnfor, 
Was hii great Anceftor. 

Scicin. One thus defcended, 
That hath betide well in hit perfon wrought, 
To be let high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you haue found, 
Skating his prefent bearing with his paft, 
That hee's your fixed enemie ; and reuoke 
Your fuddaine approbation. 

Brut. Say you ne're had don't, 
(Harpe on that frill) but by our putting on: 
And prefently, when you haue drawne your number, 
Repaire toth' Capitoll. 

jltt. We will lo : almoft all repent in their election. 

Unit. Let them goe on : 
This Mutinie were better put in hazard, 
Then ftay part doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufall, both obferue and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sc'uin. Toth'Capitoll, come : 
We will be there before the ftreame o'th' People i 
And this dull feeme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
Which we haue goaded on-ward. Exeunt. 

ABus Tertius. 



Cornet i. Enter Coriolamu, Mcnenitu , all tbt Gentry , 
Ctmimm,Titm Lariut, and other Senator,. 

Cork. Tullm Anfftihu then had made new head. 

Lathu. He had, my Lord, and that it was which caus'd 
Our fwifter Compofition. 

Cork. So then the Voices ftand but as at firft, 
Readie when time /hall prompt them, to make roade 
Vpon's againc. 

Com. They are worne (Lord Confull) fo, 
That we (hall hardly in our ages fee 
Their Banners waue againc. 

Carlo. Saw you Auffidim ? 

Laths. On fafegard he came to me, and did curfe 
Againft the Voices, for they had fo rildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is retyred to Antium. 

Cork. Spoke he of me ? 

Latiut. He did, my Lord. 

Corn. How i what ? 

Latin. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 
That of all things vpon the Earth, he hated 
Vour perfon moft : That he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopelcfle reftitution, fo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquisher. 

Cork. At Antium liue* he? 

Latiut. At Antium. 

Cork. I with I had a caufe to feeke him there, 
To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Enter Scicinitis and Bmtui. 
Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, 
The Tongues o'th" Common Mouth. I do defpife them : 



For they doe pranke them in Authoritie, 
Againft all Noble fuflferance. 

Seicin. PafTe no further. 

Cor. Hah ? what is that ? 

Brut. It will be dangerous to goe on— No further. 
Cork. What makes this change f 
Mene. The matter ? 

Com.Htth he not pafs'd the Noble.and the Common? 
Brut Coiftinius no 

Cork. Haue I had Childrens Voyces? 

&m/.Tribunes giue way, he mall toth'Market place. 

Brut. The People are incens'd againft him. 

Scicin. Stop,or all will fall in broyle. 

Cork. Are thefe your Heard ' 
Muft thefe haue Voyces, that can yeeld them now, 
And ftraight difclaim their toungs'what are your Offices? 
You being their Mouthes,why rule you not their Teeth ? 
Haue you not fet them on ? 

Mene. Be calme, be calme. 

Cork. It is a purposed thing,and growes by Plot, 
To curbe the will of the Nobilitie : 
Suffer't,and liue with fuch as cannot rule, 
Nor euer will be ruled. 

Brut. CalPt not a Plot : 
The People cry you mockt them : and of late, 
When Come was gtuen them vratit, you rcpin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants : for the People, call'd them 
Time- plealers, flatterers, foes to NoblenefTc. 

Cork, Why this was knowne before. 

Brut. Not to them all. 

Cork. Haue you inform \l them fithence ? 

'Brut. How? I informe them ? 

Com. You are like to doe fuch bufineffe. 

'Brut. Not vnlike each way to better yours. 

Cork. Why then fljould I be Confull? by yond Clouds 
Let me deferuc fo ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 

Scicin. You fhew too much of that, 
For which the People ftirre : if you will pafTe 
To where you are bound, you muft enquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit, 
Or neuer be fo Noble as a Confull, 
Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 

Mene. Let's be calme. 

Com. The People are abus'd : fet on, this paltring 
Becomes not Rome : nor ha's QorkUtnut 
Deferu'd this fo difhonor'd Rub, Uyd falfely 
1'th'plaine Way of his Merit. 

Cork. Tell me of Corne : this was my fpeech, 
And I will fpeak't againe. 

Mene. Not now, not now. 

Scat. Not in this heat.Sir.now. 

Cork. Now as I liue, I will. 
My Nobler friends, I craue their pardons : 
For the mutable ranke-fentcd Meynie, 
Let them regard me, as I doe not flatter, 
And therein behold themfelues I I fay againe, 
In foothing them, we nourifli 'gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 
Which we our felues haue plowed for, fow*d,& fcatter'd. 
By mingling them with vs,the honor'd Number, 
Who lack not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 
Which they haue giuen to Beggers. 

Mene. Well, no more. 

Senat. No more words, we befeech you. 

Cork. How ? no more i 

A. 
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As for my Country, 1 haue flied my btood, 
Not fearing outward force : So (halt my Lungs 
Coine words till their decay, againft thofe Meazels 
Which we difdaine fliould Tetter vs, yet fought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You fpeake a'th'people.at if you were a God, 
To punifli; Not a nun, of their Infirmity. 

Scin. Twere well we let the people know't. 

Mint. What, what? His Choller? 

Ccr.Choller? Were I as patient as the midnight Deep, 
By loue, 'twould be my minde. 

Scin It is a minde that (hall remain a poifon 
Where it is : not poyfon any further. 

Coria. Shall remainc? 
Heare you this Triton of the Minnouti ? Marke you 
His abfolute Shall t 

Com. 'Twas from the Cannon. 

Cor. Shall? O God ! but moft ▼nwife Patricians: why 
You graue, but wreakleffe Senators, haue you thus 
Giuen Hidra heere to choofe an Officer, 
That with his peremptory Shall} being but 
The home, and noife o'th'Monfters, wants not fpirit 
To fay, hee'l turne your Current in a ditch, 
And make your Channel! hit? If he haue power, 
Then vale your Ignorance : If none, awake 
Your dangerous Lenity : If you are Learn'd, 
Be not as common Foolej ; if you are not, 
Let them haue Cushions by you. You are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators : and they are no lcffe, 
When both your voices blended, the gTeat'ft tafte 
Moft jpallates theirs. They choofe their Magiftrate, 
And fuch a one as he, who puts his Shall, 
His popular Shall, againft a grauer Bench 
Then eucr frown'd in Greece. By loue himfelfe, 
It makes the Confuls bafe ; and my Soule akes 
To know, when two Authorities are vp, 
Neither Supreame } How foone Confufion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and take 
The one by th 'other. 

Com. Well, on to'th'Market place. 

Curb. Who euer gaue that Counfell,to giue forth 
The Corne a'th'Store-houfe gratis, as 'twas vi'd 
Sometime in Greece. 

Mint. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor .Thogh there the people had more abfolute powre 
I fay they norifttt difobedience: fed, the ruin of the State. 

'Bru. Why fliall the people giue 
One that fpeakes thus, their voyce ? 

Carta. He giue my Reafons, 
More worthier then their Voyces. They know the Corne 
Was not our recompence.refting well afTur'd 
They ne're did feruice for't ; being preft to'th'Warre, 
Euen when the Nauell of the State was touch'd, 
They would not thrcd the Gates .'This kinde of Seruice 
Did not deferue Corne gratis. Being i'th'Warre, 
There Mutinies and Reuolts, wherein they fhew'd 
Moft Valour, fpokenotfor them. Th'Accufation 
Which they haue often made againft the Senate, 
All caufe vnborne, could neuer be the Natiue 
Of our fo franke Donation. Well, what then ? 
How /hall this Bofbme-multiplied, digeft 
The Senates Courtefie? Let deeds ezpreffe 
What's like to be their words, We did requeft it, 
We are the greater pole, and in true ftare 
They gaue vs our demands. Thus we debafe 
The Nature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 
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Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time 
Breake ope the Lockes a'th'Senate, and bring in 
The Crowes to pecke the Eagles. 

Mm. Come enough. 

'Bru. Enough, with ouer meafure. 

Carta. No, take more. 
What may be fworne by, both Diuine and Humane, 
Scale what I end withall. This double worfliip, 
Whereon part do's difdaine with caufe, the other 
Infult without all reafon •. where Gentry , Title, wifedom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of generall Ignorance, it muft omit 
Real! Neceflities, and giue way the while 
To vnftable Sligntnefle. Parpofe fo barr'd, it fbllowes, 
Nothing is i done to purpofe. Therefore befeech you, 
You that will be leflc fearefull, then difcreet, 
That loue the Fundamentall part of State 
More then you doubt the change on't : That prefcrre 
A Noble life, before a Long, and Win, 
To iumpe a Body with a dangerous Phyficke, 
That's lure of death without it : at once plucke out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not licke 
The fweet which is their poyfon. Your dilhonor 
Mangles true iudgement, and bereaues the State 
Of that Integrity which fliould becom't : 
Not hauing the power to do the good it would 
For thill which doth controul't. 

Bru. Has laid enough. 

Sicin. Ha's fpoken like a Traitor, and lhall anfwer 
As Traitors do. 

Corh. Thou wretch, defpight ore-whelme thee : 
What fliould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience failes 
To'th 'greater Bench, in a Rebellion: 
When what's not meet, but what muft be, was Law, 
Then were they chofen : in a better houre, 
Let what is meet, be faide it muft be meet, 
And throw their power i'tb'duft. 

B/u. Manifeft Treafon. 

Scin. This a Confull ? No. 

Enter an eAuiilt. 

'Bru. The Ediles hoe : Let him be apprehended : 

Set*. Go call the people, in whofe name my Selfe 
Attach thee as a Traitorous Innouator : 
A Foe to'th'publike Wcale. Obey I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anfwer. 

Carta. Hence old Goat. 

All. Wee'l Surety him. 

Com. Ag'd fir, hands off. 

Cork. Hence rotten thing, or I flull fluke thy bones 
Out of thy Garments. 

Scin, Helpe ye Citisem. 

Enter a rabbit of Pltbtutnt with the vEJila. 

Mint. On both (ides more refped. 

Scin. Heere's hee, that would take from you all your 
power. 

Bru. Seize him ey£diltt.\ 

All. Downe with him,downe with him. 

a Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons : 
Tbtj all tuft It about Cerh/amu. 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens : what ho t 
Sitinim, Brutut, Coriolantu, Citizens. 

All. Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace. 

Mtnt. What is about to be/ I am out of Breath, 
Confufions necTe,I cannot fpeake. You, Tribunes 
To'th'people : Coriolatuu, patience : Speak good Seinim. 

B b a Scin. 
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Scici. Heare me, People peace. 

All. Let'* here our Tribune : peace, fpeake, fpeake, 
fpeake. 

Scici. You are at point to lofe your Liberties : 
Martim would hauc all from you , Martini, 
Whom late you haue nam'd for Confull. 

Mint. Fie, fie, fie, this it the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Sena. To vnbuild the Citie,and to lay all flat. 

Scici. What is the Cit : e,but the People? 

All. True.the People are the Citie. 

'Brut. By the conl'ent of' all, we were eftablifli'd the 
Peoples Magiftrates. 

Alt. You fo remaine. 

Mcnc. And fo are like to doe. 

Com. That is the way to lay the Citie flat, 
To bring the Route to the Foundation , 
And burie all, which yet diftinclly raunges 
In heapes, and piles of Ruine. 

Scici. This dcfcrues Death. 

'Brut. Or let vs (land to our Authoritir, 
Or let vs lofe it : we doc here pronounce, 
Vpon the part o'th' People, in whofe power 
We were elected xYtt'xtt, Mar tint is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 

Scici. Therefore lay hold of him : 
Bcare him toth' Rock Tarpeian,and from thence 
Into deftrucTion call him. 

'Brut . JEdWet feize him. 

Ail Pit. Yeeld Marttut, yeeld. 

Meat. Heare me one word, 'befeech you Tribunes, 
heare me but a word. 
eAZdilei. Peace, peace. 

Mcnc. Be that you fceme, truly your Countries friend, 
And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently rcdrefle. 

Brut. Sir, thofe cold wayet, 
That feeme like prudent helpes, are very poyfonous, 
Where the Difeafe is violent. Lay hands vpon him. 
And bear* him to the Rock. Cori: dram b* SworJ. 

Cork. No, He die here t 
There's fome among you haue beheld me fighting, 
Come trie vpon your fcluct, what you haue feene me. 

Mcnc. Downe wi:h that Sword, Tribunes withdraw 
a while. 

'Brut. Lay hands vpon him. 

Meat. Hclpe Martitu,he\pe : you that be noble, help* 
him young and old. 

All. Downe with him, downe with him. Exeunt. 

In 'his Mutinity tbe Tribunes, tbt ssEdilct , and tbe 
Pecf/e are beat in. 
Mene. Coe.get you to our Houfe: be gone.away, 
All will be naught elfe. 
a. Sena. Get you gone. 

Com. Stand faft, we haue as many friends as enemies. 

Mene. Shall it be put to that? 

Sena. The Gods forbid : 
I prythec noble friend, home to thy Houfc, 
Lcaue vs to cure this Caufe. 

Mene. For 'tis a Sore vpon vs, 
You cannot Tent your felfe: be gone, 'befeech you. 

O-'ic. Come Sir, along with vs. 

Mtne. I would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome littcr'd: not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calucd i'th' Porch o'th* Capitoll : 
Be gone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 



One time will owe another. 

Corio. On faire ground,! could beat fortie of them. 

Mene. I could my felfe take vp a Brace o'th' belt of 
them, yea,the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now 'tis oddes beyond Arithmctick, 
And Manhood is call'd Foolerie, when it Hands 
Againft a falling Fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the Tagge returne ? whofe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Watert,and o'l 
What they are vs'd to beare. 

Mene. Pray you be gone : 
He trie whether my old Wit be in 
With thofe that haue but little: this inuft be patcht 
With Cloth of any Colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. Exeunt Cortohma and 

Cominimt. 

Patri. This man ha's marr'd his fortune. 

Men*. His nature is too noble for the World : 
He would not flatter Nefnune for his Trident, 
Or hue, for's power to Thunder: his Heart's his Mouth : 
What his Bred forges, that his Tongue muft vent, 
And being angry, does forget that euer 
He heard the Name of Death. %A Noi/t wilbia. 

Here's goodly worke. 

Patri. I would they were a bed. 

Mene. I would they were in Tyber. 
What the vengeance, could he not fpeake 'em faire f 
Enter 'Brum and Sic'tniui with tbe rabble again*. 

Siein. Where is this Viper, 
That would depopulate the city,4c be euery man himfclf 

Mene. You worthy Tribunes. 

Sicin. He mall be throwne downe the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands : he hath refilled Law, 
And therefore Law (hall fcorne him further Triall 
Then the feuerity of the publike Power, 
Which he fo fets at naught. 

I Gt. He (hall well know the Noble Tribune* are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 

All. He (hall fure ont. 

Mene. Sir, fir. Skin. Peace. 

tMe. Do not cry hauocke, where you (hold but hunt 
With modeft warrant. 

Sicin. Sir, how com'ft that you haue holpe 
To make this refcue ? 

Mene. Heere me fpeake? As I do know 
The Confuls worthineflc, fo can 1 name his Faults. 

Sicin. Confull? what Confull ? 

Mene. The Confull Coriolanut. 

Bru. He Confull. 

All. No, no, no, no, no. 

Mtne. If by the Tribunes leaue, 
And yours good people, 
I may be heard, 1 would craue a word or two, 
The which (hall turne you to no further harme, 
Then fo much lode of time. 

Sc. Speake breefely then, 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This Viporous Traitor : to eieel him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keepe him heere 
Our certaine deaths therefore it it 
He dyes to night. 

Menen. Now the good Godt forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferued Children, is enroll'd 
In Ioues owne Booke,like an vnnaturall Dam 
Should noweatc vp her owne. 

Sicin. 
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Stem. He's a Difeafe that muft be cut away. 

cMene. Oh he's a Limbe, that ha • but a Difeafe 
Mortal], to cut it off : to cure it, eafie. 
What ha'» he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our Enemies, the blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch, is more then that he hath 
By many an Ounce ) he dropp'd it for hi* Country : 
And what is left, to loofe it by his Countrcy, 
Were to vsall that doo'r, and fuffer it 
A brand to th'end a'th World. 

Seim. This is cleane kamme. 

Brat. Meerely awry : 
When he did loue hit Country, it honour'd him. 

Mtntn. The fcruice of the fbote 

Being once ■ is not then rcfpc&ed 

For what before it was. 

Bru. Wee'l heare no more ! 
Purfue him to his houfe,and pluclce him thence, 
Leaft his infection being of catching nature, 
Spred further. 

Mtntn. One word more, one word t 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ftull find 
The harme of vnskan'd fwiftneflc, will (too late) 
Tye Leaden pounds too's heeles. Proceed by Proceffe, 
Leaft parties (as he is belou'd) breake out, 
And faclce great Rome with Romanes. 

Brut. If it were fo t 

Stan. What do ye tallce t 
Haue we not had a tafte of his Obedience ? 
Our Ediles fmot : our fetues refifted : come. 

Mint. Confider this : He ha s bin bred i'th^Warres 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-fchool'd 
In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together 
He throwes without diftindion. Giue me leaue, 
He go to him, and vndcrtake to bring him in peace, 
Where he (hall anfwer by a lawful! Forme 
(In peace) to his vtmoft peril!. 

l.Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the humane way : the other courfe 
Will proue to bloody : and the end of it, 
Vnknowne to the Beginning. 

Sr. Noble Mentniui, be you then as the peoples officer: 
Mafters, lay downe your Weapons. 
'Bru. Go not home. 

Sc. Meet on the Market place : wee'l attend you there : 
Where if yon bring not Martha, wee'l proceede 
In our firft way. 

Mtntn. He bring him to you. 
Let me defire your company : he muft come, 
Or what is word will follow. 

Stna. Pray you let's to him. Exeunt Omntt. 

Enter Qarhliinut teitb Ncbltt. 

Corlo. Let them pull all about mine cares, prefent me 
Death on the Wheelc, or at wilde Horfes heeles, 
Or pile ten hi Ik-son theTarpcian Roclce, 
That the precipitation might downe ftretch 
Below the beame of fight; yet will I ftill 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Velumnia. 

NMe. You do the Nobler. 

Corie. I mufe my Mother 
Do's not approue me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen Vaflailcs, things created 
To buy and fell with Groats, to (hew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawne, be ftill, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance flood vp 



To fpeake of Peace, or Wane. I talke of you, 
Why did you wifti me milder? Would you haue me 
Falfe to my Nature ? Rather fay, I play 
The man I am. 

Velum. Oh fir, fir, fir, 
I would haue had you put your power well on 
Before you had worne it out. 

Corn. Let go. 

Vol. You might haue becne enough the man you are, 
With ftriuing letTe to be fo : LeiTer had bin 
The things of your difpofitions, if 
You had not (hew'd them how ye were difpos'd 
Ere they laek'd power to crofte you. 

Corn. Let them hang.i 

Velum. I, and bume too. 

Enter Menenim vitb the Senators. 

Men. Come, come, you haue bin too rough, fomthing 
too rough : you muft returne, and mend it. 

Sen. There's no remedy, 
Vnleffe by not fo doing, our good Citie 
Cleaue in the midd'fl,and petiftt. 

Velum. Pray be counfail'd ; 
I haue a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brainc, that leades my vfe of Anger 
To better vantage. 

Mene. Well faid, Noble woman : 
Before he ftiould thus ftoope to'th'heart, but that 
The violent fit a'th'time cranes it as Phyficlce 
For the whole State; I would put mine Armour on, 
Which I can fcarfely beare. 

Corn. What muft I do ? 

Mene. Returne to th' Tribunes. 

Corie. Well, what then?what then? 

Men*. Repent, what you haue fpoke. 

Corn. For them, I cannot do it to the Code, 
Muft I then doo't to them ? 

VUum. You are too abfolute, 
Though therein you can neucr be too Noble, 
But when extremities fpeake. 1 haue heard you fay, 
Honor and Policy, like vnfeuer'd Friends, 
Pth'Warre do grow together : Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what each of them by th'other loofe, 
That they combine not there ? 

Cent. Tuft,tufh. 

tMent. A good demand. 

Velum. If it be Honor in your Warres,to feeme 
The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 
You adopt your policy : How is it lefle or worfe 
That it (hall hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour, as in Warrc ; fince that to both 
It Hands in like requeft. 

Corn. Why force you this T 

Velum. Becaufe, that 
Now it lyes you on to fpeake to th'people: 
Not by your owne inftniclion, nor by'th'matter 
Which your heart prompts you, but with fuch 1 
That are but roated in your Tongue; 
Though but Baftards,and Syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bofomes truth. 
Now, this no more difhonors you at all, 
Then to take in a Towne with gentle words, 
Which elfe would put you to your fortune.and 
The hazard tof much blood. 
I would diflemble with my Nature, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at ftakc.requir'd 
I would do fo in Honor. I am in this 
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Your Wife, your Sonne: Thefe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather Jhew our general! Lowts, 
How you can frownc,then fpend a fawne vpon 'cm, 
For the inheritance of their loues, and fafegard 
Of what that want might ruine. 

tMtntu. Noble Lady, 
Come goe with v», fpealce faire : you may falue fo, 
Not what is dangerous prefcnt,but the lofle 
Of what is part. 

Velum. 1 pry thee now, my Sonne, 
Goe to them, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 
And thu» farrc hauing ftretcht it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee buffing the ftones: for in fuch bufincfle 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th 'ignorant 
More learned then the earet, wauing thy head, 
Which often thus correcting thy ftout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling : or fay to them, 
Thou art their Souldier, and being bred in broylcs, 
Haft not the Toft way, which thou do'ft confefle 
Were fit for thee to vfe,as they to clayme, 
In asking their good loues, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felfe (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo farre, 
As thou haft power and perfon. 

Mtntn. This but done, 
Euen as flie fpeakes, why their hearts were youn t 
For they haue Pardons, being ask 'd, as free, 
At words to little purpofe. 

Velum. Pry thee now, 
Goe,and be rul'd : although I know thou hadft rather 
Follow thine Enemie in a fierie Culfe, 
Then flatter him in a Bower. Enter Ceminim. 

Here is Ceminim. 

Com. I haue beene i'th* Market place : and Sir 'tis fit 
You make ftrong partie, or defend your felfe 
By calmenefle,or by abfence: all's in anger. 

Mtntn. Onely faire fpeech. 

am. I thinke 'twill fcrue.if he can thereto frame his 
fpirit. 

Velum. He mud, and will : 
Prythee now fay you will, and goe about it. 

Cerie. Muft 1 goe (hew them my vnbarb'd Sconce ? 
Mult I with my bafe Tongue giue to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it muft be a re well ? 1 will doo't : 
Yet were there but this (ingle Plot, to loofe 
This Mould of Marttut, they to duft (bould grinde it, 
And throw 't againft the Winde. Toth' Market place : 
You haue put me now to fuch a part, which neuer 
I (hall difcharge toth' Life. 

Com. Come, come, wee'le prompt you. 

Vtlum. I prythee now fweet Son, as thou haft faid 
My praifes made thee firft a Souldier ; fo 
To haue my praife for this, perforate a part 
Thou haft not done before. 

Corie. Well, I muft doo't: 
Away my difpofition, and pofTcfle me 
Some Harlots fpirit : My throat of Warre be 
Which quier'd with my Drumme into a Pipe, 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voyce 
That Babies lull a-fleepe : The (miles of Knaues 
Tent in my cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares take vp 
The Claries of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my Arm'd knees 
Who bow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiu'd an Almes. I will not doo't, 
Leaft I furccafc to honor mine owne truth, 
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And by my Bodies action, teach my 
A moft inherent BafenelTe. 

Velum. At thy choice then : 
To begge of thee, it is my more dif-bonor, 
Then thou of them. Come all to ruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 
Thy dangerous Stoutnefle : for I mocke at death 
With as bigge heart as thou. Do as thou lift, 
Thy Valiantnefle was mine, thou fuck'ft it from me : 
But owe thy Pride thy felfe. 

Corie. Pray be content : 
Mother, I am going to the Market place : 
Chide me no more. He Mountebanke their Loues, 
Cogge their Hearts from them, and come home bclou'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Looke, I am going : 
Commend me to my Wife, He returne Confull, 
Or neuer truft to what my Tongue can do 
I'th way of Flattery further. 

Velum. Do your will. Exit Velummia 

Cow. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: arm your fclf 
To anfwer mildely : for they are prepar'd 
With Accufations, as I heare more ftrong 
Then are vpon you yet. 

Cerie. The word is, Mildely. Pray you let vs go, 
Let them accufe me by inuention : I 
Will anfwer in mine Honor. 

Mtntn. I, but mildely. 

Cerie. Well mildely be it then, Mildely. Extunt 

Er.ttr Siciniut and Brutus. 
Urn. In this point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannicall power : If he etude vs there, 
In force him with his enuy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got on the Antiatt 
Was ne're diftributcd. What, will he come ? 

Enttr an Edilt. 
Edilt. Hee's comming. 

Edilt. With old MWw.and thofe Senators 
That alwayes fauour'd him. 

Sicin, Haue you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we haue procur'd.fet downe by'th 

Edilt. I haue : 'tis ready. (Pole f 

Sein. Haue you collected them by Tribes? 

Edilt. I haue. 

Skin. Aftemble prefently the people hither : 
And when they heare me fay, it (hall be fo, 
I'th'right and flrength a'th'Commons : be it either 
For death, for fine, or Banifoment, then let them 
If I fay Fine,cry Fine } if Death, cry Death, 
Infilling on the olde prerogatiue 
And power i'th Truth a'thCaufe. 

Edilt. I (hall informe them. 

'Bru. And when fuch time they haue begun to cry, 
Let them not ceafe, but with a dinne confos'd 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 
Edi. Very well. 

Stem. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ftiall hap to giu't them. 

'Bru. Go about it, » 
Put him to Choller ftraite, he hath bene vs'd 
Euer to conquer, and to haue his worth 
Of contradiction. Being once chart, he cannot 
Be rein'd againe to Temperance, then he fpeakes 

What's 
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heart, ar 
With vt to breake hii 

enter tot anus j /rifjrrwnm 
mus t vitb ethers. 
Skin. Well, heere he comes. 
Mint. C.ilmc ly, I do befeech you. 
Cork. I, at an Hoftler, that fourth pooreft pecce 
Will bcare the Knaue by'th Volume 1 
Th'honor'd Goddes 

Keepe Rome in fafety, and the Chaires of luftice 
Supplied with worthy men, plant loue amongt 
Through our large Templet with y fhewet of peace 
And not our (beets with Warre. 

1 Sen. Amen, Amen. 

iMtnt. A Noble wifh. 

Enter th< Edile with tbt Plebeians. 

Skin. Draw neere ye people. 

Edile. Lift to your Tribunes. Audience: 
Peace I fay. 

Cork. Firft heare me fpeake. 

*B*tb Tri. Well, fay : Peace hoe. 

Cork. Shall I be charg'd no further then this prefent * 
Muft all determine heere? 

Skin. I do demand, 
If you fubmit you to the peoples voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fuffer lawfull Cenfure for fuch faults 
As dull be prou'd vpon you. 

Cork. I am Content. 

Men*. Lo Cititens, he fayes he is Content. 
The warlike Seruice he ha's done, confider : Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which 
Like Craues i'th holy Church-yard. 

Cork. Scratches with Briars, Icarres to 
Laughter onely. 

Mene. Confider further : 
That when he fpeakes not like a Citixen, 
You finde him like a Soldier : do not take 
Hit rougher Actions for malicious founds: 
But at I fay, fuch at become a Soldier, 
Rather then enuy you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cork. What it the matter, 
That being pad for Confull with full vcyce s 
I am fo difhonour'd, that the very houre 
You take it off againc. 

Sicin. Anfwer to vt. 

Cork. Say then : 'tit true, I ought fo 

Sri*. We charge you, that you haue contriu'd to take 
From Rome all fesfon'd Office, and to winde 
Your felfe into a power tyrannicall, 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Cork. How? Traytor ? 

Mmt . Nay temperately : your promife. 

Cork. The fires i'th'loweft hell. Fould in the people ; 
Call me their Traitor, thou iniurtous Tribune. 
Within thine eyes (ate twenty thou land deatht 
In thy hands clutcht : at many Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would fay 
Thou lyeft vnto thee, with a voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. 

Skin. Marke you this people ? 

All. To'th'Rocke, to'th'Rocke with him. 

Siein. Peace : 
We ncede not put new matter to his charge : 
What you haoe feenc him do, and heard him fpeake : 



Beating your Officers, curling your feluet, 
Oppofing La wet with (Iroakes, and heere defying 



3S 



Euen this fo criminal!, and in fuch capitall kinde 
Deferues th'extxcameft death. 

•J'':.. But fincc he hath feru'd well for Rome. 
Cork. What do you prate of Seruice. 
I talke of that, that know it. 



'Brut. 
Cork. 
Mene, 
Con. 
Cork. 



V: 



Is this the promife that you made your mother. 
Know, I pray you. 
He know no further : 
Let them pronounce the fteepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a graine a day, 1 would not buy 
Their mercie,at the price of one faire word, 
Nor checke my Courage for what they can giue, 
To haue't with faying, Good morrow. 

Skin. For that lie ha's 
(At much at in him lies; from time to time 
Enui'd againft the people ; feeking meanes 
To plucke away their power: as now at laft, 
Giuen Hoftile ftrokes,and that not in the prefence 
Of dreaded luftice, but on the Minifters 
That doth diftribute it. In the name a'th'people, 
And in the power of vs the Tribunes, wee 
(£u'n from thisinftant) haniih himonrCitie 
In perill of precipitation 
From off the Rocke Tarpeian, 1 
To enter our Rome gatet. 1'ih'l 
I fay it ftull bee fo. 

All. It lhall be fo, it lhall be fo : let him away : 
Hee't baniuYd, and it (hall be lb. 

Com. Heare me my Mafters,and my 
Sitin. He's fentene'd : No 1 
Com. Let me fpeake : 
I haue bene Confull, and can (hew from Rome 
Her Enemies market vpon me. 1 do loue 
My Countries good, with a refpeft more tender, 
More holy, and profound, then mine owne life, 
My dee re Wiuet eftimate, her wombet encreafe, 
And trcafurc of my Loynet: then if I would 
Speake that. 

Stin. We know your drift Speake what 1 
e Bru. There't no more to be (aid, but he it banim'd 
At Enemy to the people, and his Countrey. 
It (hall bee fo. 

All. It (hall be fo, it (kail be fo. 
Cork. You common cry of Curt, whofe breath I hate, 
At reeke a'th "rotten Fennes : whofe Louet I prite, 
As the dead Carkaffes of vnbnricd men, 
That do corrupt my Ayre : I banilh you, 
And heere remaine with your vncertaintie. 
Let euery feeble Rumor (hake your hearts: 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into difpaire : Haue the power frill 
To banifh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance ( which Andes not till it feeles, 
Making but referuation of your felues, 
Still your owne Foes) deliuer you 
As mod abated Captiues, to fome Nation 
That wonnc you without blowes, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus I turnc my backe; 
There is a world elfewhere. 

Exeunt Coriilar.w , Cominiui ,v>itb Cumalyi. 
They all Jbout, and throw up their Caps. 

Edile. 
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Edile. The peoples Enemy is gone, is gone. 

*Atl. Our enemy is baniftYd,he is gone: H 00,00. 

Sicin. Go fee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you, with all defpight 
Giue him deferu'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend vs through the City. 

All. Come, come, lets fee him out at 
The Gods pref'erue our Noble Tribunes, come. 



Aftus Quartus. 



Coriolaniu, Veiumnia, Virgilia, Xfereniut , 
vitb tbe yng NMity of Rome, 
C n'f.Corac leaue your teares:a brief farwcltthc beaft 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were vs'd 
To fay, Extreamities was the trier of fpiritt, 
That common chances. Common men could 
That when the Sea was calme.all Boats alike 
Shew'd Mafterfliip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moll ftrooke home, being gentle wounded, craues 
A Noble cunning. You were vs'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make inuincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Virg. Oh heauens ! O heauens .' 
Cork. Nay, I prythec woman. 
JW.Now the Red Peftilence ftrike al Trade* in 
And Occupations pe rim. 

Cork. What, what, what : 
I (hall be lou'd when I am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If you had beene the Wife of Herculex, 
Six of his Labours youl'd haue done, and fau'd 
Your Husband fo much fwet. Cemimui, 
Droopc not, Adieu: Farewell my Wife, my Mother, 
lie do well yet. Thou old and true Menemiut, 
Thy teares are falter then a yonger mans, 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (fometime)Generall, 
1 haue feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld 
Hcart-hardning fpeclaclcs. Tell thefe fad women, 
Tis fond to waile incuitablc ftrokes, 
As 'tis to laugh at 'em. My Mother, you wot well 
My hazards ftill baue beene your folacc, and 
Beleeu't not lightly, though 1 go alone 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear'd.and talk'd of more then feene : 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With 



My firft fonne, 
Whether will thou go ? Take good 
With thee awhile : Determine on fome courfe 
More then a wilde exposure, to each chance 
That Hart's i'th'way before thee. 
Cerio. O the Gods ! 

Ccm.Uc follow thee a Moneth, deuile with thee 
Where thou fhalt reft, that thou may 'ft heare of vs, 
And we of thee. So if the rime thruft forth 
A caufe for thy Repeale, we (ball not fend 
O'rc the vaft world, to fecke a fingle man, 
And loofc aduantage, which doth euer coolc 
Ith'abfence of the needer. 

Ctrit. Fare ye well : 
Thou haft ycarcs vpon thee, and thou art too full 



i your way. 



Of the warres furfets, to go roue with one 
That's yet vnbruis'd I bring me but out at gate. 
Come my fweet wife, my decreft .Mother, .in 1 
My Fiiends of Noble touch : when I am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and fmile. I pray you comet 
While 1 remaine aboue the groonJ,you (hall 
Heare from me ftill, and neuer of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 

eZfencn. That's worthily 
As any eire can heare. Come, let's not wecpr, 
If I could make ofT but one feuen yecres 
From thefe old armes and tegges, by the good Gods 
I'ld with thee, euery foot. 

Qoric. Giue me thy hand, come. Exeunt 
Enttr lix tv> 'Tnbunet, Sicii 
vitb tbe Edile. 

&Wn.Bid them all home, he's gonf •. & wee'l no 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we fee haue fided 
In his behalfe. 

'Brut. Now we haue fliewne 
Let vs feeme humbler after it it 
Then when it was a dooing. 

Sicin. Bid them home: fay their gTeat enemy is gone, 
And they, ftand in their ancient ftrength. 

'■Brut. DifmilTe them home. Here comes hi* Mother. 
Enter Volumni*, Virgiha t and cMtnemm. 

Sicin. Let's not meet her. 

'Brut. Why? 

Sicin. They fay (he's mad. 

'Brut. They haue tane note of vs:J 

Volum. Oh y'are well met : 
Th'hoorded plague a'th'Gods reuuit your 

Mmen. Peace, peace, be not to loud. 

Volum. If that I could for weeping, vou 
Nay.and you mall heare fome. Will you be gone f 

Virg. You Gull ftay too : I would I had the power 
To fay fo to my Husband.) 

Sicin. An you mankinde ? 

Volum. 1 foolc.is that a flume. Note but this Foolc, 
Was not a man my Father? Had'ft thou Foxftiip 
To banifh him that ftrooke more blowes for Home 
Then thou haft fpoken words. 

Skin. Oh blefted Heauens ! 

V slum. Moe Noble blowes, then euer y wife word*. 
And for Romes good. He tell thee what : yet goe : 
Nay but thou (halt ftay too I 1 would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 
His good Sword in his hand. 

Stein. What then ? 

Virg.Whtt then? Hee'ld make an end of thy pofterity 

Volum. Baftards,and all. 
Good man, the Wounds that he does bcare for Rome ! 

Maun. Come, come, peace. 

Sicin. I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not vnknit himfclfe 
The Noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had. 

Volum. I would he had ? 'Twat you ii 
Cats, that can iudge as fitly of his worth, 
As 1 can of thofe Myflcries which heauen 
Will not haue earth to know. 

Brut. Pray let's go. 

Volum. Now pray fir get you gone. 
You haue done a braue deede •. Ere you go, 
As farre as doth the Capitoll execede 
The meaneft houfe in Rome; fo farre my 



the rablc. 
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Thi* Ladies Husband heere \ this fdo you fee) 
Whom you haue banilVd, doe* exceed you all. 

Urn. Well, well, wee '1 leaue vou. 

Siein. Why flay we to be baited 
With one that wants her Witt. Exit Trituntt. 

VoUm. Take my Prayers with you. 
I would the Gods had nothing clfe to do, 
But to confirme my CuriTc*. Could I 
But once a day, it would vncloggemy 
Of what lye* heauy too't. 

e^ftnt. You haue told them home, 
And by my troth you haue caufe : you'l Sup with me. 

Vtlum, Angers my Meate : I fuppe vpon my felfe, 
And Co shall fterue with Feeding : Come, let's go, 
Leaue this faint-puling, and lament as 1 do, 
In Anger, /»i»»-like : Come. come, come. Exeunt 

Mine. Fie. fie, fie. Exit. 
Enttr a <Rometn , and a Volet . 

Rom. I know you well fir, and you know met : your 
name I thinke is Adrian. 

Volet. It is fo fir, .truly I haue forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman, and my Seruicet are as you are, 
againdem. Know you me yet. 

Volet. Nknmr •• no. 

Rom. The fame fir. 

Volet. You had more Beard when I lad fawyou, but 
your Fauour is well appear'd by your Tongue. What's 
the Newn in Rome : I hanr a Note from the Volccan 
date to finde you out there. You hane well faued nice a 
dayes iourncy. 

"Rom. There hath beene in Rome fhaunge Infurredi- 
ons : The people, againft the Senatours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

Vol. Hath bin ; is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
fo, they are in a mod warlike preparation, & hope to com 
vpon them, in the heate of their diuifion 

Rom. The maine blate of it is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles rtceyue fo 
to heart, the Baniihment of that worthy CerioJamu, that 
they are in a ripe aptnefTe, to take al power from the peo- 
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes for cucr . 
This lyes glowing 1 can tell you, and is almoft mature for 
the violent breaking out. 

Vol. C ri-.L-.ui rhmfht ? 

*Rvm. Banith'd fir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence A7- 
ceiner. 

Rom. The day ferues well for them now. I haue heard 
it taidc, the fitted time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
slice's falne out with her Husband. Your Noble Tulhu 
Mfidita well appeare well in thefe Warres, his great 
Oppufer Ccriolantu being now in no requeft of his coun- 
trcy. 

Volet. He cannot choofe : I am moll fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you. You haue ended my Bu- 
finctTe,and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rsm. 1 wall bctwecne this and Supper, tell you mod 
drange things from Rome : all tending to the good of 
their Aduerfaries. Haue you an Army ready fay you ? 

Vol. A mod Royall one s The Centurions, and their 
charges didinftly billetted already in th'enrertainment, 
and to be on foot at an houres warning. 

Rem. 1 am ioyfull to heare of their readinelTe . and am 
the msn I thinke, that ftall fet them in prefent Ae}ion.So 
fir, heartily well met, and mod glad of your Company. 

Volet. You take my part from me fir, lhaue the mod 



caufe to be glad of your*. 

Jtaav. Well, let vs go together. Extant. 
Enttr CorhlantU in meant Affjirtl,', Dif- 
gnijdyand mujfled. 

Corh. A goodly City is this Annum. Citty, 
'Tit 1 that made thy Widdowcs : Many an heyre 
Of thefe faire Edifices fore my Warre* 
Haue I heard groane,and drop : Then know me not, 
Lead that thy Wiurs with Spits.and Boyet with Hones 
In puny Battell flay me. Saue you fir. 

Ct. And you. 

Cork. Dired me, if it be your will, where great, Unf. 
fidm lie* : Is he in Antium ? 

Ct. He is, and Fcaft* theNoblet of the State, at his 
houfe this night. 

Corh. Which it his houfe .befeecb you t 

Ct. Thit heere before you. 

Corh. Thanke you fir, farewell. Exit Gtbun 

Oh World, thy flippery turne* 1 Friendt now fad fworn, 
Whofe double bofomes feeroet to weare one heart, 
Whofe Houres, whole Bed, whole Meak and Exercife 
Are dill together : who Twin (as 'twere)in Loue, 
Vnfeparable, shall within thit houre, 
On a diflention of a Doit, breake out 
To bittered Enmity : So felled Foes, 
Whole Pallions, and whofe Plots haue broke their deep 
To take the one the other, by fome chance, 
Sume txicke not worth an Egge, shall grow deere friends 
And inter-ioyne their y flues. So with me, 
My Birth-place haue I, and trsy loues vpon 
This Enemie Towne : He enter, ifhe day me 
He does faire luftice : ifhe giue me way, 
He do his Country Seruice. Exit. 



; Str. WfatffiZ wfne" ' 



ice it heere i I 



. Exit 



What 

thinke our Fellowes are aslcepe. 

Enttr auttbtr Strmugman. 
a Str. Where's f>iu:my M.cals for him; 

Enttr Coritlanut. 
Corh. A goodly Houfe : 
The Fead fmels well : but I appease not like a Cued. 
Enttr the fi-ji Struingman. 
i ' What would you haue Fiiend? whence are you? 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doore ? Exit 
Corh. 1 haue deferu'd no better entertainment, in be- 
ing CorhlantU. Enttr freeud Sernant. 

l Srr. Whence are you fir ? Ha's the Porter his eye* in 
his head. that he giue* entrance to fuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 
Corh. Away. 

* Srr. Away ? Get you away. 
Corh. Now th'ait troublelome. 

a Str. Are you fa braue s He haue you talkt with anon 

Enter 3 Semingman, 1 be I mtttt tim. 
3 What Fcllowe* this? 

I A drange one as euer I look'd onl: I cannot get him 
out o'th'houfe : Prythee call my Mader to him. 

3 What haue you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid 
the houfe. 

Corh. Let me but dand,I will not hurt yourHarth. 

3 What are you ? 

Cent. A Gentleman. 

3 A maru'llous poo re one. 

Corh. True,fo I am. 

3 Pray you poo re Gentleman, take vp fome other fta- 
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tion : Heere't no place for you , pray you auoid I Come. 

Cork. Follow your Function, go, and batten on colde 
bits. Pujbtt bim evay from bim. 

3 What you will not? Prythec tell my Maiftcr what 
a ftrangc Gueft he ha't heere. 

a And I mail. 

3 Where dwel'ft thou i 

Corn. Vnder the Canopy. 

3 Vnder the Canopy ? 

Cork. I. 

3 Where'f that ? 

Ccrio. I'th City of Kite* and Crowe*. 

3 l'th City of Kitct and Crowe* ? What an Afle it it, 
then thou dwel'ft with Dawe* too ? 

Cork. No, 1 ferue nut thy Mafter. 

3 How lit? Do you meddle with my Mafter ? 

Ccrio. I, tit an honcfter feruice, then to meddle with 
thy Miftris : Thou prat'ft,and prat'ft, ferue with thy tren- 
cher : Hence. 'Btati bim away 
Enttr AuffiditU with ibt Strutngmjn. 

Auf. Where ii this Fellow ? 

^ Here fir, I'de haue beaten him like a doggc, but for 
difturbing the Lordswithin. 

yf»/.Whence com'ft thou? What woldft y?Thy name? 
Why Ipcak'ft not/ Speake man : What'* thy name? 

Cone. If Tullut not yet thou Icnow'ft me, and feeing 
me, doft not thinlce me for the man 1 am, neecflitic com- 
mands me name my ftlfe. 

Auf. What it thy name ? 

Cork. A name vnmuficall to the Vokiant eare*,| 
And harm in found to thine. 

Auf. Say, what' > thy name? 
Thou haft a Grim apparance, and thy Face 
Bcaret a Command in't : Though thy Tackles torne, 
Thou fliew'ft a Noble VelTcll : What's thy name ? 

Ctio. Prepare thy brow to frowne.knowft y me yet? 

Auf. I know thee not ? Thy Name f 

Crio. My name is dim eHfariim, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voice* 
Great hurt and Mifchiefe : thereto wimefle may 
My Surname drhlanm. The painfull Seruice, 
The extreme Dangers, and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for my thanklefle Country,are requittcd : 
But with that Surname, a good mcmorie 
And witnefle of the Malice and Difpleafure 
Which thou fliould'ft beare me, only that name remains. 
The Cruelty and Enuy of the people. 
Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who 
Haue all forlbokc me, hath dcuour'd the reft : 
And fuffer'd me by th'voycc of Slauct to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now this extremity, 
Hath brought me to thy Harth, not out of Hope 
(Miftake me not) to faue my life : for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the Men i'th'World 
I would haue voided thee. But in mrere fpight 
To be full quit of thofe my Banilhers, 
Stand 1 before thee heere : Then if thou haft 
A heart of wreake in thee, that wilt reuenge 
Thine ownc particular wrongs, and ftop thole maimes 
Of flume fecne through thy Country, fpeed thee ftraight 
And make my mifery lerue thy turnc : So vie it, 
That my rcuen^cfull Seruiccs may proue 
As Benefit* to thee. For I will fight 
A gain ft my Cankred Countrey, with the Spleene 
Of all the vnder Fiends. But if Co be, 
Thou dar'ft not this, and that to proue 



Th'art tyr'd, then in a word, I alfo am 
Longer to hue moft wearie : and prefent 
My throat to thee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
Which not to cut, would ftiew thee but a Foole, 
Since 1 haue cuer followed thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnet of Blood out of thy Countries breft, 
And cannot liue but to thy flume, vnlcfle 
It be to do thee feruice. 

Auf. Oh MartiiU , Martitu; 
Each word thou haft fpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
A roote of Ancient Enuy. If Jupiter 
Should from yond clowd fpeake diuine things, 
And fay 'tis true; I'de not beleeue them more 
Then thee all-Noble Martm. Let roe twine 
Mine armes about that body, where againft 
My grained Afl> an hundred times hath broke, 
And fcarr'd the Moone with fplinter* : heere I cleep 
The Anuile of my Sword, and do conteft 
At hotly,and a* Nobly with thy Lour, 
At euer in Ambitious ftrength, I did 
Contend againft (hy Valour. Know thou firft, 
I lou'd the Maid I married I neuer man 
Sigh'd truer breath. But that I fee thee heere 
Thou Noble thing, more dance* my rapt heart, 
Then when 1 firft my wedded Miflri* law 
Beftride my Threlhuld. Why, thou Mar* I tell thee, 
We haue a Power on fbote : and 1 had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne, 
Or loofe mine Arme tor 'c : Thou haft beate mce out 
Twelue feuerall timet, and I haue nightly fince 
Dreamt of encounter* 'twixt thy felfe and me : 
We haue beene downe together in my tleepe, 
Vnbuckling Helmet, filling each others Throat, 
And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy Martitu, 
Had we no other quarrel! elfe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence Baniih'd, we would mufter all 
From twelue, to feuentie : and powring Warre 
Into the bowel* of vngratefull Rome, 
Like a bold Flood o're-beate. Oh come.go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by'th'hand* 
Who now are heere, taking their I 
Who am prepar'd againft your Territories, 
Though not for Rome it felfe. 

Cork. You blelTe me Godt. 

Auf. Therefore moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt 1 
The leading of thine owne Reuenge*, take 
Th'one halfe of my CommiiTi n.and fet downe 
As beft thou art experiene'd, fince thou know'ft 
Thy Countiies ftrength and weaknelTc, thine own 
Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,) 
To fright them, ere deftroy. But come in, 
Let me commend thee firft, to thofe that 
Say yea to thy defiret. A thoufand 
And more a Friend, then ere an 
Yet Martm that wat much. Your hand: moft welcome. 

Exrujir 

Emir two oftbt Stnangmeu. 
I Heere't a ftrangc alteration ? 

a By my hand, I hadthoght to haue ftroken him with 
a Cudgell,and yet my minde gaue me, hit cloathes made 
a falfe report of him. 

I Whit an Arme he ha*, heturn'd me about with hit 
finger and hit thumbe,at one would fet vp a Top. 

* Nay, I knew by hit face that there wat fomc-thing 
in him. He had fir, a kinde of face me thought, I cannot 

tell 

So 
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tell how to tearme it. 

1 He had fo, looking at it were, would I were hang'd 
but I thought there was more in him, then I could think. 

2 So did I, lie be fworne: He, is fimply the rareft man 
i'th'world. 

I I thinke he is s but a greater foldier then he, 
You wot one. 

* Who my Matter ? 

1 Nay, it'i no matter for that. 

s Worth fix on him. 

1 Nay not fo neither t but I take him to be the greater 
Souldiour. 

2 Faith looke you, one cannot tell how to fay that: for 
the Defence of a Towne,our Generall is excellent. 

1 I, and for an aflault too. 

Enltr the third Seruingman, 

3 Oh Slaucs, I can tell you Newes, News you Rafcals 
t Bctb. What, what, what? Let's partake. 

3 1 would not be a Roman of all Nation* ; I had aa 
liue be a condemn'd man. 
'Both. Wherefore? Wherefore? 

3 Why here'a he that wat wont to thwacke our Ge- 
nerall, Cam eMartiut. 

1 Why do you fay, thwacke our Generall ? 

3 1 do not fay thwacke our Generall, but he wai al- 
wayes good enough for him 

2 Come we are fellowet and friends : he wai euer too 
hard for him, I haue heard him fay fo himfelfc. 

1 He wa* too hard for him dire&ly, to fay the Troth 
on't before Corn/a, he fcotcht him.and notcht him like a 
Carbinado. 

2 And hee had bin 
boyld and eaten him too. 

1 But more of thy Newes. 

3 Why he is fo made on heere within, as if hee were 
Son and Heire to Mars, fet at vpper end o'th 'Table ! No 
queftion askt him by any of the Senators, but they ftand 
bald before him. Our Generall himfelfc makes a Miftrit 
of him.Sanftifiet himfelfc with's hand, and turnet vp the 
white o'th'eye to his Dilcourfe. But the bottome of the 
Newes is, our Generall 11 cut i'th'middle.Sc but one halfe 
of what he was yefterdav. For the other ha's halfe, by 
the intreaty and graunt of the whole Table. Hee'I go he 
fayes,and fole the Porter of Rome Gates by th'eara. He 
will mowe all downe before him, and leaue his paffage 
poul'd. 

2 And he's as like to do't,as any man I can imagine. 

3 Doo't? he will doo't : for look you fir, he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies : which Friends fir as it were.durft 
not ( looke you fir) fhew themfelues (as we terme it) his 
Friends, whileft he's in Direclitude. 

1 Direflirude? What's that T 

3 But when they fhall fee fir, hit Creft vp againe.and 
the man in blood, they will out of their Burroughes (like 
Conies after Raine) and reuell all with him. 

1 But when goes this forward .* 

3 To morrow, to day, prefently, you fhall haue the 
Drum ftrooke vp this afternoone : "l*is as it were a parcel 
of their Fcaft,and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Why then wee fhall haue a (lining World againe : 
This peace is nothing, but to raft Iron, encrcjfc Taylois, 
and breed Ballad-makers. 

1 Let me haue Warre fay I, it exceeds peace as farre 
as day do's night: It's fprightly walking,audible,and foil 
of Vent. Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargic, mull'd, 
deafe, fleepe, infenfible, a getter of more baftard Chil- 



dren, then warres a deftroyer of men. 

2 'Tis fo, and as warres in fome fort may be (aide to 
be a Rauifher, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great 
maker of Cuckolds. 

I I, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Reafon,becaufe they then lefTe neede one another : 
The Warres for my money. I hope to fee Romanes as 
cheape as Volcians. They are rifing,thcy are rifing. 

Hetb. In, in, in, in. Extant 
Shut 1 be rut Tribuntt t Sciniui ,and "Bruttu. 

Sicin. We heare not of him, neither need we fear him, 
Hit remedies are tame, the prefent peace, 
And quietnefTe of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluih, that the world goes well : who rather had, 
Though they themfelues did fuffer by't, behold 
DifTentiout numbers pcftring ftreets, then fee 
Our Tradefmen finging in their fhops,and going 
About their Fundiont friendly. 

Enter tMentniut. 

Bru. We flood too't in good time. Is this MtntnimP 

Stein. Tit he.'tis he : O he is grown moft kind of late: 
HailcSir. Mene. Haile to you both. 

Sicin. Your Corklanus it not much tnift, but with his 
Friends : the Commonwealth doth ftand, and fo would 
do, were he more angry at it. 

Mene. All't well, and might haue bene much better, 
if he could haue temporix'd. 

Sicin. Where it he, heare you ? 

Mtnt, Nay I heare nothing : 
Hit Mother and hit wife, heare nothing from him. 
Enter tbret or foure Gtmtmt. 

All. The Godt preferuc you both. 

Skein. Goo den our Neighbour!. 

'Bru. Gooden to you all,gooden to you all. 

1 Our feluet,our wiues,and children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sicin. Liue, and thriuc. 

Bru. Farewell kinde Neighbours': 
We wifht Ccrielaniu had lou'd you as we did. 

All. Now the Godt keepe you. 

Bttb Tri. Farewell, farewell. Extant Cilhumt 

Sicin. This is a happier and more comely time, 

Then when thefe Fellow es ran about the ftreets, 

Crying Confufion. 

'Bru. Caim Martini was 

A worthy Officer i'th'Warre, but Infolent, 

O'recome with Pride. Ambitious,paft all thinking 

Selfe-louing.) 

Scin. And affedYing one fole Throne, without a flirt ace 
c3frnr. 1 thinke not fo. 
Sitin. We fhould by this, to all our Lamention, 
If he had gone forth Confull.found it fo. 

'Bru. The Godt haue well preuentc 
Sit* fafe and ftill, without him. 

Enter an zAZdilc. 
cAZdilt. Worthy Tribunes, 
There it a Slauc whom we haue put in prifon, 
Reports the Volcet with two ieuerall Powers 
I Are entred in the Roman Territoriet, 
I And with the deepeft malice of the Warre, 
j Deftroy, what lies before 'em. 

Mine. TuAuffidiue, 
! Who hearing of our Martiul Banifhment, 
Thruftt forth hit hornet againe into the world 
Which were In-fhell'd, when Martim ftood fom 

And 
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And durft nut once peepe out. 

Sicin. Come, what talke you .■> ■■Ifartitu. 

'Bru. Co fee this Rumorer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Voice* dare breake with vt. 

Mtvt. Cannot be ? 
We haue Record, that very well it can, 
And three example* of the like, hath bcene 
Within my Age. But realon with the fellow 
Before you punifli him, where he heard this, 
Lead you ftull chance to whip your Information, 
And beate the Meffcnger, who bid* beware 
Of what it to be dreaded. 

Sri*. TeU not me x I know this cannot be. 

Bru. NotpoiUble. 

Enter a Mejfengtr. 
Mef. The Nobles in great carneAnefTe ate going 
All to the Senatr-houfe : fome newe* b comming 
That turnes their Countenance!. 

Sicin. Tit this Slaue : 
Go whip him fore the peoples eye* : Hi* railing, 
Nothing but his report. 

Me/. Yes worthy Sir, 
The Slaoes report is feconded,and more 
More fearfull is deliuer'd. 

Skin. What more fearefull ? 

Mef. It is (poke freely out of "many mouths, 
How probable 1 do not know, that Mir t mi 
loyn'd with Auffiditu, lcjds a power "gainii Rome, 
And vowe* Rcucnge as fpaciout, as bctweene 
The yong'ft and oldeft thing. 

Sicm. This is moft likely.' 

'Bru. Rais'd onely.that the weaker fort may with 
Good Martha home againe. 

Sitin. The very tricke on't. 

Mene. This it vnlikely, 
He, and Auffidm can no more attone 
Then violent'!! Contrariety. 

Enitr Mijfdgtr. 

MtJ. You are fent for to the Senate : 
A fearefull Army, led by Caita Manila, 
AfTuciated with Auffiditu, Rage* 
Vpon our Territories, and haue already 
O're-borne their way, confum'd with fire, and tooke 
What lay before them. 

Enter dmirita. 

dm. Oh you haue made good worke. 

Mene. What newts ? What newes/ 

dm. You haue help to rauifli your owne daughter*,& 
To melt the Citty Lejdcs vpon your pates, 
To fee your Wiucs diftionour'd to your Nofe*. 

Mene. What's the newes? What's the newe*? 

dm. Your Temples burned in their Cimcnt, and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin'd 
Into an Augors boare. 

Mene. Pray now, your Newes : 
You haue made (aire worke I feare me : pray your newes, 
If Martha mould be ioyn'd with Volcean*. 

dm. If .' He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity then Nature, 
That Dupes man Better : and they follow him 
Again i; vs Brats, with no lefTe Confidence, 
Then Boyci purfuing Summer Butter-flics, 
Or Butchers killing Flyes. 

Mene. You haue made good worke, 
You and your Apron men : you,that ftood fb much 
Vpon the voyce of occupation, and 



The breath of Garlicke-eatcrs. 

Cm. Hec'l wake your Rome about your cares. 

Mene. At Hercules did (hake downc Mellow Fruite : 
You haue made faire worke. 

Brut. But is this true fir ? 

dm, I, and you'l looke pale 
Before you findc it other. All the Regions 
Do fmilingly Reuolt, and who refifts 
Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, 
And perifli conftant Foolet: who b't can blam« him ? 
Your Enemies and his, finde fomcthing in him. 

Mene. We are all vodone, vnlefle 
The Noble man haue mercy. 

dm. Whofttallaakeitr 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for flume ; the people 
Deferue fuch pitty of him, a* the Wolfe 
Doc's of the Shcpheard* ; For his beft Friends, if they 
Should fay be good to Rome, they charg'd him,cucn 
A* thofe (bould do that had deferu'd his hate, 
And therein fliew'd like Enemies. 

cJI/V.'Ti* true,if he were putting to my houfc, the brand 
That flu u Id confume it, I haue not the face 
To (ay, be leech you ccafc. You haue made faire hand*, 
You and your Craft*, you haue crafted faire. 

Com. You haue brought 
A Trembling vpon Rome, fuch a* wa* neuer 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Mene. How? Wa*'t we ? We lou'd him, 
But like Beafls, and Cowardly Noble*, 
Gaue way vnto your Clutters, who did hoote 
Him out o'th'Citty. 

C*m. But I feare 
They'l roare him in againe. luiltu Auff'tdim, 
The fecond name of men, obeyes his point* 
At if he were his Officer : Dcipcration, 
I* all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againlt them. 

Enter a Trotfe of Ot'nau. 

Mtne. Heere come the Clufter*. 
And is Auffidmi with him t You are they 
That made the Ayre vnwholf<.me,whcn you caft 
Your (linking, grcafie Caps, in hooting 
At drislema Exile. Now he's comming,] 
And not a haire vpon a Souldiera head 
Which will not proue a whip : As many Co a combes 
As you threw Caps vp,will he tumble dowi e, 
And pay you for your voyces. ' l is no matter, 
If he could burne vs all into oue coale, 
We haue deferu'd it. 

Omnei. Faith, we heare fearfull Newe*. 

l Cit. For mine owne part, 
When 1 (aid banifti him, I (aid 'twa* pitty. 

a And fo did I. 

3 And fo did I t and to fay the truth, fo did very ma- 
ny of vs, that we did we did for the befl.and though wee 
willingly contented to hit Banifhment.yet it was a gain ft 
our will. 

dm. Y'are goodly things, you Voyces. 

Mene. You haue made good worke 
You and your cry. Shaft to the Capitoll? 

Com. Oh I, what eK'e i Exeunt both. 

Sicin. Go Mj iters get you home.be not difmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to haue 
This true, which they fo feeme to feare. Go home, 
And (hew no figne of Feare. 

I. Ct. 
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i Q't- The Gods bee good to v« : Come Mailers lct'« 
home, 1 euer faid we were i'th wrong, when we* banifh'd 
him. 

x C'l- So did we all. But come, let's home. Exit Cit. 
Bru. I do not like this Newes. 
Stein. Nor I. 

'Bru. Let** to the Capitoll: would halfe my wealth 
Would bay this for a lye. 

Stein. Pray let's go. Extant Trtbunei. 

Setter A*fi;diu* vitb bit Lieutenant. 

An/. Do they ilill flye tu'th'Roman? 

Lien. I do not know what Witchcraft's in him : but 
Your Soldiers vie him as the Crace 'fore meate, 
Their talke at Table, and their Thankes at end, 
And you are darkned in thu action Sir, 
Euen by your owne. 

Auf. 1 cannot helpe it now, 
Vnlefle by vfing mranea 1 lame the foote 
Of our defigne. He beates himfelfe more proudlier, 
Euen to my perfon, then I thought he would 
When firft 1 did embrace him. Vet his Nature 
In that's no Changeling, and 1 muft excufc 
What cannot be amended. 

Lien. Yet 1 wifls Sir, 
(\ meane for your particular) you had not 
Ioyn'd in Commiilion with him : but either haue borne 
The action of your fclfe, or elfe to him, had left it foly. 

*Auf. 1 vnderftand thee well, and be thou fure 
When he (hall come to his account,he knowe* not 
What I can vrge a gain ft him, although it feemes 
And fo he thinkes, and is no leiTe apparant 
To th'vulgar eye, that he bearcs all things fairely : 
And fhewes good Husbandry for the Volcian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchceue as foonc 
As draw his Sword : yet he hath left vndone 
That which thall breake his necke, or haxard mine, 
When ere we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I befeech you, think you he'l carry Rome f 

Auf. All places yeelds to him ere he fits downe, 
And theiNubility of Rome are his : 
The Senators and Patricians loue him too : 
The Tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people 
Will be as raih in the repcalc, as hifty 
To expell him thence. 1 thinke hee l be to Rome 
At is the Afpray to the I .ih, who takes it 
By Soucraignty of Nature. Firft, he was 
A Noble feruant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honors eeuen : whether 'was Pride 
Which out of dayly Fortune euer taints 
The happy man ; whether detect of judgement, 
To faile in the difpofing of thole chances 
Which he was lord of : or whether Nature, 
Not to be other then one thing, not moouing 
From th'Caske to th'Cufhion : but commanding peace 
Euen with the fame aufterity and garbe, 
As he controli'd the warre. But one of thefe 
(As he hath fpicra of them all) not all, 
For I dare fo farre free him, made him fear'd, 
So hated, and fo banifh'd: but he ha's a Merit 
To choake it in the vtt'rance : So our Vertue, 
Lie in th'intcrpretation of the time, 
And power vnto it felfe molt commendable, 
Hath not a Tombe lb euident as a Chaire 
T'extoll what it hath done. 

One fire driues out one fire ; one Naile,one Naile ; 
Right* by rights fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do faile. 

6*, 
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Thou art poor'ft of allj then ihortly art thou mine.*jr«»f 



ASlus Quintus. 



Enter Mcnenim, Ceminiut, Sicwita, Brutm , 
the two Tnbunet, with etbtrt. 
Mtnen. No, He not go: you heare what he hath faid 
Which was fomctime his Generall : who loued him 
In a moft deere particular. He cill'd me Father : 
But what o'that T Go you that banifh'd him 
A Mile before his Tent, fall downe, and knee 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
To heare Caminim fpeake, lie keepe at home. 
Com. He would not lecme to know me. 
Mrnen. Do you heare ' 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I vrg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we haue bled together. Cario/anut 
He would not anfwer too ! Forbad all Names, 
He was a kinde of Nothing, Tiriclcflc, 
•nil he had forg'd himfelfe a name a'lh'fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Mtnen. Why fo : you haue made good worke : 
A paire of Tribunes, that haue wrack'd lor Rome, 
To make Coales cheape : A Noble memory. 

Com. 1 minded him, how Royall 'twas to pardon 
When it was lefle expected. He'replyed , 
It was a bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had puniih'd. 

Aim en. Very well, could he fay lefle. 

Cm. I offered to awaken his regard 
For's priuate Friends. His anfwer to me was 
He coolJ not ftay to pickc them, in a pile 
Of Boyfome mufty Chafle. He faid, 'twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, to leaue vnburnt 
And atill to nofe ■ h 'offence. 

Menen. For one poore graine or two ? 
I asn one of tbofe : his Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
And this braue Fellow too : we are the Graincs, 
You are the mufty Chafte.and you are fmelt 
Aboue the Moone. We muft be burnt for yoo. 

Stem. Nay, pray be patient : If you refoie your ayde 
In this fo ncucr-ncedcd h'clpe, yet do not 
Vpbraid's with our diftreffe. But fure if you 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then the inftant Armic we can make 
Might ft-jp our Countryman. 

extent. No: He not meddle. 

Siein. Prsy you go to him. 

Men*. What mould 1 do t 

Bru. Onely make Criall what yoor Lone can do, 
For Rome, towards Mar tint. 

cMtne. Well, and fay that Marline rerurne mce, 
As Qominim is return 'd, vnhcard: what then ? 
But as a difcontentcd Friend, grcefe-fbot 
With his rnltindneiTe. Say't be fo T 

Siein. Yet yoor good will 
Muft haue that thankes from Rome, after the meafure 
As you intended well. 

Men*. He »ndertak't : 
I thinke hec'l heare me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And humme at good Cminiut, much vnheart* mce. 

cc Hee I 
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He wai not taken well, he had not din'd, 
The Veines vnfill'd, our blood i* cold,and then 
We powt vpon the Morning, are vnapt 
To giue or to forgiue; but when we haue ftufft 
Thefe Pipes, and thefe Conuryances of our blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we haue fupplcr Scutes 
Then in our Pricft-likc Fafts: therefore lie watch him 
Till he be dieted to my rcqueft, 
And then He fet vpon him. 

Writ. You know the very rode into hit kindnefTe, 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Mtnt. Good faith He proue him, 
Speed how it will. 1 (hall ere long, haue knowledge 
Of my fuccefle. Exit. 

Com. Hee'l neuer heare him. 

&eim. Not. 

Cam. 1 tell you, he doe's fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burne Rome : and his Iniury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneel'd before him, 
'Twas very faintly he faid Rife: difmift me 
Thus with his fpeechlcfTc hand. What he would do 
He fent in writing after me : what he would not, 
Bound with an Uath to yceld to his conditions: 
So that all hope is vaine, vnlefle his Noble Mother, 
And his Wife, who (as i heare) meane to folicite him 
For mercy to his Countrey : therefore let's hence, 
And with our faire in treaties haft them on. Exeunt 
Enter Mrreniu ic tbt rVaub or Guard. 

i.Wat. Stay: whence are you. 

x. Vat. Stand, and go backe. 

Me. You guard like men, 'tis well. But by your leaue, 
I am an Officer of State,& come to fpeak with Ccrnlanut 
i From whence t Mere. From Rome. 

1 You may not pafTe, you muft returne : our Generall 
will no more heare from thence. 

2 You'l fee your Rome embrae'd with fire, before 
You'l fpeake with Cerio!ama. 

Mtnt. Good my Friends, 
If you haue heard your Generall talke of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch't your eares : it is Mtntnm. 

J Be it fo,go back: the vertue of your name, 
Is not heere pitiable. 

eMtnt. 1 tell thee Fellow, 
Thy General! is my Louer : I haue beene 
The booke of his good AGs, whence men haue read 
His Fame vnparalcll'd, happely amplified : 
For I haue euer verified my Friends, 
(Of whom hee's cheefe) with alt the fixe that verity 
Would without lapfing fuller : Nay, fometimes, 
Like to a Bowie vpon a fubtle ground 
I haue tumbled paft the throw : and in his praife 
Haue (almoft) ftampt the Leafing. Therefore Fellow, 
I muft haue leaue to pafTe. 

I Faith Sir, if you had told as many lies in his behalfe, 
as you haue vttered words in your owne, you ihoulJ not 
pafte heere : no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
Hue chaftly. Therefore go backe. 

Men. Prythce fellow.remember my name is Mentniw, 
alwayes fattionary on the party of your Generall. 

i Howfoeuer you haue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
haue, I am one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you 
cannot pafTe. Therefore go bjeke. 

Mtnt. Ha's he din'd can'ft thou tell? For I would not 
fpeake with him, till after dinner. 

I You are a Roman, are you T 



Mtnt. I am as thy Generall is. 

I Th<n you fhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you, 
when you haue pufht out your gates, the very Defender 
of them, and in a violent popular ignorance, giuen your 
enemy your fhield, thinke to front his reuenges with the 
eafie groants of old women, the Virginal! Palms of your 
daughters, tor with the palfied interceflion of fuch a de- 
cay 'd Dotant as you fecme to be? Can you think to blow 
out the intended fire, your City is ready to flame in, with 
fuch weake breath as this' No, you are deceiu'd, tberfore 
backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution : you are 
condemn'd, our Generall has fwome you out of reprceue 
and pardon. 

Mtnt. Sirra, if thy Captaine knew I were heere, 
He would vfe me with eftimation. 

i Come, my Captaine knowes you not. 
Mtnt. I meane thy Generall. 

1 My Generall cares not for you. Back I fay, go: leaft 
I let forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe, that's the vt- 
moft of your hauing, backe. 

Mtnt. Nay but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanut wab .Auffttitus. 

Cor to. What's the matter ? 

AUrifr.Now you Companion: He fay an arrant for you : 
you (hall know now that I am in eftimation : you shall 
perceiue, that a lacke gardant cannot office me from my 
Son Crulanui, gucflc but my entertainment with him: if 
thou ftand'ft not i'th (hue of hanging, or of fome death 
more long in Spe£rator(hip,and crueller in fuffrring, be- 
hold now prcfently, and fwoond for what's to come vpon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy 
particular prof pcrity, and loue thee no worfe then thy old 
Father Mtntnm do's. O my Son, my Son 1 thou art pre- 
paring fire for vs : looke thee, h cere's water to quench it. 
I was hardly moued to come to thee : but becing afTured 
none but my felfe could moue thee , i haue bene blowne 
out of your Gates with fighes : and coniure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitionary Countrimen. The good 
Gods afTwage thy wrath, and tume the dregs of it, vpon 
this Varlet heere : This, who like a blocke hath denyed 
my accede to thee. 

Cork. Away. 

Mtnt. How? Away ? 

Corn. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affaires 
Are Seruanted to others : Though I owe 
My Reuenge properly, my rcmiflion lies 
In Volcean brefts. That we haue becne familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfolncfle (hall poifon rather 
Then pitty : Note how much,itherefore be gone. 
Mine eares againft your fuites, are ftronger then 
Your gates againft my force. Yet for I loued thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 
And would haue fent it. Another word Mtntnm, 
I will not heare thee fpeake. This man Aujjidtiu 
Was my belou'd in Rome s yet thou bchold'ft. 

Auffti. You keepe a conftant temper. Exeunt 
Manet the Guard and Mtntnm. 

I Now fir, is your name Mtntnm ? 

a "Tis a fpell you fee of much power : 
You know the way home againe. 

i Do you heare how wee are (hent for keeping your 
greatnefle backe i 

» What caufe do you thinke I haue to fwoond? 

Mtntn. I neither care for th'world, nor your General : 
for fuch things as you, I can fcarfe thinke tber's any,y'are 
fo flight. He that hath a will to die by himfelfe, feares it 

no t 
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not from another : Let your General) do his word. For 
you, bee that you are, I long; and your mifery encreafe 
with your age. I fay to you, as 1 waa faid to, Away.£jr/> 

I A Noble Fellow I warrant him. 

a The worthy Fellow it our Gcneral.He'i the Rock, 
The Oalce not to be winde-fhaken. Exit Watch. 

Enter Cerkkmu and Autftduu. 

Cario. We will before the walb of Rome to morrow 
Set downe our Hoaft. My partner in this A&ion, 
You mull report to th'Volcian Lords, how plainly 
I haue borne this BufincfJe. 

Anf. Onely their ends you haue refpedied, 
Stopt your caret againft the generall fuite of Rome t 
Neuer admitted a priuat whlfper, no not with fuch frend* 
That thought them furc of you. 

Ctrit. This la ft old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I haue fent to 
Lou'd me, aboue the meafure of a Father, 
Nay godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge 
Wat to fend him : for whofe old Loo* I haue 
(Though I fhew'd fowrely to biro J once more offer'd 
The (irft Conditions which they did refufe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 
That thought he could do more : A very little 
I haue yeelded too. Frelh £mbaflet,and Suite*, 
Nor from the State, nor priuate friendt heereafter 
Will I lend care to. Ha' what (bout it this ? Shorn! v'ui'm 
Shall 1 be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the fame time 'tit made? 1 will not. 

Enter rirgiiia , Volumnia ,Vakria, yong Martini , 
rritb Attendant t. 
My wife comes for molt, then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this Trunke was fram'd, and in her hand 
The Grandchilde to her blood. But out affeaion, 
All bond and priuiledge of Nature breake ; 
Let it be Vertuout to be Obftinate. 
What is that Curt'fie worth? Or thofe Douct eyes, 
Which can make Godt furfworne ? I melt, and am not 
Of ftrongcr earth then otbert: my Mother ©owes, 
At if Olymput to a Mole-hill fhould 
In Application Nod : and my yong Boy 
Hath an Afpect of interceftion, which 
Creat Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, He neuer 
Be fuch a Gofling to obey inftinc) ; but ftand 
At if a man were Author of himfelf,& knew no other kin 

Virgil. My Lord and Hutband. 

Coeie. Thefe eyet are not the fame I wore in Rome. 

Vtrg. The forrow that deliuert vs thu* chang'd, 
Maket you thinke fo. 

Cork. Like a dull Aclor now, I haue forgot my part, 
And I am out, euen to a full Difgrace. Beft of my Flefh, 
Forgiue my Tyranny : but do not fay, 
For that forgiue our Romanes. O a kifTe 
Long as my Exile, fweet as my Reuenge \ 
Now by the iealous Quceae of Heauen, that kifTe 
I carried from thee deare j and my true Lippe 
Hath Virgin'd it ere lincc. You Godt, I pray, 
And the moft noble Mother of the world 
Leaue vnfaluted : Sinke my knee i'th 'earth, Knttltt 
Of thy deepe duty, more imprefaion (hew 
Then that of common Sonnet. 

Volum. Oh ftand vp bleft ! 
Whil'ft with no letter Cufhion then the Flint 
I kneele before thee, and vnj 
Shew duty as miftakeo, all this wl 



Betweene the Chi Me. an J Parent. 

Cork. What't this? your knees to me ? 
To your Corrected Sonne ? 
Then let the Pibblrt on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starret : Then, let the mutinout 
Strike the proud Cedart 'gainft the fiery Sun t 
Murd'ring lmpoflibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight worke. 

Volum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope to frame thec 
Do you know this Lady ? 

Cork. The Noble Sifter of Puhlitola ; 
The Moone of Rome : Chafte as the lficlc 
That's curdled by the Froft, from pureft Snow, 
And hangs on Diant Temple: Deere XJaltr'ta. 

Velum. That it a poore Epitome of yours, 
Which by th'interpretation of full time, 
May fhew like all your felfe. 

Gsri'e. The God of Souldiert : 
With the confent of fupreame Ioue, informe 
Thy thoughts with NoblenefTe, that thou mayft proue 
To fhame vnvulnerable, and fticke i'th Warres 
Like a great Sea-markc ftanding euery flaw, 
And fauing thofe that eye thec. 

"Velum. Your knee, Sirrah. 

Ccrie, That's my braue Boy. 

Velum. Euen he,your wife, this Ladic.and my felfe, 
Are Sutors to you. 

Cerie. I befeech you peace : 
Or if you'ld aske, remember this before ; 
The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neuer 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Difmifle my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe, with Romes Mechanickes. Tell me not 
Wherein I feeme vnnaturall : Defire not t'allay 
My Rages and Reuenges, with your colder reafons. 

Vtlum. Oh no more, no more j 
You haue faid you will not grant vs any thing : 
For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will aske, 
That if you faile in our rcqucft, the blame 
May hang vpon your hardnefTe, therefore heare vs. 

Corn. Auffid'm , and you Voices markc, for wcc'l 
Heare nought from Rome in priuate. Your requeft? 

Volum. Should we be filent 4e not fpeak,our Raiment 
And State of Bodies would bewray what life 
We haue led fince thy Exile. Thinke with thy felfe, 
How more vnfortunate then all liuing women 
Are we come hither ; fince that thy fight, which fhould 
Make our eies flow with ioy, harts dance with comforts, 
Conftraines them wcepe.and fhake with feare & forow, 
Making the Mother, wife, and Childe to fee, 
The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 
Thine enmities moft capital! : Thou barr'ft v» 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
Th it all but we cnioy. For how can we ? 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray? 
Whereto we are bound, together with thy viclury : 
Whereto we are bound : Alacke.or we muft loofe 
The Count ric our deere Nurfe.or elfe thy perfon 
Our comfort in the Country. We muft findc 
An euident Calamity, though we had 
Our wifh, which fide fhould win. For either thou 
Muft as a Forraine Recreant be led 
With Manacles through our ftreett, or elfe 
Triumphantly trcadc on thy Countries ruine, 
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And bore the Palme, tor hatting brauely died 
Thy Wife and Children* blood : For my felfe, Sonne, 
I purpofc not to waite on Fortune, till 
Thefe warm determine : If I cannot perfwade thee, 
Rather to fliew a Noble grace to both partt, 
Then feeke the end of one ; thou (halt no fooner 
March to aflault thy Country, then to treade 
(Truft too't, thou (halt not) on thy Mothers worn be 
That brought thee to thii world. 

> '"t I, and mine, that brought you forth this boy, 
To Iceepe your name liuing to time. 

'Boj. A (h ill not tread on me : He run away 
Till I am bigger, but then He fight. 

Ccrie. Not of a womans tendernc/Te to be, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans face to fee : 
1 haue fate too long. 

i'.ium. Nay, go not from v* thus : 
If it were fo,that our requeft did tend 
To faue the Romanes, thereby to deftroy 
The Voices whom you ferue, you might c 
As poyfonous of your Honour. No,our fuite 
Is that you reconcile them : While the Voice* 
May fay, this mercy we haue (hew'd : the 
This we receiu'd,and each in either fide 
Giue the All-haile to thee, and cry be Bleft 
For making vp this peace. Thou know'ft (great Sonne) 
The end of Warres vncertainc : but this certaine, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou lhaJt thereby reape, is fuch a name 
Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Cuifes : 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, 
But with his laft Attempt, he wip'd it out: 
Deftroy'd his Country, md his name remaine* 
To th'infuing Agc.abhorr'd. Spcake to me Son : 
Thou haft affecled the fiue ftraines of Honor, 
To imitate the graces of the Cods. 
To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a'th'Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult 
That (hould but riue an Oake. Why do'ft not fpeake ? 
Think'ft thou it Honourable for a Nobleman 
Still to remember wrongs / Daughter, fpeake you t 
He cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childi(hne(Te will muuc him more 
Then can our Reafons. 'There's no man in the world 
More bound to's Mother, yet heerc he let's me prate 
Like one i'th'Stocke*. Thou haft neuer in thy life, 
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curtefie, 
When (he(poore Hen J fond of no fecond brood, 
Ha s clock'd thee to the Warres : and fafelie home 
Loden with Honor. Say my Requeft'* vniuft, 
And (purnc me backe : But, if it be not fo 
Thou art not hone ft. and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reftrain'ft from me the Duty, which 
To a Mothers part belongs. He turne* away : 
Down Ladies: let vs (hame him with him withiour knees 
To his fur-name Coriolanut longs more pride 
Then pitty to our Prayers. Downe : an end, 
This is the laft. So, we will home to Rome, 
And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold'*, 
This Boy that cannot tell what he would haue, 
But kneele*,and holds vp hands for fellowftiip, 
Doe's reafon our Petition with more (trcngth 
Then thou haft to deny't. Come, let vs go I 
This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother: 
His Wife is in Orkkl, and his Childe 
Like him by chance : yet giue vsour difpatch t 



I am huflu vntill our City be afire, & then He fpeak a litle 
Hcid, btr by the band filtnt. 

Cork. O Mother, Mother' 
What haue you done? Behold, the Heauens do ope, 
The Cods looke downe, and this vnnaturall Scene 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother : Oh J 
Vou haue wonne a happy Victory to Rome. 
But for your Sonne, beleeue it :Oh beleeue it, 
Mod dangeroufly you haue with him preuail'd, 
If not moft mortal! to him. But let it come : 
Auffidiut, though I cannot make true Warres, 
He frame conuenient peace. Now good Anffidhu, 
Were you in my fteed, would you haue heard 
A Mother lefle? or granted lefle Auffxdhu t 

Auf. I was mou'd withal]. 

Cork, i dare be fworne you were : 
And fir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eye* to fweat companion. But (good fir) 
What peace you'l make,»duife me : For my part, 
He not to Rome, He backe with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this caufe. Oh Mother! Wife ! 

Auf. I am glad thou haft fet thy mercy, Ic thy Honor 
A t difference in thee : Out of that He worke 
My felfe a former Fortune. 

Cora. I by and by , But we will drinke together : 
And you (hall beare 

A better witnefle backe then words, which we 

On like conditions, will haue Counter-feal'd. 

Come enter with vs : Ladies you deferue 

To haue a Temple built you : All the Swords 

In Italy, and her Confederate Armes 

Could not haue made this peace. Exeunt. 

Enter Mtnenitu and Stinitu. ((tone ? 

Ment. See you yon'd Coin a'th Capitol, yon'd corner 

Sicin. Why what of that ? 

Ment. If it be poflible for you to difplace it with your 
little finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome,efpe- 
cially his Mother, may preuaile with him. But 1 fay, there 
is no hope in't, out throat* are fentene'd, and ftay vppon 



execution. 

Skin. Is't pofsible, that fo 
condition of a man. 

Ment. There is diffcrency between a Grub tc a But- 
terfly, yet your Butterfly wa* a Grub : this sMartm, i* 
growne from Man to Dragon : He ha* wings, hee's more 
then a creeping thing. 

Skin. He lou'd his Mother deerely. 
Ment. So did he mee : and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, then an eight yeare old horfe. The tartnefle 
of his face.fowres ripe Grapes. When he walks, he moue* 
like an Engine.and the ground (hrinke* before his Trea- 
ding. He i* able to pierce a Corflet with his eye : Talke* 
like a knell, and his hum is a Battery. He fits in his Sate, 
as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids bee done, i* 
fini(ht with his bidding. He want* nothing of a God but 
Eternity, and a Heauen to Throne in. 

Sicin. Ye*,mcrcy,if you report him truly. 
Mem. I paint him in the Character. Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother (hall bring from him : There is no more 
mercy in him, then there is milke in a male-Tyger, that 
(hall our poore City finde : and all this it long of you. 
.Si Jr. The Gods be good vnto v*. 
Mene. No, in fuch a cafe the God* will not bee good 
vnto v*. When we banifh'd him, we refpecled not them t 
and he returning to breake our necks, they refpefl not v*. 
a MeJJinrer. 

m<it l 

6a6~ 



Digitized by Google 



20 



Me/. Sir, ifyou'td faueyour life, flye to your Houfe, 
The Plebeians haue got your Fellow Tribune, 
And hale him vp and downe ; all fwearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comfort home, 
They'l giue him death by lnch«. 

Enter anetber Miffenger. 
Skin. What** the Newes ? f preuayl'd, 

Mcjf. Good Newcs, good newes, the Ladies haue 
The Volcians are difiodg'd, and Martius gone : 
A merrier day did neuer yet greet Rome, 
No,not th'expulfion of the Tar auint. 

Skin. Friend, art thou certaine thii is true ? 
Is't moft certaine. 

Me/. A* certaine as I know the Sun it fire : 
Where haue you lurk'd that you make doubt of it: 
Ne're through an Arch fo hurried the blowne Tide, 
As the recomforted through th'gate*. Why harke you : 
•Ttumfxtt, Hoboyes, -Drum beatt, altogether. 
The Trumpets, Sack-but*, Plalteries,and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Symboles,and the fhowting Romans; 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke rOU. A /bout trithin 

Meat. This is good Ncwes : 
I will go meete the Ladies. This Volumn'ta, 
Is worth of Confuts, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full :Of Tribune* fuch as you, 
A Sea and Land full : you haue pray'd well to day : 
This Morning, for ten thoufand of your throates, 
I'de not haue giuen a doit. Harke, h ow they ioy. 

Scund ftill vitb the Shouts. 

Ski*. Firft, the Gods bleffe you for your tydings : 
Next, accept my thankefulnefle. 

Mejf. Sir, we haue all great caufe to giue great thanks. 

Skin. They are neere the City. 

Me/. Almoft at point to enter. 

Scin. Wee'l meet them, and helpe the ioy. Exeunt. 

Enter nro Senators, with Ladies, paj 'sing ouer 
the Stage, with ttber Lords. 

Sena. Behold our Patronnefle, the life of Rome : 
Call all your Tribes together, praife the God*, 
And make triumphant fires, ftrew Flowers before them : 
Vnfhoot the noife that Banifh'd Martisu; 
Repeale him, with the welcome of his Mother : 
Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 

All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. 

A Flourijb »itb Drummet & Trumpets. 

Enter Tullui *Auffidiui,w\tb Attendants. 
Auf. Go tell the Lords a'th'City, I am hcere : 
Deliuer them this Paper : hauing read it, 
Bid them repayre to th'Market place, where I 
Euen in theirs, and in the Commons caret 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe » 
The City Ports by this hath enter'd, and 
• Intends t'appeare before the People, hoping 
j To purge himfelfe with word*. Difpatch. 

Enter ^ or t, C«*J$>iratart of Aufidius Faffknt. 
Moft Welcome. 

i. Cm. How is it with our Generall ? 
Auf. Euen fo,a* with a man by his owne Almes im- 
poylon'd, and with his Charity flaine. 

l.Gw.Moft Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame intent 
Wherein you wi/ht vs parties : Wee'l deliuer you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell, 

— 



We muft proceed as we do finde the People. 

3.Ce». The People will remaine vncertaine, whil'ft 
Twixt you there's difference : but the fall of either 
Makes the Suruiuor heyre of all. 

Auf. I know it s 
And my pretext to ftrike at him, admits 
A good conftrucYun. I rais'd him, and J pawn'd 
Mine Honor for his truth : who being fo heighten'd, 
He watered his new Plants with dewes of Flattery, 
Seducing fo my Friends : and to this end, 
He bow'd his Nature, neuer knowne before, 
But to be rough, vnfwayable,and free. 

yCaitJp. Sir, his ftoutnefle 
When he did ftand for Confull, which he loft 
By lacke of (looping. 

Auf. That I would haue fpoke'of : 
Being banifh'd for't, he came vnto my Harth, 
Prelented to my knife his Throat : I tooke him, 
Made him ioynt-feruant with me : Gaue him way 
In all his owne defires : Nay, let him choofe 
Out of my Files, his proiecTt*,to accomplifh 
My beftand frefheft men, feru'd his deCgnements 
In mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and tooke fome pride 
To do my felfe this wrong : Till at the laft 
I feem'd his Follower, not Partner; and 
He wadg'd me with his Countenance, as if 
I had bin Mercenary. 

i .Can. So he did my Lord t 
The Army marueyl'd at it, and in the laft, 
When he had carried Rome,and that we look'd 
For no leffe Spoile, then Glory. 

Auf. There was it : 
For which my finewes fhall be ftretcht vpon him, 
At a few drop* of Women* rhewme, which are 
As cheape a* Lies; he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great AAion; therefore fhall he dye, 
And lie renew me in his fall. But hearke. 

Drummes and Trumpets feunds,witb great 
/bewts of the people. 

1. Cm. Your ISatiue Towne you enter'd like a Pofte, 
And had no welcomes home, but he rctumes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyfe. 

2. Con. And patient Foole a, 

Whofe children he hath flaine, their bafe throats teare 
With giuing him glory. 

J. Cn. Therefore at youx vantage, 
Ere heexpreflie himfelfe, or moue the people 
With what he would fay, let him feele your Sword: 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along 
After your way. His Tale pronoune'd, fhall bury 
HisRrafons, with his Body. 

Auf. Say no more. Heerecome the Lords, 
Enter tbe Lords of the Cty. 

All Lords. Yoa are moft welcome home. 

Auff. I haue not deferu'd it. 
But worthy Lords, haue you with heedeperufed 
I What 1 haue written to you f 

All. We haue. 

i. Lord. And greeue to heare't: 
What fault* he made before the laft, I thinke 
Might haue found eafie Fines : But there to end 
Where he was to begin,and giue away 
The benefit of our Leuies, anfwering vs 
With our owne charge : making* Treatie, where 
There was a yeelding; this admits no excufe. 

c c 3 Auf. 
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Auf. He approaches, you (hall heare him. 
Enter Corhlarui marcbirg with Drumme,and Column. Tot 
Commtnert btir.g vitb bim. 

Carts. Haile Lords, I am return'd your Souldicr : 
No more infected with my Countries loue 
Then when I parted hence : but il.ll fubfifting 
Vnder your great Command. You are to know, 
That profperoufly I haue attempted, and 
With bloody paflagc led your Wanes, euen to 
The gate* of Rome: Our fpoiles we haue brought home 
Doth more then counterpoise a full third part 
The charges of the Action. We haue made peace 
With no lefle Honor to the Amiatti 
Then flume to th'Romaines. And we heere deliuer 
Subfcrib'd by'th'Confuls, and Patricians, 
Together with theSeale a'th Senat,what 
We haue compounded on. 

Auf Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers. 

Ccrh. Traitor? How now f 

Auf. I Traitor, Martitu. 

Curio. Martitu ? 

Auf. I Afjrtiud, Otitis Martitu : Do'ft thou thinlce 
He grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftolne name 

Cor'vJanut in Cork lei ? 

You Lords and Heads a'th"State,perfidioufly 
He ha's betray 'd your bufinefTe,and giuen vp 
For certainc drops ofSalt,your City Rome : 
I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking hiiOath and Rel'olution, like 
A twift of rotten Silke, ncuer admitting 
Counfaile a'th'warre : But at his Nurfes teares 
He whin'd and roar'd away your Victory, 
That Pages blufh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at others. 

Cork. Hear'ft thou Mars ? 

%Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of Tearcs. 

Ccrtc. Ha? 

Aufid. No more. 

Cerio. Meafurelcffe Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what containcs it. Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lords, 'tis the firft time that euer 
1 was fore'd to fcoul'd.Your iudgments my graue Lords 
Muft giue this Curre the Lye : and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ftiipcs impreft vpon him, that 
Muft bearc my beating to his Graue, fhall ioyne 
To thruft the Lye vnto him. 

I Lord. Peace both, and heare me fpeake. 

Corio. Cut me to peeces Voices men and Lads, 
Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound : 
If you haue writ your Annates true, 'tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat, I 



Flatter'd your Volcians in Cerkltt. 
Alone 1 did it, Boy. 

*Auf. Why Noble Lords, 
Will you be put in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your flume, by this vnholy Braggart? 
'Fore your owne eyet,and cares? 

•All Canjj> . Let him dye for't. 

All People. Teare him to peeces,do!t prefently : 
He kill'd my Sonne, my daughter, he killd my Cofine 
Marcm, he kill'd my Father. 

a Lord. Peace hoe : no outrage, peace : 
The man is Noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe o'th 'earth : His laft offences to vs 
Shall haue Iudicious hearing. Stand AuffuUtu, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cerio. O that 1 had him, with fix Auffidiufet, or more : 
His Tribe, to vfe my lawfull Sword. 

Auf. Infolent VHUine. 

AJ/Cenjf>. Kill,kiil,kill,kill,kill him. 

Dratt betb the Ccnfrirattn, and kjlt tMartiiu , rrbo 
fa/let, Anffidwt jlands on bim. 

Lerdt. Hold, hold, hold. hold. 

Auf. My Noble M afters, heare me fpeake. 
l.Lerd. O Tulltu. 

l.Lerd. Thou haft done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. 

\Lerd. Tread not vpon him Mafters,all be quiet^ 
Put vp your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 
When you (hall know (as in this Rage 
Prouok'd by him, you cannot; the great danger 
Which this mans life did owe you, you'l rcioyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me toyour Senate, He deliuer 
My felfc your loyall Seruant, or endure 
Your heauieft Cenfurc. 

l.Lerd. Beare from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moft Noble Coarfe, that euer Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 

l.Lerd. His owne impatience, 
Takes from Auffidiut a greatpart of blame : 
Let's make the Beftofit. 

Auf. My Rage is gone, 
And I am ftrucke with forrow. Take him : 
Helpe three a'thcheefeft Souldiers.Ilc be one. 
Beate thou the Drummc thatit fpeake mournfully : 
Traile your fteclc Pikes. Though in thisCity hec 
Hath widdowed and vnchilded many a one, 
Which to this hourebewaile the Iniury, 
Yet he fliall haue a Noble Memory. Affift. 

Exeunt bearing tbt <Bedj of Martitu. A dead March 
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The Lamentable Tragedy of 

Titus Andronicus. 



<L,f£lus Primus. Sccena 'Prima. 



Flwrijb. Enter tbt Tribunn and Senator! abft And tbtn 
r Saturninus and bit Follower t at arte doore, 
and <Ba]iutnut and hi Fo/ieweri at tbt 
& Colours. 




Saturninus. 
1 Oblc Patricians, Patron* of my right, 
Defend the iuftice of my Caufe with Armes. 
And Countrey-mrn, my louing Follower!, 
Pleade my SuccefKue Title with your Swords. 
1 was the firft borne Sonne, that was the laft 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem of Rome ! 
Then let my Fathers Honours liue in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitie. 

'Bajiianm. Romaincs, Friends, Followers, 
Fauourers of my Right : 
If euer 'Bajiianus, Cafars Sonne, 
Were gracious in the eyes of Rovall Rome, 
Keepe then this paffage to the Capitoll : 
And (lifter not Dishonour to approach 
Th'Imper'ull Seatc to Vertue : confecrate 
To Iuftice, Continence, and Nobility : 
But let Defer t in pure Election Ihine ; 
And Romanes, fight for Freedome in your Choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with tbt Crownt. 

Princes, that frriue by Factions, and by Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery ; 
Know, that the people of Rome for whom we ftand 
A Ipetiall Party, haue by < 
In Election for the Roirunc Emperie, ' 
Chofen Andronicus, Sur-named Titus, 
For many good anJ great deferts to Rome. 
A Nobler man, a brauer Warriour, 
Liues not this day wichi 
He by the Semte is I 

From weary Warres a gain ft the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak'd a Nation ftrong, train'd »p in Armes. 
Ten yearcs are fpent, fince firft he vndcrtoolce 
This Caufe of Rome, and chafticed with Armes 
Our Enemies pride. Fiue times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 
In Coffins from the Field. 
And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoylcs, 
Returnes the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flouriftung in Armes. 



>tn the City Walles. 
iccited heme 



Let v* intreat, by Honour of his Name, 
Whom (worthily) you would haue now fucccede, 
And in the Capitoll and Senates right, 
Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
DifmilTe your Followers, and as Suters mould, 
Pleade your Deferts in Peace and Humblenefle. 

Saturnine. How fryre the Tribune fpeakes, 
To calme my thoughts. 

Bafiia. e&farcus Andronicus , fo I do affie 
In thy vprightncftc and Integrity : 
And fo 1 Loue and Honor thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother Titus, and his Sonnes, 
And Her (to whom my thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lauinia, Romes rich Ornament, 
That I will heere difmifTe my louing Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fauour, 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh'd. 

Exit Souldhurt. 

Saturnine . Friends, that haue becne 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I thanke you all, and heere DifmifTe you all, 
And to the Loue and Fauour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Selfe, my Perfon, and the Caufe : 
Rome, be as iuft and gracious vnto me. 
As I am confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 

< Bajtia. Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 

Flour ifi>. Tbty go vp in to tbt Senat bouft. 



a Captain*. 

Cap. Romanes make way : the good Andronicus, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes bed Champion, 
Succcflefull in the Battailcs that he rights, 
With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drummtt and Trumpets. And tben enter two of Titus 
Sonnej ; After tbem^ , two men bearing a Coffin coutred 
witb blactf, then tvro other Sonnet. After tbtm, Titui 
Andronicm , and tben Tamora tbe £%utene of Corbet, 
ber rvro Sonnet Cbiron and Demetrius, vitb *,iaron tbe 
Moore,and others, a* many as can bet: Tbty fet dvwnt tbt 
Coffin,and Titta j>ta{. t . 



Andronicus, Haile Rome I 
Victorious in thy Mourning Weedes: 



Loe, 
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u oc is the Barke that hath difcharg'd hit fraught, 

Returnei with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firft ftie wegih'd her Anchorage : 

Commeth Axdronictu bound with Lawrell bowes, 

To refalute hit Country with hit teares, 

Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 

Romaines, of fiue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

Halfe of the number that King Priam had, 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead ! 

Thefe that Suruine,let Rome reward with Loue : 

Thefe that I bring vnto their lateft home, 

With buriall amongft their Aunccftor*. 

Hecre Gothes haue giuen me leaue to Iheath my Sword: 

Turn vnkinde,and carelefTe of thine owne, 

Why fuffer'ft thou thy Sonnes vnouried yet, 

To houer on the dreadfull wore of Stix ? 

Make way to lay them by their Brethcren. 

Tbty eptn tbt Tombt. 
There greete in filcr.ee as the dead are wont, 
And flrepe in peace, flainc in your 
O facred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet Cell of vertoe and Noblitie, 
How many Sonnes of mine haft thou in (lore, 
That thou wilt neuer render to me more t 

Luc. Ciue rt the proudeft prifoner of the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbes, and on a pile 
Ad mania fratrum, facrifice his flefti : 
Before this earthly prifon of their bones, 
That fo the fliadowes be not vnappeas'd, 
Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I giue him you, the Nobleft that Suruiucs, 
The eldcft Son of this diftrcfled Queene. 

£vm. Stay Romaine Bretheren, gracious 
Victorious 7irau,rue the teares I ihed, 
A Mothers teares in paflion for her fonne : 
And if thy Sonnes were euer decre to thee, 
Oh thinke my fonnes to be ai decre to mee. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee.and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But muft my Sonnes be flaughtred in the ftreetes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 
O ! If to fight for King and Common-weale, 
Were piety in thine, it is in thefe : 
Andronicu , ftaine not thy TonVbe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neere the nature of the Gods? 
Draw neere them then in being merCifull. 
Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, 
Thrice Noble Tttut, fpare my firft borne fonne. 

Tit. Patient your lelfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are the Brethren , whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioufly they aske a facrifice : 
To this your fonne is markt, and die he muft, 
T'appeafe their groaning fhadowei that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight, 
And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane confum'd. 

Exit Sennet *itb Alarhu. 
Tamo. O cruel! irreligious piety. 
Cbi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous t 
Dim. Oppofe me Scythia to ambitious Rome, 



Alarimt goes to reft, andwe furuiue, 

To tremble s-nder Titui threatning lookes, 

Then Madam (land refolu'd,but hope withal], 

The felfe fame Gods that arm'd the Queene of Troy 

With opportunitie of fharpe reuenge 

Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 

May tauuur Tamora the Queene of Gothes, 

( When Gothes were Gothes, and Tamora was Queene ) 

To quit the bloody wrongs Tpon her foes. 

Enttr tbt Sonntt of Andronkm again. 

Luci. See Lord and Father, how we haue per form 'd 
Our Romaine rightes,yf/<»r*m limbs are lopt, 
And intra Is feede the facrififing fire, 
Whofe fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie. 
Remaincth nought but to interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd La rums welcome them to Rome. 

77/. Let it be fo , and let Androniciu 
Make this his lateft farewell to their foules. 

Fhurijb. 

Then Sound Trumpttt,and lay the Cojjint in tbt Tombt. 
In peace and Honour reft you hecre my Sonnes, 
Romes readied Champions, repofe you hecre in reft, 
Secure from worldly chaunces and mifhaps : 
Heere lurks no Treafon, hecre no enuie fwcls, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, heere are no ftormes, 
No noyfe.but filence and Eternall (leepc, 
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes. 

Enter Lauinia. 

Laui. In peace and Honour, Hue Lord Tttut long, 
My Noble Lord and Father, liue in Fame : 
Loe at this Tombe my tributarie teares, 
I render for my Bretherens Obfequies : 
And at thy feete I kneele, with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 
O blefTe me heere with thy viaorious hand, 
Whofe Fortune Romes beft Citiaens applau'd. 

Ti. Kind Rome, 
That haft thus louingly referu'd 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lauinia liue, out-liue thy Fathers dayes : 
And Fames eternall date for vertues praife. 

Marc. Long liue Lord Tim, my beloued brother, 
Gracious Triumpber in the eyes of ~ 

Tit. Thankes-Centle Tribune, 
Noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome! Nephews from fucceffull wars, 
Vou that furuiue and you that fleepe in Fame : 
Faire Lords your Fortunes are all alike in all, 
That in your Countries feruice drew your ' 
But fafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath afpir'd to Solon Happinei, 
And Triumphs ouer chaunce in honours bed. 
Turn Andronicm.,x.hepcof\cof Rome, 
Whofe friend in iuftice thou haft euer bene, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft, 
This Palliament of white and fpotlefle Hoe, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire, 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperours Sonne* ! 
Be Candidatut then, and put it on. 
And helpe to fet a head on beadlelTe Rome. 

Tit. A better head her Glorious body fits, 
Then his that ftiakes for age and feeblenefle: 

What 
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What mould I d'on this Robe and trouble you, 
Be c Wen with proclamations to day, 
To morrow yeeld vp rule, rciigne my life, 
And fet abroad new bull utile for you all. 
Rome I haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Countries ftrength fucceflefully, 
And buried one and twenty Valiant Sonnet, 
Knighted in Field, flaine manfully in Armet, 
In right and Seruice of their Noble Countrie I 
Ciue me a ftafle of Honour for mine age, 
But not a Scepter to controule the world, 
Vpright he held it Lords, that held it laft. 

Mar. 77rcK,thou (halt obtain e and aske the Emperie. 

Sat. Proud and ambi tious Tribune can'ft thou tell f 

Tutu. Patience Prince Satur 

Sat. Romaines do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords ,a 
Till Saturnism be Romes Emperour t 
Andrenicus would thou wcrt fliipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me of the peoples harts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded Turn meanes to thee. 

Tit. Content thee Prince,! will reftore to thee 
The peoples harts, and weane them from 

'Baft. Andronicu*,\ do not flatter thee 
But Honour thee,and will doe till 1 die : 
My Faction if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? 
1 will mod thankefoll be,and thankes to men 
Of Noble mindes, is Honourable Meede. 

fir, People of Rome, and Noble Tribune s I 
I aske your voyces and your Suffrages, 
Will you bellow them friendly on Andronkut ? 

Tribunet. To gratifie the good Andronkut, 
And Gratulate his iafe returne to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes I thankc you.and this fure I make, 
That you Create your Emperours eldcft fonne, 
Lord Saturnine, whofc Vertues will 1 hope, 
Kt licet on Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth, 
And ripen luftice in this Common-weale : 
Then if you will ele& by my aduife, 
Crowne him, and fay : Long liue our Emperour. 

Mar. An. With Voyces and applaufe of eoery fort, 
Patricians and Plcbeans we Create 
Lord Saturninut Romes Great Emperour. 
And lay , Log hut our Emjxrour Saturnine. 

A hug Flourifb tilt they come dewne. 

Satu. Tttut Andronkut , for thy Fauours done, 
To vs in our Elcclion this day, 
I giue thee thankes in pan of thy Dcferts, 
And will with Deeds requite thy gentleneUe : 
And for an Onfct Tttut to aduance 
Thy Name, and Honorable Familie, 
Lauinia will I make my EmpreiTe, 
RomesRoyall Miftris,Miftris of my hart 
And in the Sacred Patban her efpoufe : 
Tell me Andronkut doth this motion pleafc thee t 

Tit. It doth my worthy Lord,and in this match, 
I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, 
And heere in fight of Rome, to Saturnine, 
King and Commander of our Common-weale, 
The Wide-worlds Emperour, du I Confecrate, 
My Sword, my Chariot, and my Prifoneras, 
Prefents well Worthy Romes Iroperiall Lord : 
Receiuc them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enfignes humbled at my feete. 

_ 



Satu. Thankes Noble 7if*», Father of my life, 
How proud I am of thee,and of thy gifts 
Rome (hall record, and when 1 do forget 
The leaft of thefe vnfpeakable Deferts, 
Romans forget your Fealtie to me. 

TW. Now Madam are your prifoner to an Emperour, 
To him that for you Honour and your State, 
Will vfe you Nobly and your followers. 

Satu. A goodly Lady, truft me of the Hue 
That I would choofe, were I to choole a new : 
Clecre vp Faire Queene that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of warre 
Hath wrought this change of cheere, 
Thou com'ft not to be made a (come in Rome : 
Princely ftu.ll be thy vfage cuery way. 
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam he comforts you, 
Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothes f 
Lauinia you are not difpleaPd with this f 

Lau. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 
Warrants thefe words in Princely curtefie. 

Sat. Thankes fweete Lauinia, Romans let vs goes 
RanfomlelTe heere we fet our Prifoners free, 
Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 

Baft. Lord Tttut by your leaue,this Maid is mine. 

'/.". How fir < Are you in earneft then my Lord ? 

Bajt. I Noble 77/ui,and refolu'd withatl, 
To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 

Mart. Suumtuiauam, is our Romane luftice, 
This Prince in luftice ceaieth but his owne. 

Luc. And that he will and (hall, if Lucius liue. 

Tit. Traytors auant, where is the Emperours Guarde ? 
Treafon my Lord, Lauinia is furpril 'd. 

Sat. Surprif 'd, by whom ? 

Baft. By him that iuftly may 
Beare bis Be trot h'd, from all the world away. 

Mutt. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away, 
And with my Sword lie keepe this "doore fafe. 

Tit. Follow my Lord,and He foone bring her backe. 

Mut. My Lord you paflc not heere. 

Tit. What villaine Boy, bar'ft me my way in Rome > 

Mut. Helpe Lucim helpe. Ht (ilt aim. 

Luc. My Lord you are vniuft,and more then fo, 
In wrongfoll quarrel), you haue (laine your fon. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes of mine, 
My (bnnes would neuer fo dilhonour me. 
Traytor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Luc. Dead if you will, but not to be his wife, 
That is anothers lawful! promift Loue. 

Enter aloft tbt Emftrour with Tamtta and ber two 
Jonnct ,aud Aaron tbt Moore. 
Emft. No 7//n*,no,the Emperour needs her not, 

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke: 

He truft by Leifure him that mocks me < 

Thee neuer : nor thy Trayterous haughty 

Confederates all, thus to dilhonour roe. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine t Full well Andronictu 

Agree thefe Deeds, with that proud bragge of thine, 

That faid'ft,I beg'd the Empire at thy bands£ 

7if. O monftrous,what reproachfoll words are thefe r 
Sat. But goe thy wayrs,goe giue that changing peece, 

To him that flouriwt for her with his Sword I 

A Valliant fonne in-law thou (halt enioy t 

One.fit to bandy with thy lawlefle " 



Digitized by Google 



3 4 Tbe f rage die of Titus zAndronicus. 



To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

77r. Thefe word! are Razor* to my wounded hart. 

Sat. And therefore louely Tamora Queene of Gotlics, 
That like the (lately Tbebe mong ft her Nimph* 
Doit oucr-fliine the Gallant 'ft Dame* of R ome, 
If thou be plcaf'd with this my fodaine choyfc, 
Behold 1 choofe thee Tamtra for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emprefle of Rome. 
Speake Queene of Goth* doft thou applau'd my choyfe ? 
And hecre 1 fwcare by all the Romaine God*, 
Sith Pricft and Huly-water are fo necrc, 
And Taper* burnc fo bright, and euery tiling 
In reidinet for Hjmemus ftand, 
I will not refalute the ftrcets of Rome, 
Or clime my Pal her, till from forth thi* place, 
I leade cfpuuPd my Bride along with me, 

lawn. And heere in fight of hcauen to Rome I fwcare, 
If Saturnine aduancc the Qi^een of Gothet, 
Shce will a Hand-maid be to hit deilret, 
A louing Nurfe, a Mother to hit youth. 

Satur. Afcend Faire Qrene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and hit louely Bride, 
Sent by the hcauen* fot Prince Saturnine, 
Whofe wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There flull we Confummate our Spoufall rites. 

Exeuntemntt. 

Tit. I am not bid to waitc vpon this Bride: 
Titus when wer't thou wont to walke alone, 
Dishonoured thui and Challenged of wrongi ? 

Enttr eXfarcut and Tttm Sonnet. 

Mar O Tutu fee ! O fee what thou haft done! 
In a bad ouarrcll ,flaine a Vcrtuout fonne. 

Tii. No fooli(h Tribune.no : No fonne of mine, 
Nor thou, nor thefe Confedratet in the deed, 
That hath dishonoured all our Family, 
Vn worthy brother, and vnworthy Sonne*. 

Luci. But let vs giue him buriall a* become* i 
Giue eMutiu buriall with our Brethcren. 

Tit. Traytor* away, he reft'* not in thi* Tombe : 
Thi* Monument fiue hundreth j eare* hath flood, 
Which I haue Sumptuoufly re-edified : 
Heere none but Souldiers, and Rome* Seruiton, 
Rcpofe in Fame : None bafcly fiainc in braulcs, 
Bury him where you can, be come* not hecre. 

Mar. My Lord thi* it impiety in you, 
My Nephew e&futiui deed* do plead for him, 
He muft be buried with his brethcren. 

Titus twi Sonne s fpeat^et. 
And (hall, or him we will accompany. 

77. And (hall \ What villainc was it fpake that word T 
'Titus fonne fpeekfs. 
He that would vouch'd it in any place but heere. 

Tit. What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Mar. No Noble Ti/Kt.but intreat of thee, 
To pardon Muiius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, Huen thou haft ftroke vpon my Creft, 
And with thefe Boye* mine Honour thou haft wounded, 
My foes I doe repute you euery one. 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

i.Smne. He is not himfelfe, let v* withdraw. 

i.Ssnne. Not I tell Muiius bone* be buried. 
The 'Brother and the fonnet tjteeie. 

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plea'd. 



i.Seane. Father, and in that name doth nature fpcake. 

Tit. Speake thou no more if all the reft will fpecde. 

cJlfar. Renowned Titus more then haife my ioulc. 

hue. Deare Father, fuule and fubflancc of v* all. 

cMar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interre 
Hi* Noble Nephew heere in vertue* neft, 
That died in Honour and Lauima's caufe. 
Thou art a Romaine, be not barbarout: 
The Creek e* vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flow himfelfe s And Laertes fonne, 
Did gracioufly plead for hi* Funeral* } 
Let not young Mutius then that wa» thy ioy, 
Be bar'd hi* entrance heere. 

Tit. Rife Mart us, rife, 
The difmall'ft day it thi* that ere I faw, . 
To be di (honored by my Sonnet in Rome: 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

They f>ut bim in tbe Tombe. 

Luc. There lie thy bone* fweet Mutius with thy 
Til) we with Trophces do adornc thy Tombe. .(friend* 

They all inee/e and jay. 
No man Shed tcare* for Noble Mutius, 
He Hue* in Fame, thatdi'd in vertue* caufe. Exit. 

Mar. My Lord to ftep out of thefe fudden dumps, 
How come* it that the fubrjle Queene of Gothes, 
I* of a fodaine thu* aduanc d in Rome ? 

77. I know not Marcus : but I know It it, 
(Whether by deuife or no) the hcauen* can tell, 
It (he not then beholding to the man, 
That brought her for thit high good turnc fo fane ? 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 

FUriJb. 

Enter the Emperor, Tamtra, and her too fasts, with tbe Metre 
at cue doort. Enter at tbe ether dotre 'Bajsiansu mud 
Lauinia xrith others. 

Sat. So Bafsianus, yoj haue plaid your prise, 
God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride. 

Bajs. And you of your* my Lord : 1 fay no more, 
Nor wi(h no It fie, and fo I take my leaue. 

Sat. Traytor, if Rome haue law, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy Faction (hall repent this Rape. 

'Baft. Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafe my owne, 
My true betrothed Loue, and now my wife f 
But let the lawet of Rome determine all, 
Meane while I am poffeft of that i* mine. 

Sal. Tit good fir : you are very (hurt with vs, 
Rut if we liue, weele be at fharpc with you. 

Bjfi. My Lord, what 1 haue done a* heft I may, 
Anfwere 1 muft, and (hall do with my life, 
Onely thu* much I giue your Grace to know, 
By all the dutir* that I owe to Rome, 
Thit Noble Gentleman Lord Titus hecre, 
)» in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
That in the refcue of Lauinia, 
With hit owne hand did flay hi* youngeft Son, 
In zcale to you, and highly mou'd to wrath. 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gaue ; 
Rccciue him then to fauour Saturnine, 
That hath exprc'ft himfelfe in all hit deeds, 
A Father and a friend to thec,and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bafiianut leaue to plead my Deeds, 
Tit thou, and thole, that haue dishonoured me, 
Rome and tbe righteous heauens be my iudge. 
How I haue lou'd and Honour'd Saturnine. 

Tarn. My worthy Lord if eucr 

Were 
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Were graciout in thofe Princely eyes of thine, 
Then hcjrc me fpeske indifferently lor all : 
And at my fute ( fweet ) pardon what it paft. 

Satu. What Madam, he dilhonoured openly, 
And bifely pot it vp without rcuenge P 

Tarn. Not fo my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome'for-tend, 
I fliould be Authour to ditfionouryoo. 
But on mine honour dare, 1 vndertake 
For good Lord Tnwt innocence in all : 
Whofe fury not diflcmblcd fpeakes his griefes : 
Then at my fute looke gracioufly on him, 
Loofe not lo noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 
Nor with fowre lookes Jt'rlitl his gentle heart. 
My Lord, be rul'd by me, be wonne at laft, 
DilTemble all your griefes and di Icon ten is, 
Vou are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaft then the people, and Patricians too, 
Vpon a iull iuruey take Turn part, 
And fo fupplant vs for ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin ne. 
Yeeld at intreats, and then let me alone : 
lie finde a day to maffkre them all, 
And race their fadtion,and their familie, 
The cruell Kather,and his trayt'rous fonncs, 
To whom I fucd lor my deare fonnes life. 
And make them know what 'tis to let a Queene. 
Kncele in the ftreetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come, come, fweet Emperour, I come Andranictu) 
Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frownc. 

King. Kile Tinw.rile, 
My Emprcffc hath preoail'd. 

Titut. 1 thanke your Maieftie, , 
And her my Lord. 
Thefe words.thefe lookes, 
lnfiife new life in me. 

Tamo. Turn, I am incorparate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily. 
And mult aduife the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die Andrenicat. 
And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 
That 1 haue reconcil'd your fiienJs and you. 
For you Prince Sajiktnm, I haue pari 
My word and prumife to the Emperour, 
That you will be more mil Jc and tradable. 
And feare not Lords: 
And you Laainia, 

By my aduil'e all humbled on your knees, 
You fnall aske pardon of his Maieftie. 

3m, We doe, 
And vow to heauen, and to hi* Highnes, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our fillers honour and our ow>ie. 

Mar. That on mine honour heere I do protcft. 

Kmg. Away and t.ilke not, trouble v s no more. 

Tamara. Nay, nay, 
Sweet Emperour, we mull all be friends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 
I will not be denied, fwect hart looke back. 

King. Mar cut. 
For thy fake and thy brothers heere, 
And at my louely Tamora's intreats, 
I doe remit thrfe young mens haynous faults. 
Stand vp : Lauima, though you left me like a churle, 
1 found a friend, and fure as death I l'warr, 





I would not part a Batchellour from the Pricft. 
Come, if the Emperours Court can feift two Brides, 
You are my gueil Lauinia, and your friends : 
| This day (hall be a l-oue-day Ta*xra. 

Tit. To morrow and it plrafe your Maieftie, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hare with me, 
With home and Hound, 
Weele giue your Grace Bin icur. 

Sat nr. Be it fo Tin*, and Gramercy to. Exeui.t. 



Adus Secunda. 



Flourijb. Entrr Aarta time. 

Ann, Now climbeth Tomora Olympus toppe, 
Safe out of Fortunes lint, and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flaw, 
Aduanc'd about pale enuies threatning reach: 
As when the goldenSunne falutes the mornc, 
And hauing gilt the Ocean with hisbe^mcs, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his glittering Coach, 
And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills : 
So] Tam.ra t 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 

And vertue ftoopesand trembles at her frowne. 

Then Aarttt armc thy hart,and lit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long 

Haft piifviier helJ, fcttrcd in amorous chainrs, 

And falter bound to Aartm charming eyes, 

Then is Pnmttbtw ti 'de to Caucajut. 

Away with fliuiih weertes,and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and Ihinc in Pearleand Gold, 

To waite vpon this new made Empreffe. 

To waite faid 1 i To wanton with th'u Queene, 

This Coddeffe, this Semerimi, this Queene, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine, 

And fee his Ihipwrackc.and his Common weaies. 

Hollo, what ftormc is this? 

Enter Cbinn and Demetrius brtu'tng. 

Dem. Circa thy yeres wants wit, thy wit want* ci^c 
And manners to imru'd where 1 am grae'd, 
And may for ought thou know'ft affeded be. 

Cbi. Demetriut,lhou dt-o'ft ouer-wecne in all, 
And fo in this, to bcare me downe with braues, 
'Tis not the difference ol a yeerc or two 
Makes me lelle gr.icious,or thee more fortunate : 
I am as able.and as rit.as thou, 
To frrue.and to dtletue my Miftris grace, 
And tint my Iword vpon thee fhiil approue, 
And plejd my paflionsfor Lauima i loue. 

y^ror.Clubs, clubs, thele louers will not keep the peice. 

Dem. Why Boy,although our mother ( vnaduifed) 
Caue you a daunfing Kapicr by yuur fiJe, 
Are yuu fo ddperate growne to threat your friends f 
Coe too : haue your Lath glued within your uSeath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Menc while fir, with the little skill I haue, 
Full well lhalt thou percciue how much 1 dare. 

Dfr.e. I Boy .grow ye fo braue i Tbej drstct. 

Artn. Why how now Lords? 
So nere the Empcrouis Pallace dare you draw, 

And 
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And rtiiintjint fuch a quarrell openly? 

Full welt I wote, the ground of all this grudge. 

J would not for a million of Cold, 

The caufe were knowne to them it moll concerne*. 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 

Be fo dilhonored in the Court of Rome : 

Forfhime put vp. 

Dtme. Not I, till I haue fheath'd 
My rapier in his bofome,and withall 
Thruft thefe reprochfull fpecches downe hi* throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my difliMiour hecre. 

Chi. For that 1 am prepar'd,and full reiolu'd, 
Foule fpoken Coward, 
That thundreft with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft pcrforme. 

Aren. A way 1 lay. 
Now by the GoJs that warlike Gothes adore, 
This prctry brabble will vndoo vt all : 
Why Lordj,and thinke you not how dangerous 
It is to fet vpon a Prince* right r 
What it Lauinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Bajfiia*ut fo degenerate, 
That lor her loue f uch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulemcnt, luftice, or reuenge ? 
Young Lords beware, and fhould the Emprefle know, 
This diicord ground, the muficke would not pleafc. 

Chi. I care not I, knew {he and all the world, 
I loue Lauinia more then all the world. 

Demtt. Youngling, 
Learne thou to make fome meaner choifc, 
Lauinia it thine elder brothers hope. 

Aren. Why are ye mad ? Or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Competitors in loue ? 
I tell you Lords, you doe but plot your deaths, 
By this deuife. 

Chi. Aaron,* thoufand deaths would I propofr, 
To atchieue her whom I do loue. 

Aran. Toatchriuc her, how ? 

Dime. Why.mak'rt thou it fo ftrange ? 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
Shce is a woman, therfore ma) be wonne, 
Shee is Lauinia therefore mull be lou'd. 
What man, more water glideth by the Mill 
Then won the Miller of, and eafie it is 
Of a cut loafe to ftcalc a Ihiue we know : 
Though 'Bajiiarm be the Emperours brother, 
Better then he haue wornc Vulcam badge. 

Ann, I, and as good as Sarurniut may. 

Dtmt. Then why fhould he dilpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire looket, and liberality : (court it 

What hall not thou full often ftrucke a Doc, 
And borne her cleanly by the Krepert nolcr" 

Ann. Why then it leemcs forr.c ccitaine fnatch or fo 
Wi.uld ferue your turnrt. 

Chi. 1 fo the turnc were ferued. 

Dtmt. Aarcn thou haft hit it. 

Area. Would you h id hit it too. 
Then fhould not we be tir'd with this adoo: 
Why harke yee, harke yee, aud arc you fuch fooles, 
To fquare lor this f Would it offend you then ? 

Chi. Faith not me. 

Dtmt. Nor me, lo I were one. 

Ann. For fhame be friendi, & ioyne for that you iar : 
*Tis pollicie,and ftratageme mud doe 
That you afTed.and fo muft you refolue, 



That what you cannot at you would atcheiuc, 
You muft perforce accomplifh at you may : 
Take thit of me, Luerttt was not more chaft 
, Then this Lauinia, Bajiianut four, 
A fpcedier courfe this lingring languifhment 
Muft we purfue, and J haue found the path : 
My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 
There will the louely Roman Ladies troope : 
The Forreft walkes arc wide and fpaciout, 
And many vnfrequentcd plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie : 
Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 
And ftrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way or not at all, Hand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Emprefle with herlacrcd wit 
To villainie and vengance confecrate, 
Wilt we acquaint with all that we intend, 
And (he (hall file our engines with aduife, 
That will not (uffcr you to fquare your leluet, 
But to your wilhes height aduance you both. 
The Emperours Court it like the houfe of Fame, 
The pallace full of tonguet,of eyes, of earet: 
The Woods are ruthlelTe, dreadrull,dcafe, and dull : 
There fpcake.and ftrike braue Boye*,& take your turne*. 
There ferue your lull*, (hadow'd from heaucnt eye, 
And reuell in Lauinia'i Ticafurie. 

Chi. Thy counfell Ladfmclls of no cowardife. 
'Dtmt. Sy faiaui m (at . till 1 Ande the ftreamet, 
To coole this heat, a Charme to calme their tit*, 
Per Stigia ftr matt Vebtr. Exeunt. 

Enter Turn Anjronicut and hit thrtt jennet, makjng a tcjrfr 
with txundi and bcrnei, and cMartut. 

Tit. The hunt i* rp, the mornc is bright and gray, 
The fields arc fragranr, and the Woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vt make a bay, 
And wake the Emperour, and his louely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunte rt peale. 
That all the Court may cccho with the noyfe. 
Sonnet let it be your charge, a* it it ours, 
To attend the Emperour* perfon carefully : 
1 haue bene troubled in my fieepe this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd. 

IVmdt Her nn. 
Hurt a try of boundet, and vindt hemes in a ptalt,tbtn 
Enter Saii.rn.nut , Tamer a ^Bajftanut , Lauinia , Chiron, Dt- 
mt rnus, and tbtir Atttndanti. 

77. Many good morrowes to y »ur Maicftic, } 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
I prumifed your Grace, a Hunters peale. 

Saiur. Ana you haue rung it luftily my Lords, 
Somewhat to eirely for new married Ladic*. 

'Bajt. Lauinia, how fay you ? 
Lam. 1 lay no : 
I haue bene awake two houres and more. 

Saiur, Come on then, hurie and Chariot* letvt haue, 
And to our fport : Madam, now Dull ye fee, 
Our Romainc hunting. 

Mar. 1 haue doggrt my Lord, 
Will rouie the proudrft Panther in the Chafe, 
And clime the higheft Pomontary top. 

Tit. And I haue horfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runnej likes Swallowe* ore . the plain* 

'Dtmt. Chiron 
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Deme. Cbireii wt hunt not we, with Horfe nor Hound 
But hope to plucke a dainty Doe to ground. Extuttt 
Enter Aaron alone. 

Aron. He that had wir, would thinke that I had none, 
To bury to much Gold vnder a Tiee, 
And neuer after to inherit it. 
Let him that think* of me fo abieclly, 
Know that this Gold mult coine a Mutagenic, 
Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent peecc of vilUny: 
I And to repofe fweet Gold for their vnreft, 
That haue their Almes out of the EmpieflTc Cheft. 

Enter Tamora to the Mart. 

Tame, My louely Aaron, 
Wherefore look 'ft thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a Gleefull boaft I 
The Birds chaunt melody on euery both, 
The Snake lie* rolled in the chearefull Sunne, 
The greene leaue* quiuer with the cooling windc, 
And make a cheker'd fhadow on the ground : 
Vnder their fweetc {hiic,*Aarcn let vi fit, 
And whil'rt the babling Eccho mock's the Houndi, 
Replying Ihrilly to the well tun'd-Hornes, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 
Let vs fit downe, and marke their yelping noyfe: 
And after conflict, fuch as was fuppos'd. 
The wandring Prince and Didt once cnioy'd, 
When with a happy ftorme they were furpiis'd, 
And Curtain'd with a Counfaiic-keeping Caue, 
We may each wreathed in the others armes, 
(Our paftimc done) poffeffe a Gulden (lumber, 
Whiles Hounds and Homes, and fweet Melodious Birds 
Be vnto vs, as is a Nurfes Song 
Of Lullabie.to bring her Babe afleepe. 

Artn. Madame, 
Though I'erta gouerne your defires, 
Saturne i s Dominator ouer mine : 
What fignifies my deadly Handing eye, 
My filence, and my Cloudy Melancholic, 
My fleece of Woolly haire, that now vncurlei, 
Euen as an Adder when (he doth vnrowle 
To do tome fatall eiecution 
No Madam, thefe are no Vencriall fignes, 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 
Blood, and reucnge, arc Hammering in my head. 
Harke Tamora, the EmpreiTc of my Soule, 
Which neuer hopes more hcauen ,then lefts in thee, 
This is the day of Doome for Bapianui; 
His yi/W/muft loofe her tongue to day, 
Thy Sonnet make Pillage other Chaftity, 
And wafh their hands in Baffunut blood. 
Seeft thou this Letter, take it vp I pray thee, 
And giue the King this fatall plotted Scrowlc, 
Now queftion me no mure, ue arr el pied, 
Heere comes a parccll of our hope full Booty, 
Which dreads not yet their liues dellrudkion. 



Tama. Ah my fweet tMoore: 
Sweeter to me then life. 

Aron. No more great EmprclTe, Bajfimm 
Be crolfe with him, and lie goe fetch thy Son 
To backe thy quarrell what fo ere they be. 

Baffi. Whom haue we heere? 
Kornu Royall EmprelTe, 

~6JS 



Vnfurnifht of" our well befcerr.ing troopt ? 
Or is it Dian habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy G roues, 
To fee the general Hunting in this Forreft ? 

Tami. Sawcie controuler of our priuate Heps: 
Had 1 the power, that tome fay Dian had, 
Thy Trmples mould be plantrd prcfently. 
With Homes, as was Afinni, and the Hounds 
Should driue vpon his new transformed limbes, 
Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Laui, Vnder your patience gentle Empreflc, 
*Tis thought you haue a goodly gilt in Horning, 
And to be doubted ,that your A1*>rt and you 
Are fingled forth to try experiments : 
hue flieild your husband from his Hounds to day, 
Tit pitty they mould take him for a Stag. 

Bajji. Belerue me Queene.your fwarth Cymerion, 
Doth make your Honour of his bodies Hue, 
Spotted, detefted and abhominablc. 
Why are you fcqueftred from all your traine ? 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandted hither to an obfeure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moore, 
If foule defire had not conducted you ? 

Laui. And being intercepted i n your fport, 
Great rcafon that my Noble Lord, be rated 
For Saucineffe, I pray you let vs hence, 
And let her ioy her Rauen coloured loue, 
This valley fits the purpofe palling well. 

Bajft. The King my Brother ihall haue notice of this. 

Laui. I, for thefe flips h iuc made him noted long, 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tamora. Why 1 haue patience to endure all this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetr;ui. 
*Dtm. How now deere Soueraignc 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highncs looke fo pale and wan? 

Tamo. Haue 1 not icafon thinke you to looke pale. 
Thefe two haue tie'd me hither to th'u place, 
A barren, detefted vale you fee it is. 
The Trees though Sommer,yet forlorne and leane, 
Ore-ccme with MolTe,and baleful] MifTelto. 
Heere neuer mines the Sunne, heere nothing breeds, 
Vnleffe the nightly Owle.or fatall Rauen : 
And when they fhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me heere at dead time of the night, 
A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hiding Snakes, 
Txn thoufand fweiling Tojdci.as many Vtchins, 
Would make fuch fcarefull and confufed cries, 
Ai any mortal! body heating it, 
Should ftraite fall mad.or elfe die fuddenly. 
No tooner had they told this hellifli tale, 
But ftrait they told me they would binde me heere, 
Vnto the body ofa difmall yew, 
And leiue me to this miferable death. 
And then they call'd me foule Adultereffc, 
Lafciuious Goth, and all the bittcrcft tcarmcs 
That euer care did heare to fuch effect. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Reucnge it, as you louc >our Mothers life, 
Or be ye not henceforth cal'd my Children. 

•Dem. This is a witnefTc that 1 am thy Sonne, fab him. 

Chi. And this for me, 
Struck home to (hew my ftrength. 

Laui. 1 come SemtramU , nay Barbaroui Tamora. 

d d For 
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For no name fill thy nature hut thy owne. 

•Turn. Giuc mc thy puy niard, you Ihil know my boyei 
Your Mothers hand Ihjlt right your Mothrrj wrong. 

Demi. Stay Madam hecre ii more belongs to her, 
Firll thralh the Cornc, then after burne the rtraw : 
This Minion flood vpon hrr chaftity, 
Vpon hrr Nuptial) vow, her loyaltic. 
And with that painted h->pc, brauei your MightinelTe, 
And Hull Ihc cjny this vnto her gtaue ? 

Chi. And if (he d e, 
I would 1 were an Eunuch, 
Drag hence her husjand to fome fecrrt hole, 
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luft. 

Tama. But when ye haue the hony we defire, 
Let not this Wafpe out-liuc vs both to fting. 

Cb'ir. 1 warrant y.)U Mad.im wc will make that Aire: 
Come Mirtris, now perforce we will enioy, 
That nice-prcierued honetty of yours. 

Laui. Oh Tmmr*,Xboa bear'ft a woman face. 

'Tarns. 1 will not l.eire her fpcake,a way with her. 

Laui. Sweet Lords mtreat her hcare me but a word . 

Dtmtt. Liften faire Madim, let it be your glory 
To Ice her tearcs, but be your h Mt to them, 
As vnrclenting flint to drops of raine. 

Laui. When did the Timers yuunjt-ones teach the dam* 
O joc not lcarre her wrath, fhr taught it thee, 
The milki- thou luck ft from hrr did tome to Marble, 
Euen at thy Teat thou had'ft thy Tyranny, 
Yet eucry Mother breeds not Sonne, alike, 
Do thou intreit her fhew a wom.m pitty. 

air,. What, 
Would'tl th iu haue me proue my felt'c a baftard ? 

Laui. T\% true, 
The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke, 
Yet haue 1 heard, Oh could I finde it now, 
The Lion mou'd with pittv,did indure 
To haue his Princely pawes par'd all away. 
Some (ay, that RwMM Mktt torlorne children, 
The whil'ft their owne birds famith in the;r nefb : 
Oh be to me though thy hard hart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind but fomething pittifull. 

'Tamo. 1 know not what it meanes.awav with her. 

Lauin. Oh Irt me tcich thtc far my Fathers fake, 
That gaue thee life when well he might haue flaine thee: 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe eares. 

Tamt. Had'ft thou in prrfun p.cre offended me. 
Euen for his fake am I pittilcfTc: 
Remember Boyes I powr'd forth teires in vaine, 
To fauc your brnther from the facrirke, 
Hut fierce Andr. ritul would not relent, 
Theref. re away with hrr, and vfc her as yuu will, 
The worfe to her, the better lou'd of mc. 

Imu'i. Oh 'Tamara, 
Be call'd a gentle Quecne, 

And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
For 'tis not life that I haue beg'd fo h'ng, 
Poore I was fiiir.c, wr en Bijjijnus dy'd. 
Turn. What bcg'll thou then ? fond woman let mc go ? 

Laui. Til prcllrnt death I beit.and one thin,; more, 
That womanhood deniis my toogllf to fell : 
Oh kicpc mc from their worfcrhen killing luft, 
And tumble mcinto fume loatlif me pit. 
Where ncuer mans eye may behold my body, 
Dec thit, and be 1 charitable murderer. 

'Tarn. So mould I roll my fwcet Sonnes of their fee, 
No let them fatiffic their luft on thee. 



Dttne. Away, 
For thou haft find vi heere too long. 

Lauima. No Garace, 
No womanhood \ Ah beaftly creature, 
The blot and enemy to our gcnerall 
Confulion fall 

Cbi. Nay then He ftop yot 
Bring thou her husband,' 

This is the Hole where Ajr n aid vi hide him. 

Tarn. Farewell my Sonnes, fer that you make her fare, 
Nere let my heart know merry chcere indeed, 
Till all the A'dnnki be made away : 
Now will J hence to feeke my louely Moere, 
And let my fplcenefull Sonnes this Trull defloure. £ar;V. 

Enter Aa'tx wiib fsw of Turn Sonnes. 
Ar<n. Come on mv Lords, the better foote before, 
Straight will 1 brin^- you to the lothfome pit. 
Where 1 clpicd the Panther raft afleepe. 

Quin. My fight is very dull what ere it bode*. 
Mj'ti. And mme I pr^mife yoo,were it not for fhame, 
Well could 1 leaue our fport to fleepe a while. 

S^uin. What art thou fallen ? 
What fubtile Hole is this, 

Whofe mouth is couered with Rude growing Briers, 

Vpon whofe lcaues are drops of new-fhed- blood, 

As frefh as mornings dew diftil'd on flowers, 

A very fatal! place it fecmrs to me: 

Speake Brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall t 

Martm. Oh Brother, 
With the difmal'ft ibiccl 
That toer eye with fight made heart lament. 

Aran. Now will 1 fruh the King to finde them hecre, 
That he thereby may haue a likely geffe, 
How thele were they that made away his Brother. 

Exit Aartn. 

Marti. Why doft not comfort me and help* me out, 
From this vnhallow'd and blo>d-ftained Hole * 

SQiinlut. I am furprifed with an vncouth feare, 
A chilling fweat ore-runs my trembling ioynts, 
My heart fufpec'ti more then mine eie can fee. 

Marti. To proue thou haft a true diuining heart, 
Aarcn and thou looke downe into this den, 
And fee a fearefull fight of blood and death. 

i%uintm. Aaron is gone, 
And my companionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmifc : 
Oh tell mc how it is, for nere till now 
Was I a child, to feare I know not what. 

Marti. Lord ''Baffianui lies embrewed heere, 
All on a hrape like to the flaughtred Lambe, 
In this deteftcd, darke, blood-drinking pit. 

Qui". If it be darke, how dooft thou know 'tis he ? 

Murt. Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious Ring.that lightens all the Hole : 
Which like a Taper in fume Monument, 
Doth fhinevpon the dead mans earthly cheekes, 
And Ihewcs the ragged intrailcs of the pit : 
Sn pale did Ihine the Moancon Piramut, 
When he by night lay bath'd in Maiden b lood: 
O Brother helpr me with thy fainting hand. • 
If feare hath made ther fiint.as mee it hath, 
Out of this fell deuouring receptacle, 
As hateful] as O.ruw miftie mouth. 

Quint. Kcach me thy hand, that 1 may hclpc thee out* ^ 

Or 
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Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fo much good, 
I may be pluckt into the (wallowing wombe, 
Ot' this drepc pit,poore 'Bajsiantu grauc : 
1 haue no ftrength to plticke thee to the brinke. 

AfarthstHor I no ftrength to clime without thy help. 

Quia. Thy hand once more, I will not loofe againe, 
Till thou art heere aloft, or I below, 

Thou can'ft not come to me, I come to thee. 'Botbsfa/l in. 
Er.ftr the Emfercur , Aaron the tMxrt. 

Satur. Along with me, lie fee what hole m heere, 
And what he is that now is leapt into it. 
Siy, who art thou that lately did'ft defcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Marti. The vnhappie fonne of" old Andronicsu, 
Brought hither in a moft vnluckie houre, 
To fir.ae thy brother Bafsianut dead. 

Satur. My brother dead t I know thou doft but kit, 
He arid his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Vpnn the North-file of this pleafant Chafe, 
'Tis not an houre fince I left him there. 

tMarti. We know not where you left him all aliue, 
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead. 



Enter T« 



,a nd Lucius . 



Tjwj. Where is my Lord the King t 

A " -.Heere Tamcra, though gncu'd with killing griefe. 

'Tan. Where is thy brother Bajsiansut 

King Now to the bottome doft thou le arch my wound, 
Poore -H.n u.i-tu heere lies murthered. 

Tarn. Then all too late I bring this fatal! writ, 
The complot of this timelcfle Tragedie, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can li>ld, 
In pleafing frniles luch murderous Tyrannic 

She giueth Saturnine a Utter. 

Saturninus rtadi the Letter. 
And if we mijfi to mette him banfime/y , 
Sweet buntfmen , B^Jfianus 'tis we meane. 
Die tbou Jt mucb at dig the grave fir him, 
Than kn<,w'fi iur meaning, h»i)e for tby r,ward 
Among tie Nettles at the Eider tree: 

Wbich tuer-Jhades the mtutb of that fame fit : 

Where we decreed to bury B.tjfianuss 

Doe thst and furcbafe t,t tby lafiing friends. 

King. Oh Tamtra, was euer heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the Elder tree, 
Looke firs, if you can finde the huntf man 



Aran. My gracious Lord heere is the big of Gold. 
King . Two of thy whelpet, fell Curs of bloody 
Haue heere bereft my brother of hit life .- 
Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon, 
There let them bide vntill we ha >e dcuis'd 
Some nrucr heard-of rortering paine for them. 

Tamo. What are they in this pit, 
Oh wondrous thing ! 
How eafily murder is difcourred ? 

Tit. High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 
Ibeg this b one, with teares, not lightly fad, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sonne*, 
Accurfed, if the faults be prou'd in them. 

Kir.g. If it be prou'd ? you fee it is apparant, 



6,7 



Who found this Letter , Tamtra was it you ? 
Tamora. Andronicm himiclfe did take it vp. 

Tit. I did my Lord, 
Yet let me be their baile. 
For by my Fathers reuerent Tombe I vow 
They fall be ready at yout Highnet will , 
To anfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

King. Thou fait not baile them, lee thou follow 
Some bring the murthered body,fome the murtherert, 
Let them not fpeake a word, the guilt is plaine, 
For by my foule , were thete worfe end then 
That end vpon them (mould be executed. 

Tama. Androm.ut I will entreat the King, 
Feare not thy Sonnet, they fall do well enough. 

Tit. Come Lutiut come, 
Stay not to talke with them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Emfrejfe Sennet, with Lauinia,ber bands cut rff and 
ber tongue cut itut,and rauijbt. 

Demt. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake, 
Who t'was that cut thy tongue and rauilht thee. 

Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo, 
And if thy ftumpet will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how with fignc* and tokens fa can 

Cbi. Goe home, 
Call for fweet water, wafti thy hands. 

Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor handa 
And to let's leaue her to her fi en: walkes. 

Chi. And t'were my caule, 1 (hould goe hang my fcl.'e. 

'Dem. If thou had'ft hands to helpc thee knit the cotd. 



Wind* Hornet. 
Enter Mar cm from hunting, to Lauinia. 
Who is this, my Neece that flies away fo faft/ 
Cofen a word, where is jour husband ? 
If I do dreamc .would all my wealth would wake me ; 
If 1 doe wake.fome Planet ftrike me downe, 
That I may (lumber in eternal! llerpe. 
Spcake gentle Neece, what ftcrne vngentle hands 
Hath lopt, and hew*d,anJ made thy body bare 
Of her two branches, thole Iwect Ornaments 
Whole circkling fadowes, Kings haue fought to deep 
And might not gaine fo great a happines 
As halfe thy Loue i Why dooft not fpeake to me . 
Alas, a Crimfon riuer of warme blood, 
Like to a bubling fbuntaine Hir'd with winde, 
Doth rife and fall betweene thy Kofed lips, 
Comming and going with thy hony breath. 
But fure fome Teresa hath defljurcd thee, 
And lead thou fauld'ft deter* them, cut thy tt 
Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for flume : 
And notwith Handing all this lolTe of blood, 
As from a Conduit with their ilTuing Spouts, 
Yet doe thy cheekes looke red as Titans face, 
Blulhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 
Shall I fpeake for thee ? fall 1 fay 'tis fo f 
Oh that 1 knew thy hart, and knew the bead 
That I might raile at him to cafe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt, 
Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is. 
F lire fbilomela (he but loft her tongue, 
And in a tedious Sampler fowed her minde. 
But louely Neece, that mrane ii cut from 
A craftier Teretu haft thou met withill, 
And he hath cut thofe pretty fi ngers off, 
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Th.it coulJ haue better fowed then Pbthmtl. 

Oh had the monfter leeoe thole Lilly hands, 

Tremble like A I pen leauct vpon a Lute, 

And make the lilken firings delight tu kifle them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for hit lite. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Whic h that fwect tongue hath made : 

He would haue dropt hi* knife and fell allecpe, 

As Qtrbtrtu at the f hracian Poets tectr. 

Come, let vs goe,and make thy father blinde, 

For luch a fight will blinde a fathers e>e. 

One hourrs ftorme will orownc the fragrant meades, 

What, will whole months of tearcs thy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backe, for we will mournc with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy milcry. Extant 



Aftus Tertius. 



Enter tb* Iudget and Senalturt with Tittu txr» Jtnnn bcund, 
faffing M tb* Stage U the plate cf execution, and Tina giing 
before f leading. 

77. Heare me graue fathers noble Tribunes flay, 
For pitty of mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous watres, whilft you l'ccurely llcpt: 
For all my blood in Romrs great quarrell filed, 
For all the frofty nights that 1 haue watcht, 
And for thele bitter teares, which now you fee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my checker, 
Be pittifull to my condemned Sonncs, 
Whofe foulcs is not corrupted as 'tis thought : 
For two and twenty fonnes 1 ncucr wept, 
Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 

Andnnkm lyetb dtw;e,and ibt Iudget fajft by bim. 
For thefe, Tribunes, in the dull 1 write 
My harts deepe languor, and my fuules fad teares : 
Let my teares Ibnch the earths drie appetite. 
My fonnes lwcct blood, will make it ihame and bluOii 
O earth ! I will be friend thee more with raine afaviraf 
That mail diftill from thele two ancient ruinet, 
Then youthfull Aprill ftull with all his (howrcs 
In fummers drought: lie drop vpon thee ftill, 
In Winter with warme teares lie melt the fnow, 
And krepe erernall fpiing time on thy face, 
So thou rcfufe to drinkc my deare fonnes blood. 

Enter Luau4,w tb bit veapon drawn*. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 
Vnbinde my fonnes, reuerle the doome or death, 
And let me l'ay(that neuer wept before) 
Mytesrcs are now preualing Oratours. 

Lu. Oh noble father.you lament in vaine, 
The Tribunes heare not, no man is by, 
And you recount your forrowes to a ftone. 

Ti. Ah Lutiut for thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue Tribunes, once more I intreat of you. 
Lu. My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpcake. 

77. Why 'tis no matter man,ifthey did heare 
They would not marke me:oh if they did heare 
They would not pitty me. 

Theiefore 1 tell my iorrowes booties to the Aones. 



Who though they cannot anfwere my diftrelTe, 
Yet in fome fort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
When I doc weepe, they humbly at my fectc 
Receiue my teare*,and Icemc to weepe with me, 
And were they but attired in graue wcedes, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thele. 
A ftone is as fort wane, 
Tribunes more hard then ftunes: 
Aftone is f«lent,and ofTendeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men to death. 
But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawne ? | 

Lu. To refcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which atiempt the ludges haue pronounc'ft 
My euerlafttng doome of banifhment. 

77. O happy man, they haue befriended thee : 
Why fooliih Lucius , J<li thou not perceiue 
That Rome is but a wildcrnes ot Tigers ' 
Tigers muit pray, and Rome aft'urds no prey 
But me and and mine : how happy art thuu then, 
From thele deuourers to be banilhcd ? 
But who comes with our brother Mar cm heere i 

Enter Afar tut and Lauinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 
Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breakc : 
1 bring confuming forrow to thine age. 

Ti. Will it COtlfkUM me ? Let me lee it then. 

eMar. This wjs thy daughter. 

77. Why Marcus fj ftie it. 

Luc. Aye me this obieel kilt me. 

77. Faint-harted boy,arile and looke Tpon her, 
Speake Lauinia, what accurlcd hand 
Hath made thee handlelTc in thy lathers fight? 
What roolc hath added water to the Sra • 
Or brought a faggot to bright burning Tioy i 
My gricle was at the height before thou cam'ft, 
And now like Nylut it difjaineth bounds: 
Giue me a fword,lle chop off my bands too, 
For they haue fought for Rome,and all in vaine : 
And they haue nur'ft this woe, 
In feeding life : 

In bootelefte prayer haue they bene held vp, 
And they haue feru'd me to eftecllciTe vfe. 
Now all the fcruice I require of them, 
Is that the one will helpe to cut die other : 
*Tis well Lauinia, that thou haft no handt, 
For hands to do Rome lcruu.c,is but vaine. 

Lust. Speake gentle filler, who hath martyr'd thee? 

Mar. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with fuch pleating eloquence, 
Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where like a Tweet mellodius bird it lung, 
Sweet varied notes inchinting euery eaie. 

Lva. Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed i 

Mare. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide hcrfclfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receiude fome vnrecuring wound. 

77/. It was my Deare, 
And he that wounded her. 
It hurt me more, then had he kild me dead : 
For now I ft in .i as one vpon a Rocke, 
Inuiron'd with a wildcrnclTe of Sea. 
Who markrs the waxing tide, 
Grow w.iue by waue, 

E'lcfting 
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Expecting eucr when fome enuious furgc, 

\\ ij[ in his brinifh bowel* (wallow him. 

This way to death my wretched lonncs are gone : 

Heere (lands my other fotine, a baniihr man, 

And hecre my brother weeping at my woe*. 

But that which giues my foule the greateft fpurne, 

Is deeie Lauinia, dcercr then my foule. 

Had I but feene thy picture in thit plight, 

It would haue madded me. What Dull I doe ! 

Now J behold thy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares, 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his doth 

Thy brothers are condemn'd,and dead by this. 

Lookc Mar cm ,ih ionnc Luam looke on her : 

When 1 did name her brothers, then rrcih teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the hony dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered., 

Mar. Perchance Ok- weepc* becaufe they kil'd her 
husband, 

Perchance becaufe (he knowes him innocent. 

77. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becaufe the law hath tane reu enge on them. 
No, no, they would not doe fo foule a deede, 
Witnes the forrow that their filter makes. 
Gentle Lauinia let me kifle thy lips, 
Or make fome fignes how 1 may do thee cafe : 
Shall thy good Vnclc,and thy brother Luciui, 
And thou and I At round about Iomc Fountaine, 
Looking all downewards to behold our cheekes 
How they are ftain'd in meadowes, yet not dry 
With miery flime left on them by a flood : 
And in the Founuine Hull we gaze fo long, 
Till the frelh tafte be taken from tliat cleercnet, 
And made a brine pit with our bitter teares i 
Or (h^ll we cut away our hands like thine ? 
Or (hall wc bite our tongues, and in dumbc ihewes 
Pane the remainder of our hatefull dayes? 
What Hull we doe t Let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome deuife of further miferies 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

Lu. Sweet Father ceafe your teares, for at your griefe 
See how my wretched filler lobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience decre Neece, good Turn dric thine 
eyes. 

77. Ah Mai cut , Marcut, Bn>*Ji er well I wot, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teate of mine, 
For thou poorc mm haft drown'd it with thine owne. 

Lu. Ah my Lauinia 1 will wipe thy cheekes. 

Ti Marke Martm marke, 1 vnderftand her figncs, 
Had (he a tongue to Ipeakc, now would (he fay 
That to her brother which I laid to thee. 
His Napkin with hettrue teares all bewct, 
Can do no feruice on her fotrowf'ull cheekes. 
Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this! 
As farre from hclpe as Limbo is from blilTe, 



the Mutrt alone. 



Moare. Tittu Andrenitut, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thre this word, that if thou loue thy fonnet, 
Let Marctu,Lucha, or thy felre old Titut , 
Or any one of yuu, chop off your hand, 
And fend it to the King: he for the fame, 
Will fend thee hither both thy fonncs aliue, 
And that fhall be the ranfome for their fault. 



77. Oh gracious Emperour, oh gentle Aartn. 
Did ruer Rauen fing fo like a Larke, 
That giues fweet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 
With all my heart, He fend the Emperour my 
Good Aran wilt thou help to chop it oft i 

Lu. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath throwne downe fo many enemies, 
Shall not be lent : my hand will ferue the tume, 
My youth can better fpire my blood then you, 
And therfore mine (hall faue my brothers liues. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defendei 
And rear'd aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 
Writing dcftrulUon on the enemies Caftle i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 
My hand hath bin but idle, let it ferue 
To ranfome my two nephewes from their death, 
Then haue 1 kept it to a worthy end. 4 

Maori. Nay come agree, whofe hand fhallgoe along 
For fcare they die before their pardon come. 

zMar. My hand (hall goe. 

Lu, By heauen it (hall not goe. 

77. Sirs ftriue no more, fuch withered hearbs as thefe 
Are mcefe for plucking vp.and therefore mine. 

La. Sweet Father, if 1 (hall be thought thy fonne, 
Let me redeem c my brothers both from death. 

Mar, And for our fathers uke, and mothers care, 
Now let me (hew a brothers loue to thee. 

77. Agree betweene you, 1 will (pare my hand. 

Lu. Then He goe fetch an Axe. 

Mar. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt 
Ti. Come hither Aaren, He deceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giuc thee mine, 
<&foore. Jf that be cal'd deceit, I will be honcft, 

And neuer whil'ft I liue deceiue men fo : 

But He deceiue you in another fort, 

And that you'l fay ere ha lie an houre pafle. 

Ht cuts off Turn hand. 
Enter Lucim ait J Marcu i againe. 

Ti. Now ftay you ftrife, what (hall be,is difpatchti: 
Good Arcn giuc his Maieftic me hand, 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers : bid him bury it : 
More hath it merited : That let it haue. 
As fur for my lonnes, fay 1 account of them, 
As icwel* purchaft at an eafie price, 
And yet dcere too, becaufe I bought mine owne. 

Amn. I goe Andnnkut^ and lor thy hand, 
Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee : 
Their heads I meane : Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 
Let fooles doe good, and faire men call for grace, 
Ann will haue his foule blacke like hi* face. Exit. 

Ti. O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
And bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 
If any power pitties wretched teares, 
To that I call : what wilt thou knecle with me i 
Doc then deare heart, for heauen lhall heare our prayers, 
Or with our flghs weele breath the welkin dimme, 
And ftaine the Sun with fogge as fumtime cloudes, 
When they do hog him in their melting bolomes. 

Mar. Oh brother fpcake with portabilities, 
And do not breake into thefe deepe extreames. 

Ti. Is not my furrow deepe, hauing no bottome i 
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Then be my pall'uns bottomlefte with them. 

Alar. But yet let rcafon gouerne thy l.imcnt. 

'Titiu. If there were reafun for thefe milcnes, 
Then into limit* could I binde my woes : 
When heauen doth wcepe, doth nut the earth ore flow f 
If the windes rage, doth not the Sea wux mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwolne face ? 
And wilt thou haue a reafon for this coile f 
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow : 
Shcc is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then muft my Sea be moued with her fighes. 
Then muft my earth with her continuall teares, 
Become a deluge : ouerflow'd and drown'd : 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard muft I vomit them: 
Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue Iraue, 
To eafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 

Enter a mejftnger 9$tb twD btadt and a hand. 



Exit. 



Mtff. Worthy Andrtn'ma. ill art thou 
For that good hand thou fentft the Empcrour : 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble fonnes. 
And heeres thy hand in Icorne to thee fent backe 
Thy griefes, their (ports : Thy refolution mockt , 
That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 
More then remembrance of my fathers death. 

Mart. Now let hot jEtna eoole in Cicilie, 
And be my heart an euer-burning hell : 
Thefe miferies are more then may be borne. 
To weepe with them that wecpe, doth eafe fome deale, 
But furrow Aouted at, is double death. 

Luci. Ah that this fight mould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not ftirinke thereat : 
That euer death fliould let life beare his name, 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Mar. Alas poore hart that kifle is comfortlefTe, 
As frozen water to a ftarued fnake. 

Turn. When will this fearefull flumber haue an end i 

Mar. Now farwell flatterie, die Andrvricui, 
Thou doft not flumber, lee thy two funs heads, 
Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here t 
Thy other banilht fonnes with thisdecre light 
Struckc pale and bloodleflc, and thy brother J, 
Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 
Ah now no more will I conrroule my gricfes, 
Rent oft* thy ftluer haire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The doling vp of our moft wretched eyes : 
Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill < 

Tutu. Ha, ha, ha, 
Mar. Why doft thou laugh ( it fits not with this houre. 

77. Why I haue not another teare to Hied : 
Befides, this forrow is an enemy, 
And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes, 
Ami make them blinde with tributarie teares. 
Then which way ftull I finde Reuenges Caoe f 
For thefe two heads doe Icemc to fpeake to me, 
And threat me, 1 ftiall neucr come to blilte, 
Till all thefe milchiefes be returned againe, 
turn in their throats that haue committed them. 
Come let me fee what tiske I haue to doe, 
You heauie people, circle me about, 
That I may turne me to each nneofyou, 
And fwcare vnto my foule to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made, erne Brother take a head, 



And in this hand the other will I beare. 
And Lauinia thou (halt be employd in thefe things : 
Beare thou my band fweet wench betweene thy teeth : 
As tor thee boy, goe get thee from my tight, 
Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay, 
Hie to the li tin, and raife an army there, 
And if you loue me, as 1 thinke you doe, 
Let's kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. £ 



Luci. Farewell u* my noble Father : 

The woful'ft mm that euer liu'd in Rome : 
Farewell proud Rome, til Lmciut come againe, 
Heloues his pledgrs dearer then his life : 
Farewell Lauinia my noble fiftcr, 
O would thuu wert as thou to fore haft beene, 
But now, nor Luctut nor Lauinia liues 
But in obliuion and hateful grieies : 
If Lutiut hue, he will reauit your wrongi, 
And make proud \.:wr, and his Emprefle 
Beg at the gates likes Tarouin and his Qucene. 
Now will I to the Gothes and raife a power, 
To be reueng'd on Rome and Saturnine. Exit 



Enter 



A Bna\et. 
, Mi' tut, Lauinia, and the By. 



*An. So,fo, now fit. and looke you eate no more 
Then will preierue iuft fo much ftrrngth in v» 
As will reuenge thele bitter woes of ours. 
Marcui vnknit that forrow-wreatben knot I 
Thy Neece and 1 ( poore Creatures ) want our hand* 
And cannot paftiunate our tenfold griefc, 
With foulded Armrs. This poore right hand of mine, 
Is left to tirraniie vppon my bread. 
Who when my hart all mad with mifery, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my fleih, 



Then thus I thumpe it downc. 
Thou Map of woe, that thus d 



doft talk in fignes, 
When thy poore hart beates without ragiw 
Thou canft not fttike it thus to make it ftill T 
Wound it with (ighing girle, kil it with ftronet: 
Or get fome little knite betweene thy teeth, 
And iuftagainft thy hart make thou a hole. 
That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke, and foaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea fait teares. 

Mar. Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands vppon her tender life. 

An How now J Has forrow made thee doate already? 
Why Marcut, no man ftiould be mad but I : 
What violent hands can flie lay on her life : 
Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name of hands, 
To bid zAZneat tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt, and he made mifcrablcr' 

0 handle not the theame, to talke of hands, 
Leaft we remember ftill that we haue none, 
Fie, fie, how Frantiquely I /qua re my talke 
At if we fhould forget we had no hands : 

If Marcm did not name the word of hands. 
Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle eate this, 
Heere is no drinke ? Harke Marcm what ihe faies, 

1 can interpret all her martir'd fignes, 

She faies, ftie drinkes no other dnnke but teares 
Breu'd with her forrow : meflj'd vppon her cheekc*, 

Speech - 
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Speech lefle com playnet, I will learne thy thought i 

In thy dumb action, will I be as perfect 

A 1 begging Hermits in their holy prayers. 

Thou fttalt not fighe nor hold thy flump* to heauen, 

Nor winke,nor nod, nor kneele,nor make a figne, 

But Km thefe) will wreft an Alphabet, 

And by flill practice, learne to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandfire leaue thefe bitter deepe laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleating tale. 

e/War. Alas, the tender boy in paffion mou'd, 
Doth wcepe to fee his grandfircs heauinefle. 

An. Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of teares, 
And teares will quickly melt thy life away. 

Marcus tin hi tbe dijb with a {mi/e. 
What doeft thou ftrike at Marcus with knife. 

Mar. At that that 1 haue kil'd my Lord, a Flys 

An. Out on the murderour : thou kil'ft my hart, 
Mine eyes cloi'd with view of Tirnmie: 
A deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not Thus brohcr : get thee gone, 
I fee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. A l,i .1 my Lord) I haue but kild a flie. 

An. But 1 How : if that Flie had a father and mother? 
How would he hang his flcnder gilded wings 
And but lamenting doings in the ayer, 
Poore harmelefTe Fly, 
That with his pretty busing melody, 
Came heere to make vs merry, 
And thou haft kil'd him. 

c3fur. Pardon me fir, 
It was a blacke illfauour'd Fly, 
Like to the Empreflc Moore, therefore I kild him. 

An. O,o,o, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft done a Charitable deed I 
Giue me thy knife, I will infult on him, 
Flattering my felfes, as if it were the Moore, 
Come hither purpofely to poyfon me. 
There's for thy frlfc,and t hats for Tamira '. Ah firra, 
Yet I thinke we are not brought fo low, 
But that betweene vs, we can kill a Fly, 
That comes in likenefle of a Cole-blacke Moore. 

Mar. Alas poore man, griefe ha's fo wrought on him, 
He takes falfe fhadowes, for true fubftances. 

An. Come, take away: Lauima,goe with me, 
He to thy cloflet,and goe read with thee 
Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old. 
Come boy.and goe with me, thy fight is young, 
And thou fhalt read, when mine begin to daiell. Extant 



Attus Quartus. 



Enter young Lucius and Lauinia running after bins, an J 
tbe 'Boy fixes from ber witb bit booses -under bit tame. 

Enter Tttut and Marcnt. 
'Boy. Hclpe Grandfier helpe.my Aunt Lauinia, 
Followes me euery where I know not why. 
Good Vncle Mart*, fee how fwift flie com«, 
Alas fweet Aunt, I know not what you meane. 

Mar. Stand by me Lucius, doc not feate thy Aunt. 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme 
'Boy. I when my father was in Rome the did. 

_ 



Afar. What meanes my Neece Lauinia by thefe figncs? 

77. Feare not Lw/w.ibmewhat doth flie meane: 
See Lucius fee, how much fhe makes of thee : 
Some whether would flie haue thee goe with her. 
Ah boy, ComtRa neuer with more care 
Read to her fonnes, then fhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and Tullies Oratour: 
Can ft thou not geffe wherefore fhe plies thee thus? 

Boy. My Lord I know not I, nor can I geflc, 
Vnleflc fome fit or frenzie do poflefle her : 
For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 
Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 
And I haue read that Hetubee of Troy, 
Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare, 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 
Loues me as deare as ere my mother did, 
And would not but in fury fright my youth, 
Which made me downe to throw my booke*, and flie 
Caufles perhaps, but pardon me fweet Aunt, 
And Madam, if my Vncle Marcus goe, 
I will moft willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 

Mar. Lucius I will. 

77. How now Lauinia, Marcus what meanes this ? 
Some booke there is that flie defires to fee , 
Which is it girle of thefe ? Open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy forrow, till the heaurns 
Reueale the damn'd contriuer of this deed. 
What booke? 

Why lifts fhe vp her armes in fequence thus? 

Mar. I thinke fhe meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the fad, I more there was : 
Or elfe to heauen fhe heaues them to reuengc. 

77. Lucius what booke is that fhe tofTeth fo? 

By. Grandfier 'tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 
My mother gaue it me. 

*Mar. For loue of her that's gone, 
Perhahs fhe culd it from among the reft. 

77. Soft, fo bufily fhe turnes the leaues, 
Hclpe her, what would fhe finde ? Lauinia fhall I read ? 
This is tbe tragicke tale of PbiUme/t 
And treates of Teresa treafon and his rape, 
And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

Mar, See brother fee, note how fhe quotes the leaues 

77. Lauinia,veert thou thus furpris'd fweet girle, 
Rauifht and wrong'd as Pbiltmtla was T 
Forc'd in the ruth lefle, raft, and gloomy woods ? 
See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there J 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere defcribes, 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

<&far. O why fhould nature build fo foule a den, 
VnltfTe the Gods delight in tragedies* 

Ti.Giue fignes fweet girle, for heere aie none but friends 
What Romaine Lord it was durft do the deed f 
Or flunke not Satismiut,** Tarquin trfts. 
That left the Camjpe to finne in Lmcreee bed. 

Mar. Sit downe fweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, 
Apbalhy Pallets, hue, or tMrrtury, 
Infpire me that I may this trealbn finde. 
My Lord looke heere, looke heere Lauinia. 

He writ a bit Namt vitb bit Hajje,and guida it 
with (re <t and mcutb. 
This fandie plot is plaine,guide if thou canft 

This 
___ 
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This after me, I haue writ my name. 

Without the helpe of any hand at all. 

Curft be that hart that forc'ft vs to that ihift i 

Write thou good Ncece,and heere difplay at lift, 

What God will haue difcouered for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plaine, 

That we may know the Trayton and the truth. 

She takes the jiaffi in her nstmtb,and guides it with ber 
flumps and writes. 
77. Oh doe ye read my Lord what (he hath writs ? 
Stuprssm, Chiron, Dtmttr'wt. 

tMar. What, what, the luftfull fonnet of Tamora, 
Performert of this hainous bloody deed ' 

77. Magm Dominator poli, 
Tarn Itntui audit jcelera,tam lentus videt ? 

Mar. Oh calmc thee, gentle Lord : Although 1 know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 
To ftirre a mutinie in the mildeft thoughts, 
And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimea. 
My Lord kneele downe with me: Lassinia kneele, 
And kneele fweet boy,the Romiine HeUorx hope, 
And fweare with me.as with the wofull Feere 
And father of that chaft di&onoured Dame, 
Lord Junius Brutux fweare for Lutrtct rape, 
That we will profccute(by good aduife) 
Mortall reuenge vpon thefe traytorous Gothes, 
And fee their blood, or die with this reproach. 

77. Tis Aire enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hunt thefe Beare-whclpes, then beware 
The Dam will wake, and if (he winde you once, 
Shee's with the Lyon deepely dill in league. 
And lulls him whilft (he palyeth on her backe, 
And when he fleepes will (he do what (he lift. 
You are a young huntfman rffarcus,lct it alone : 
And come, I will goe get a leafe of bride, 
And with a Gad of fteele will write thefe words, 
And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde 
Will blow thefe fands like SHels leaues abroad, 
And wheres your lelTon then. Boy what fay you* 

'Bey. 1 fay my Lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mothers bed-chamber (hould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad bond-men to the yoakc of Rome. 

Mar. I that's my boy,thy father bath full oft, 
For his vngratefull country done the like. 
Bey. And Vncle fo will I, and if I Hue. 
Ti. Come goe with me into mine Armorie, 
Ltscius lie (it thee,and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the EmprelTe fonnes, 
Prefents that I intend to fend them both. 
Come, come, thou 1| do thy meflage, wilt thou not? 
Bay. I with my dagger in their bofomes GrandGre i 
77. No boy not fo, lie teach thee another courfe, 
comc,eflf<rrriii looke to my houfe, 
Lucius and lie goe braue it at the Court, 
I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Extant. 

Mar. O heauens! Can you heare a good man grone 
And not relent, or not companion him ? 
Marcus attend him in his extafie, 
That hath more (cars of furrow in his heart, 
Then foc-mens markes vpon his batter'd (hicld, 
But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge, 
Reuenge the heauens for old Andnnicus. Exit 
Enttr Ann, Chiron and Demttrius at one dorrjtnd at anether 
dort young Lucius and another, tritb a bundle of 
wtaptns,and verjes writ vpon them. 



Chi. Demetrius heeres the fonne of Lnciut, 
He hath fome mefTage to deliuer vs. 

Ann. I fome mad mellage from his mad Grandfather. 

*%. My Lords, with all the humblene(Te I may, 
1 grccte your honours from Andromkni, 
And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 

Demt. Gramercie louely Lssehst, what's the newts? 
For villanie's markt with rape. May itpteafeyou, 
My Grandfire well aduifd hath fent by me, 
The goodlicft weapons of his Armorie, 
To gratifie your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me (ay : 
And fo I do and with his gifts prefent 
Your Lordfliips, when euer you haue need, 
You may be armed and appointed well, 
And fo I leaue you both : like bloody villaines. Exit 

ZW. What's heere? a fcrole,& written round about i 
Let's fee. 

Integer vita- JceJerifque purm,nen egit tnaury sac sslie sue ar- 

Cbi. O "tis a verfe in Horace, I know it well. 
I read it in the Crammer long agoe. 

cMoore. I iuft,a verfe in Horace : right, you haue it, 
Now what a thing it is to be an Arte ? 
Heer's no found ieft,the old man hath found their guilt, 
And fends the weapons wrapt about with line*, 
Thatwound( beyond their feeling) to the quick: 
But were our witty EmprelTe well a foot, 
She would applaud Andrtnicsu conceit: 
But let her reft, in her vnreft a while. 
And now young Lords, wa's tnot a happy ftarre 
Led vs to Rome (Hangers, and more then fo ; 
Captiues, to be aduanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the Pallace gate. 
To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Demt. But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Bafcly infinuate.and fend vs gifts. 

Moore. Had he not reafon Lord Demrtrisu? 
Did you not vfe his daughter very friendly ? 

Dense. I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
At fuch a bay, by turne to fcrue our luft. 

Chi. A charitable with, and full of loue. 

Moore. Heere lack's but you mother for to fay, Amen. 

Chi. And that would (he for twenty thoufand more. 

Dense. Come, let vs go, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Afowr.Pray to the deuils,the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Flounjb. 

Dens. Why do the Emperors trumpets flourifli thus? 

Chi. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 

Dense. Soft, who comes heere i 

Enter Nurfe with a black; * Move cbilde. 

Nur. Good morrow Lords: 
O tell me. did you fee Aaron the Moore ? 

Aron. Well.more or leiTe,or nere a whit at all, 
Heere tAaron is,and what with %Aarcn now ? 

Nurje. Oh gentle yxtarM.we are all vndone, 
Now helpe, or woe betide thee euennore. 

Aron. Why, what a cattcrwalling doft thou keepe ? 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurfe. O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 
Our EmprelTe (hame,andftately Romes dilgrace, 
She is deliuered Lords, (he is deliuered. 

Aron To whom ? 

Nurfe. I meane (he is brought a bed ? 
Wei God giue her good reft, 

What 
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What hath he Tent her? 
Nurft. A deuill. 

Aran. Why then fhe is'the Deuils Dam : a ioyfull ifTue. 

Nurft. A ioylefTe, difmall, blacke &, forrowf'ull ifTue, 
Heere ii the babe as loathfome a* a toad, 
Among' ft the faireft breeders of our clime, 
The EmprefTe lends it thee, thy llampc,thyfeale, 
And bid* thee chriften it with thy daggers point. 

Aran. Out you whore, is black fo bate a hue ? 
Sweet blowfe,you are a beautious blofTome lure . 

Dtmt. Villaine what haft thou done? 

Am. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Cbi. Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Dtmt. And therein hellifh dog, thou haft trndonc, 
Woe to her chance,and damn'd her loathed choyce, 
Accur'ft the off-fpring of fo foule a fiend. 

Cbi. It iK > 1 1 not Hue. 

Aran. It mail not die. 

Nurje. Aartn it muft, the mother wils it fo. 

Aran. What, muft it Nurft ' Then let no man but I 
Doe execution on my flefh and blood. 

Dtmt. He broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
Nurft giue it me, my fwoid (hall foone difpatch it. 

Aran. Sooner this fword (hall plough thy bowels vp. 
Stay murtherou* villaines, will you kill your brother i 
Now by the burning Taperi of the skie, 
That Jh'one fo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dies vpon my Semitars fharpe point, 
That touches this my firft borne fonne and heire. 
I tell you young-lings, r. t Enct/aJui 
With all his threading band of Tjfbon, broode, 
Nor great A/cidti,aor the God or warre, 
Shall cease this prey out of his fathers hands : 
What, what, ye fanguine (hallow hartcd Boycs, 
Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Ale-houfe painted Agnes, 
Cole-blacke is better then another hue, 
In that it fcornes to beare another hue : 
For all the water in the Ocean, 
Can neuer turne the Swans blacke legato white, 
Although the laue them hourelyin the flood : 
Tell the EmprefTe from me, I am of age 
To keepe mine owne,excufe it how (he can. 

Dtmt. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftris thus ? 

Aran. My miftris is my miftris: this my felfe, 
The vigour,and the picture of my youth : 
This, before all the world do I preferre, 
This mauger all the world will I keepe fafe, 
Or fome of you (hall fmoake for it in Rome. 

Dtmt. By this our mother is for euer fham'd. 

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. 

Nur. The Empcrour in his rage will doome her death. 

Cbi. I blufh to thinke vpon this ignominie. 

Aran. Why ther's the priuiledge your beauty bearcs: 
Fie trecherout hue, that will betray with blulhing 
The clofe enacts and counfels of the hart: 
Hecr's a young Lad fram'd of another leere, 
Looke how the blacke (laue (miles vpon the father; 
As who (hould fay, old Lad I am thine owne. 
He is your brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
Of that felfe blood that firft gaue life to you, 
And from that worn be where you imprifoned were 
He is infranchifed and come to light : 
Nay he is your brother by the furer fide, 
Although my feale be damped in his face. 

Nurft. %Aanm what (hill I fay vnto the EmprefTe f 

Dtm. Aduife thee %Aaron t what is to be done, 



And we will all fubferibe to thy aduife : 
Saue thou the child, fo we may all be fafe. 

Aran. Then (it we downc and let vs all confult. 
My fonne and 1 will baue the winde of you : 
Keepe there,now talkeat pleafure of your fafety. 

Dtmt. How many women fawthis childe of his? 
Aran.y/hy fo braue Lords, when we ioyne in league 
I am a Lambe: but if you braue the Maort, 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine LyoncfTc, 
The Ocean fwells not fo at Aaron ftormes : 
But fayagJine, how many (aw the childe i 

Nurft. C rrrua, tht midwifc,and my felfe, 
And none elfe but the dcliuered EmprefTe. 

Ann. The EmprefTe, the Midwifc.and your felfe, 
Two may keepe counfell, when the the third's away : 
Goe to the EmprefTe, tell her this 1 faid, Ht kjlt btr 

Weeke, weeke.lo cries a Pigge prepared to th'fpit. 

Dtmt. What mean'ft thou Aaron ? 
Wherefore did'ft thou this? 

%Aran. O Lord fir, 'tis a deed of pollicie ? 
Shall fhe liuc to betray this guilt of our's: 
A long tongu'd babling Goflip ? No Lords no : 
And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 
Not farre, one Mulittut my Country-man 
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed, 
His childe is like to her, fair r as you are: 
Goe packe with him, and giue the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumftanceof all, 
And how by this their Childe (hall be aduaune'd, 
And be receioed for the Emperours heyre, 
And fubftituted in the place of mine, 
To calme this temped whirling in the Court, 
And let the Empcrour dandle him for his owne. 
Harke ye Lords, ye fee I haqe giuen her phyficke, 
And you muft needs beftow her funeral], 
The fields are neere,and you are gallant Groomesi 
This done, fee that you take no longer daies 
But fend the Midwife prefently to me. 
The Midwife and the Nurfe well made away, 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they plealc. 

Cbi. Aaron I fee thou wilt not ttuft the ayre with fe 

Dtmt. For this care of Tamara, (crets. 
Her felfe, and hers are highly bound to thee. Extunt. 

Aran. Now to the Gothes, as fwift as Swallow flies, 
TheTe to difpofe this treafure in mine armes, 
And fecretly to greete the EmprefTe friends : 
Come on you thick-lipt-fLuc, lie beare you hence, 
For it is you that puts vs to our fhifts : 
lie make you feed on berries,and on rootes, 
And feed on curds and whay.and fucke thcGoatc, 
And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you rp 
To be a warriour, and command a Campe. Exit 

Enltr Tit at, old Martin, young Luc'm, an Jet btr gtmiem>n 
vritb bowti.anA Tim btarti tbt arrtwtt witb 
Lttttrt on tbt tnd of tbtn. 

Tit. Come Afcrr«/,come,kinfroen this is the way. 
Sir Boy let me fee your Archerie, 
Looke yce draw home enough, and 'tis there ftraight : 
Ttrrtu A/lrta rtlijurt M you remembred Mareut. 
She's gone, (he's fled, firs take you to your tooles, 
You Cofens (hall gee found the Ocean: 
And cart your nets,haply you may find her in the Sea, 
Yet ther's as little iuftice as at Land : 
No Publiut and $tmprcniui,yov muft doe it, 
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Ti» you mut dig with Mattocke,and with Spade, 
And pierce the in mo ft Center of the earth : 
Then when you come to Pluteei Region, 
I pray you deliuer him this petition, 
Tell him it is for iuftice, and for aide, 
And that it comet from old Andrcnitui, 
Shaken with forrowea in vngratcfull Rome. 
Ah Rome ! Well.well.I made thee miferable, 
What time I threw the peoples fuffrage* 
On him that thuidoth tyrannize ore me. 
Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all, 
And leaueyou not a man of warre vnfearcht, 
This wicked Emperour may haue (hipt her hence, 
And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iuftice. 

Mart, O Publm is not this a heauie cafe 
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftracl f 

Publ. Therefore my Lords it highly vs concernes, 
By day and night t'attend him carefully : 
And feede his humour kindely at we may, 
Till time beget fome carefull remedie. 

Marc. Kinfmen, his forrowes are paft remedie. 
Ioyne with the Gothes,and with reuengcfull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine. 

Tit. Putrm how now } how now my Maifter*? 
What haue you met with her ? 

Tubl. No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 
If you will haue reuenge from hell you (hall, 
Marrie for iuftice (he is fo imploy'd, 
He thinkes with hut in heauen, or fome where clfc : 
So that perforce you muft needs (lay a time. 

lit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delaycs, 
He diue into the burning Lake below, 
And pull her out of *Acart.n by the hecle*. 
Mar cut we are but (hrubs,no Cedar* we, 
No big-bon'd-men,fram'd of the Cyclops fire, 
But mettall tMarcut,&tx\e to the very backe, 
Yet wrung with wrongi more then our backe can beare: 
And fith there's no iuftice in earth nor hell, 
We will follicite heauen.and moue the Gods 
To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake'our wongt : 
Come to this geire,you are a goad Archer Marcm. 

He giutt then the Arrvwei. 
Ad Icurm. that's for you: here ad tApfellmem, 
Ad Mar tern, that's for my fclfe, 
Heere Boy to Pallas, heere to c%fercurj t 
To Sa'uruine, to Cairn, not to Saturnine, 
You were as good to (hoote againft the winde. 
Too it Boy, Marcm loofe when I bid: 
Of my word, I haue written to effect, 
Ther's not a God left vnfbllrcited. 

Mare. Kinfmen, (hoot all your flufrs into the Court, 
We will afflict the Emperour in his pride. 

Tit, Now Maiden draw,Oh well faid Lueim 5 
Good Boy in V'trgun lap,giuc it Pallai. 

Mare. My Lord, I aime a Mile beyond the Moone, 
Your letter is with Iufittr by this. 

Tit. Ha,ha.PifA/iw,/ > j,/./;w,what haft thou done? 
Sec, fee, thou haft (hot off one of Taunu hornet. 

Mar. Thit wat the fport my Lord, when Pub/im (hot, 
The Bull being gal'd.gaue Aries fuch a knocke. 
That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
And who (hould finde them but the EmprefTe villaine : 
She taught, and told the Moore he (hould not choofe 
But giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes, God giue your Lord&ip ioy. 



♦ 



Enter the Cltnrnewitba battel and two Pigeom in it. 

Titm. Newes ,ne wet, from heauen, 
Marcm the poaft is come. 
Sirrah, what tydingt ? haue you any letters f 
Shall I haue lurtice.what fayet lufiterl 

Clnrne. Ho the libbetmaker.hc faye* that he hath ta- 
ken them downe againe, for the man muft not be hang'd 
till the nextweeke. 

Tit. But what fayet lupiter I atke thee? 
CJ nnc. Alas fir I know not Iufittr t 
I neuer dranke with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier ? 

Gswne. I of my Pigions fir, nothing elfe. 

Tit. Why, did'ft thou not come from heauen ? 

C/er»ne. From heauen ? Alat fir, I neuer came there, 
God forbid I (hould be fo bold, to preffe to heauen in my 
young dayet. Why I am going with my pigeon* to the 
Tribunal! Plcbt, to take vp a matter ofbrawie, betwixt 
my Vnde,and one of the Emperialli men. 

Mar. Why fir, that it at fit at can be to feme for yoor 
Oration, and let him deliuer the Pigions to the Emperour 
from you* 

Tit. Tell mee,can you deliuer an Oration to the Em- 
perour with a Grace T 

Chnne. Nay truely fir, I could neuer fay grace in all 

my life. 

Tit. Sirrah come hither, make no more adoc, 
But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour, 
By me thou (halt haue Iuftice at his hands. 
Hold, hold, meane while her'* money for thy charge*. 
Giue mepen and inke. 

Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliuer a Supplication ? 
arnne. I fir 

Turn. Then here it a Supplication for you, and when 
you come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneele, 
then kiffe hit foote, then deliuer vp your Pigeon* , and 
then looke for your reward, lie be at hand fir, fee you do 
it brauely. 

Clvne. I warrant you fir, let me «lone. 

Tit. Sirrha haft thou a knife T Come let me fee it. 
Heere Marem,(aid it in the Oration, 
For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant: 
And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 
Knocke at my dore,and tell me what he fayet. 

CJivne. God be with you fir, I will. Ejeit. 

Tit. Come Marcm let vt goe, Pub/im follow me. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Em per cur and Empreje, and btr twojonnti , tbt 
Emperour bring! tbt Arreted in km band 
that Titut jbvt at bin. 

Satur. Why Lords, 
What wrongi are thefe ? wa* euer feene 
An Emperour in Rome thu* ouerborne, 
Troubled, Confronted thus, and for the extent 
Of egall iuftice, vfd in fuch contempt? 
My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods, 
(How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples earet)there nought hath paft, 
But eucn with law againft the willfull Sonnet 
Of old Andrcnicm. And \s hat and if 
Hit forrowet haue fo oucrwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in hit wreaket, 
Hit fltt,hii frenzie,and his bitterneffe '. 
And now he writes to heauen for his redreffe. 

' 7 ' This 
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Thii to Ape>lle,\K\% to the Cod of warre : 

Sweet fcrowle* to flie about the ftreets of Rome : 

What', this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our Iniuftice euery where? 

A goodly humour, U it not my Lordt = 

At who would fa>, in Rome no lufticc were. 

But if I Hue, hi* fained ettafie* 

Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages: 

But he and hit fhall know, that luftice Hue* 

In Saturnimu health ; whom if he fleepe, 

Hee'l lb awake, at he in fury (hall 

Cut oft" the proud 'ft Confpirator that liuet. 

Tame. My graeiout Lord, my looely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, Commander of my thoughts , 
Calme thee, and beare the faults of 7>/Mage, 
Th'efteels of forrow for his valiant Sonne*, 
Whofe loflTe hath pier'ft him deepe.and fcar'd hit heart} 
And rather comfort his diftrefled plight, 
Then profrcute the metneft or the beft 
For thefe contempts. Why thus it (hall 
High witted Tomora to glofe with all : 
But Titm, I haue touch'd thee to the quicke, 
Thy life blood out : If Aaren now be wife, 
Then is all Safe, the Anchor's in the Port. 

Enter Clrrrne. 

How now good fellow, would'd thou fpeake with v* ? 

Clove. Yea forfooth,and your Mifterlhip be Emperiall. 

Tarn. EmprefTe I am, but yonder fitt the Emperour. 
Clo. Tit he ; God it Saint Stephen giue you good den; 
1 haue brought you a Letter, & a couple of Pigiont heere. 

He readl tbt Lttttr. 

S Goe take him away, and hang him prcfcntly. 

C/cvrne. How much money muft I haue? 

Tarn. Come firrah you muft be hang'd. 

Clc*. Hang'd ? ber Lady, then I haue brought vp a neck 
to a fiire end. Exit. 

Satu. Defpightfoll and intolerable wrongs, 
Shall I endure thit monftrout villany ? 
I know from whence this famedeuife proceedes; 
May this be borne? As if his traytrous Sonnet, 
That dy'd by law for murther of our Brother, 
Haue by my meanes beene buccher'd wrongfully? 
Goe dragge the villaine hither by thehairc, 
Nor Age, nor Honour, (hill ihape priuiledge : 
For this proud mocke, He be thy daughter man : 
Sly franticke wretch, that holp'ft to make 
In hope thy felfe (hould gouerne Rome and me. 

Enter Nunlim Emillim. 
• Sueur. What newes with thee Emillim / 

The Gothes haue gather'd'head.and with a power 
Of high refolued men, bent to the fpoyle 
They hither march amaine, vnder conduce 
Of Luc tut, Sonne to old Andremiem : 
Who threats in courfcof this reuenge to do 
As much as euer Coritlanm did. 

King. Is warlike Lucius Generall of the G< 
Thefe tydingt nip me,and I hang the head 
At flowers with froft, or grade beat downe with flormesi 
I, now begins our forrowes to approach, 
'Tis he the common people loue fo much, 
My felfe hath often heard them fay, 
(When I haue walked like a priuateman) 
That I, anus baniument was wrongfully, 
And they haue wiflit that Lueim were their Emperour. 

Tarn. Why (hould you feare? It not our City ftrong> 
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King. I, but the CM. 
And w.ll reuolt from me, to fuccour him 

Tarn. AW.be thy thoughts Imperious like thy name. 
Is the Sonne dim'd, that Gnats do flie in it? 
The Eagle differs little Birds to fing, 
And is not careful! what they meanc thereby, 
Knowing that with the (hidow of his wings, 
He can at pleafore flint their melodic 
Eucn fo ma ye ft thou, the giddy men of Rome, 
Then cheare thy fpirit,for know thou Emperour, 
I will enchaunt the old Andremiem, 
With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous 
Then baite* to flu, or hony flalkes to flteepe, 
When at the one is wounded with the baite, 
The other rotted with delicious foode. 

King. But he will not entreat hit Sonne for vt. 

Tarn. If Tamer* entreat him, then he will, 
For I can fmooth and fill his aged earc, 
With golden promifes, that were his heart 
Almoft Impregnable, his old eare* deafe, 
Yet (hould both eare and heart obey my tongue. 
Goe thou before to our Embadadour, 
Say, that the Emperour requefts a parly 
Of warlike l.uciut, and appuint the meeting. 

K'tug. Emi/lme do this meflage Honourably, 
And if he (land in Hoftage for his Ulcty , 
Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafo him beft. 

Emiil. Your bidding (hall 1 do effeaually. Exit. 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andnnicm, 
And temper him with all the Art 1 haue, 
To plucke proud Lveim from the warlike Gothes. 
And now fweet Emperour be blithe 
And bury all thy feare in my deuifet. 

Sam. Then goe fucceflantly and plead for him. Exit. 



Afius Quintus. 



Enter Lucui vrith an Armx efGetbtt, 
with Drum and Sauldiert. 



Luc 1. Approued warriours,and my faithful! Friends, 
I haue receiucd Letters from great Rome, 
Which fignifiet what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how defirout of our fight they are. 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witnefle, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

Let him make treble fatiffacTion. 

Getb. Braue flip, fprung from the Great Andrtnicm, 
Whofe name wat once our terrour.now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt: 
Behold in vs, weele follow where thou lead'ft, 
Like dinging Bees in hotteft Sommert day, 
Led by their Maider to the flowred fields, 
And be aueng'd on curfed Tamer* 1 
And at he faith, fo fay we all with him. 

Luei. 1 humbly thanke him, and I thanke you all. 
But who come* heere, led by a lufty Getb ? 

Enter * Getb leading ef Aartm witb bie child 
in bit armet. 

Getb. Renowned Lucim, from our troups I ftraid, 
To gaze vpon a ruinous Monaftcrie, 

And 
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And a* 1 eameftly did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the wafted building, fuddainely 
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a wall: 
I made vnto the noyfe, when foone 1 heard, 
The crying babe control'd with thii difcourfe : 
Peace Tawny flaue, halfc me,and halfc thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mother* loolce, 
Villaine thou might'ft haue bene an Emperour. 
But where the Bull and Cow are both milk-white, 
They neuer do beget a cole-blaclce-Calre : 
Peace, villaine peace, euen thus he rate* the babe, 
For I mul) be j re thee to a trufty Goth, 
Who when he lenowe* thou art the EmprefTe babe, 
Will hold thee dearcly for thy Mother* lake. 
With ihi*, my weapon drawne I rufht vpon him, 
Surpriz'd him fuddainely,and brought him hither 
To vfe,as you thinke nceedefull of the man. 

Lati. Ob worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuill, 
That rob'd Andreaitat of his good hand ; 
Thi* it the Pearle that pleaf'd your EmprefTe eye, 
And heere's the Bafe Fruit of hi* burning luft. 
Say wall-ey'd flaue, whether would'ft thou conuay 
This growing Image of thy fiend-like face t 
Why doft not fpeake ( what deafe f Not a word f 
A halter Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, 
And by his fide hi* Fruite of Baftardie. 

Ann. Touch not the Boy, he is of Royall blood. 

Lati. Too like the Syre for euer being good. 
Firft hang the Child that he may fee it fprall, 
A fight to vexe the Fathers foule withall. 

Aran. Get me a Ladder Ltuiut,(»ae the Childe, 
And beare it from me to the EmprefTe : 
If thou do this, lie ihew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may aduantage thee to heare | 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
He fpeake no more : but vengeance rot you all. 

Lati. Say on, and if it pleafe me which thou fpeak'ft, 
Thy child mall Hue, and I will fee it Nourifht. 

Arm. And if it pleafe thee? why a flute thee Lutim, 
'Twill vexe thy foule to heare what I mall fpeake : 
For I mull talke of Murther*,Rapes,and MaiTacres, 
Arts of Blacke-night, abhominable Deeds, 
ComploU of Mifchiefe,Treafon, Villaniet 
Ruthfull to heare, yet pit Cloudy preform'd, 
And this Hull all be buried by my death, 
VnlefTe thou fweare to me my Childe wall True. 

Lu<i. Tell on thy minde, 
I fay thy Childe wall line. 

Am. Sweare that he fhall.and then I will begin. 

Luti. Who would I fweare by, 
Thou beleeueft no God, 

That graunted, how can'ft thou beleeue an oath ? 

Am. What if I do not.as indeed 1 do not, 
Yet for I know thou art Religious, 
And haft a thing within thee, called Conference, 
With twenty Popilh trickes and Ceremonies, 
Which I haue ferne thee carefull to obferue ! 
Therefore 1 vrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Idrot holds his Bauble for a God, 
And keepe* the oath which by that God he fweare*, 
To that lie vrge him : therefore tbou {halt vow 
By that fame God, what Cod fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence, 
To faue my Boy, to nourilh and bring him vp, 
Ore elfc I will difcouer nought to thee. 



Lati. Euen by my God I fweare to to thee I will. 

Area. 'Firft know thou, 
I begot him on the EmprefTe. 

Lad. Oh moft lnfatiate luxurious woman I 

Area. Tut Lachu, this wa» but a deed of Charitie, 
Totthat which thou fhalt heare of me anon, 
Twas her two Sonnes that murdered 'Bofflaam, 
They cut thy Sifters tongue, and rauiiht her, 
And cut her hand* off, and trim'd her as thou faw'ft. 

Lachu. Oh deteftable villaine ! 
Call'ft thou that Trimming f 

Area. Why fhe was wafht,and cut, an i trim'd, 
And 'twas trim fport for them that had the doing of it. 

Lati. Oh barbarous beaftly villaine* like thy felfe ! 

tArea. Indeede, I was their Tutor to inftrurt them, 
That Codding fpirit had they from their Mother, 
As fure a Card as euer wonne the Set; 
That bloody minde I thinke they learn'd of me, 
As true a Dog a* euer fought at head. 
Well, let my Deed* be witnefle of my worth : 
I trayn'd thy Bretheren to that guilefull Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of 'Bafftaaui lay : 
I wrote the Letter, that thy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention *d. 
Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonne*, 
And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue, 
Wherein I had no ftroke of Mifcheife in it. 
I play'd the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And when I had it, drew my felfe apart, 
And aimed broke my heart with extreame laughter. 
I pried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 
When for his hand, he had hi* two Sonne* heads, 
Beheld his teares, and laught fo hardly, 
That both mine eye* were rainie like to his i 
And when I told the EmprefTe of this fport, 
She founded almoft at my pleating tale. 
And for my tydingi, gaue me twenty kifles. 

Geib. What canft thou fay all thi*,and neuer blufli ? 

Area, l.like a blacke Dogge.a* the faying i*. 

Lati. Art thou not forry for thefe hainou* decde.r 

Area. I, that 1 had not done a thoufand more: 
Euen now I curfe the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within few compile of my curfe, 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or elfe deuife hi* death, 
Rauifh a Maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accufe fome Innocent, and forfwearemy felfe, 
Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 
Make poore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 
Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackesin the night, 
And bid the Owner* quench them with the teares: 
Oft haue I dig'd vp dead men from their grauea, 
And fet them vpright at their deere Friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowe* almoft was forgot, 
And on their »kinne», as on the Barke of Trees, 
Haue with my knife earned in Romaine Letter*, 
Let not your forrow die, though 1 am dead. 
Tut, 1 haue done a thoufand dreadful I things 
A* willingly, as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grceues me hartily indeede, 
But that I cannot doe ten thoufand more. 

Lati. Bring downe the diuell, for he muft not die 
So fweet a death as hanging prefently. 

Area. If there be diuels, would I were a deuill, 
To liue and burne in eucrlafting fire, 
So I might haue your company in hell, 

But 
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But to torment you with my bitter tongue 
Lmi. Sir* flop his mouth, Ic let him fpea 



Gotb. My Lord, there is a Meflenger from Rome 
Dcfirea to be admitted to your prefence. 

Luc. Let him come neere. 
Welcome EmiUim, what the newet from Rome ? 

Emi. Lord Luaui.znd you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greetca you all by me, 
And for he vnder ftands you are in Armet, 
He craues J parly at your Father* houfe 
Willing you to demand your Hoflages, 
And they (hall be immediately deliuercd. 
Gtth. What fries our Generall - 
Luc. Emillitu,\tl the Emperour giue his pledget 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Mara*, Flaurijb. 

Exeunt, 



difguijed. 



and fad Hal 



Tim. Thus in this 
I will encounter with tmmmwmmm , 
And fay, I am Reucnge fent from below, 
To ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs: 
Knocke at his ftudy where thry (ay he kecpes, 
To ruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 
Tell him Reuenge is come to ioyne with him, 
And worke confufion on his Enemies. 

Ticy and Titvt tptut bit fi»<'y dart. 

Tit. Who doth moiled my Contemplation } 
Is it your tricke to make me ope the dore, 
That fo my fad decrees may flie away, 
And all my ftudie be to no effed t 
You are deceiu'd.for what I meane to do, 
See hcere in bloody lines 1 haue fetdowne : 
And what is written mail be executed. 

Tarn. Turn, I am come to tallce with thee, 

'Tie. No not a word : how can I grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to giue it action, 
Thou haft the ods of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn. If thou did'ft know me, 
Thou would'ft talke with me. 

Tit. I am not mad, I know thee well enough, 
WitnefTe this wretched ftump, 
WitnefTe thefe crimfon tinea, 
WitnefTe thefe Trenches made by griefe and care, 
WitncfTc the tyring day, andbeauie night, 
WitnefTe all furrow, that 1 know thee well 
For our proud Emprefle, Mighty Tamer a : 
Is not thy comming for my other hand ? 

Tamo. Know thoo fad man,] am not Temera, 
She is thy Enem'«,and I thy Friend, 
I am Reuenge fent from th'infernall Kingdome, 
To eafe the gnawing Vulture of the mind, 
By working wreakefull vengeance on my Foes 8 
Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conferre with me of Murder and of Death, 
Ther's not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 
No Vafl obfcurity,or Mi fly Tale, 
Where bloody Murther or detcfted Rape, 
Can couch for feare.but I will fin.Jc them out, 
And in their earestell them my dread full name, 
Reuenge,which makes the foule offenders quake. 

Tit, Art thou Reuengetand art tbou fent to me, 
To be a torment to mine Enemies ; 

Tarn. Iam,t 
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Tit. Doe me fomc feruice ere I come to th 
Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder 
Now giue feme furance that thou art 
i them 



Stab them, or tea re them on thy Chariot whee 
And then He come and be thy Waggoner, 
And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 
Prouide thee two proper Palfries,as blacke as let, 
To hale thy vengeful] Waggon fwift. away, 
And frndeout Murder in their guilry cares. 
And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 
I will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele, 
Trot like a Senile footeman all daylong, 
Euen from Efttnt riling in the Eaft, 
Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 
And day by day He do this heauy taske, 
So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn. Thefe are my Minifters,and come with me. 
Tit. Are them thy M\i ifters,what are they call'd ? 
Tarn. Rape and Murder .therefore called fo, 
Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the EmprefTe Sons they are, 
And you the EmprefTc : But we worldly men, 
Haue miferable mad miftaking eyes : 
Oh fweet Reuenge,now do I come to thee, 
And if one armes imbracement will content thee, 
I will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Tin*. This cluflng with him. ties his Lunscie, 
What ere I forge to feede his braine-fickc fits, 
Do you vphold,and maintaine in your fpeeches, 
For now be flrmely takes me for Reuenge, 
And being Credulous in this mad thought, 
He make him fend for Lucim bis Sonne, 
And whil'ft I at a Banquet hold him lure, 
He find foroe cunning praclife out of hand 
To fcatter and difperfc the giddie Cothes, 
Or at the leaft make them his Enemies : 
See heere he comes,and 1 mufl play i 

Tit. Long haue I bene f 
Welcome dread Fury to m 
Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 
How like the Emprefle and her Sonnes you ; 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
Could not all hell afford you fuch a dcuill ? 
For well I wote the EmprelTe neuer wags; 
But in her company there is a Moore, 
And would you reprefent our Queene aright 
It were connenientyou had fuch a deuill i 
But welcome as you are, what fhall we doe ' 

Tarn. What would'ft thou haue vs doe Andruricui } 
Dam. Shew me a Murtherer, lie dcale with him. 
Chi. Shew me a Villaine that hath done a Rape, 
And I am fent to be reueng'd on him. 

Tarn. Shew me a thoufand that 1 
And He be reuenged on them all. 

Tit. Looke round about the wicked ftreets of Rome, 
And when thou find'ft a man that's like thy felfe, 
Good Murder ftab him,hee's a Murtherer. 
Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine flab him, he is a Rauifher. 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperours Court, 
There is a Queene attended by a Moore, 
Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion, 
For vp and downe foe doth refemble thee. 
I pray thee doe on them feme violent 
They haue bene violent to me and mil 
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Tam. Well haft thou leflbn'd vs,this (hill we do. 
But would it pleafe thee good Andrenicu4, 
To fend for Lucmt thy thrice Valiant Sonne, 
Who tarfes towards Rome a Band of Warlike Cothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy houfe. 
When he is heere,eucn at thySolemne Feaft, 
I will bring in the EmpreiTe and her Sonnet, 
The Emperour himfelfe,and all thy Foes, 
And at thy mercy fhall they (loop, and kneele, 
And on them (halt thou cafe, thy angry heart 1 
What faies Andr^nim to this deuifer 



Tit . Mar cm my Brother, 'tis (ad Tim calls, 
Go gentle Mar cm to thy Nephew Luciui, 
Thou (halt enquire him out among the Cothes, 
Bid him repaire to me,and bring with him 
Some of the chicfcft Princet of the Cothes, 
Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they are, 
Tell him the Emperour, and the EmpreiTe too, 
Feafts at my hemic, and he (hall Feaft with them, 
This do thou for my loue, and fo let him, 
As he regards his aged Fathers life. 

e^far. This will I do, and foone returne againe. 

Tarn. Now will I hence about thy bufinelTe, 
And take my Minirters along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ftay with me, 
Or els lie call my Brother backe againe, 
And cleaue to no reuenge but Luciui. 

Tam. What fay you Boyet, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 
How I haue gouern'd our determined ieft ? 
Yeeld to his Humour,fmooth and fpeake him (aire, 
And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Tit. I know them all .though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will ore-reach them in their owne dcuifes, 
A payre of curfed hell-hounds and their Dam. 

*Dem. Madam depart at plcafure,lcaue vs heere. 

Tam. Farewell /fWrwrw, reuenge now goes 
To by a complot to betray thy Foes. 

Tit. I know thou doo'ft,and fweet reuenge farewell. 

Cbi. Tell vt old man, how (hall we be imploy'd ?. 

Tit. Tut, I haue worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come hither, Ca'tui, and Valentine. 

Pub. What is your will ? 

Tit. Know you thefe two ? 

Pub. The EmpreiTe Sonnes 
I take them, Chiron, Dementia. 

Tim. Fie Publhu, fie, thou art too much deceau'd, 
The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 
And therefore bind them gentle fublitu, 
Cam,*n4 Valentin*, lay hands on them, 
Oft haue you heard me wi (h for fuch an houre, 
And now I find it. therefore binde them Aire, 

Cbi. VilUinesfbrbeare.we are the EmpreiTe Sonne*. 

Tub. And therefore do we, what we are commanded. 
Stop clofe their mouthes,let them not fpeake a word. 
Is he fure bound, looke that you binde them faft. Exeunt. 

Enter Tim Andronicut teitb a knife, and Lauinia 
»itb a <Bafom. 

Til. Come, come Lauinia, looke, thy Foes are bound, 
Sirs ftop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 
But let them hcare what fcarcfull words I vtter. 



Oh Villaines, Chiron, in A Demetrua, 

Here ftands the fpring whom you haue ftain'd with mud, 

This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You kil'd her husband, and for that vil'd fault, 

Two of her Brothers were condemn'd to death, 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft, 

Both her fweet Hands,her Tongue.and that more deere 

Then Hands or tongue, her fpotlcfle Chaftify, 

Iuhumaine Traytors, you conftrain'd and for'ft. 

What would you fay, if I fhould let you fpeake t 

Villainet for flume you could not beg for grace. 

Harke Wretches, how I mesne to martyr you, 

This one Hand yet is left, to cut your throats, 

Whim that Lauinia tweene her ftumps doth hold s 

The Bafon that receiues your guilty blood. 

You know your Mother mcancs to feaft with me, 

And calls herfclfe Reuenge, and thinkes me mad. 

Harke Villaines, I will grin'd your bones to duft, 

And with your blood and it, lie make a Pafk, 

And of the Parte a CofTen I will rcare, 

And make two Parties of your fhamerull Heads, 

And bid that (trumpet your vnhallowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow her incrcafe. 

This is the Feaft, that I haue bid her to, 

And this the Banquet (he (hill furfct on, 

For worfe then Philomel you vf d my Daughter, 

And worfe then Pr»jrw,l will be reueng'd, 

And now prepare your throats : Lauinia come. 

Recciue the blood, and when that they are dead, 

Let me goe grin'd their Bones to powder fmall, 

And with this hatefull Liquor temper it. 

And in that Parte let their vil'd Heads be bakte, 

Come, come, be euery one officious, 

To make this Banket, which I wifh might proue, 

More fterne and bloody then the Centaures Feaft. 

Ut cult tbtir threats. 
So now bring rhem in, for lie play the Cooke, 
And fee them rcady.gainft their Mother comes. Exeunt. 

Luc. Vnckle Mar cm, fince 'tis my Fathers rnindc 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

Gotb. And ours with thine befall, what Fortune will. 

Luc. Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous Mocrt t 
Thit Rauenout Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 
Let him receiue no furtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought vnto the Empcrous face, 
For teftimony of her foule proceedings. 
And fee the Ambufh of our Friends be ftrong, 
If ere the Emperour meanes no good to vs. 

Ann. Some deuill whifper curfet in my eare, 
And prompt me that my tongue may vtter for th, 
The Venemous Mallice of my fuelling heart. 

Luc. Away Inhumaine Dogge, Vnhallowed Slaue, 
Sirs,helpe our Vnckle, to conuey him in, Fleurijb. 
The Trumpets (hew the Emperour is at hand. 




Sat. What, hath the Firemament more Suns then one t 
Luc. What bootes it thee to call thy felfe a Sunne t 
Mar. Romet Emperour Be Nephewe breake the parle 

Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated, 

The Feaft is ready which thecarefull Tim, 

Hath 
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Hath ordained to an Honourable end, 

For Peace, for Loue,for League, and good to Rome : 

Pleafe you therfore draw nie and take your placet. 

Saw. Marau we will. Huboytt. 
A Table brtugbt in. 
Enter Titut like a debt , plating tie meat an 
tbt Tablt, and Laninia with a vale oner bar fat*. 

Tttut. Welcome my gracious Lord, 
Welcome Dread Queene, 
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lutim, 
And welcome all although the cheere be poore, 
Twill fill your ftomacks. pleafe you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd Andrwicm ? 

Tit. Becaufe I would be Jure to haue all well. 
To entertaine your Highnefle, and your Empreflc. 

Tam. We are beholding to you good Andremitm T 

Tit. And if your Highnefle knew my heart, you were: 
My Lord the Emperour refolue me this, 
Wa» it well done of rafh Virginitu, 
To flay hi* daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becaufe (he was en for' A, ft. 1 in" J, and deflowr'd ? 

Satur. It was Andrtmitm. 

Tit. Your reafon, Mighty Lord ? 

Sat. Becaufe the Girle,fhould not furuine her flume, 
And by her prefence ft 1 11. renew his forrowes. 

Tit. A reafon mighty, ftrong, and effectual], 
A patterne, prefident,and liuely warrant, 
For me( moft wretched) to performe the like: 
Die,die,L^au»M,and thy flume with thee, 
And with thy flume, thy Fathers forrow die. 

Ift kih btr. 

Sat. What haft done, vnnaturall and vnkinde * 
Tit. Kil'd her for whom my teares haue made me blind. 
J am as wofull as Virginiiu was, 
And haue a thoufand times more caufe then he. 

Sat. What was (he rauixht ?tell who did the deed, 

77/. Wilt pleafe you eat, 
Wilt pleafe yourHigneflTc feed ? 

Tam. Why haft thou flaine thine onely Daughter? 

Titm. Not 1, 'twas Chiron and Demr 
They rauilht her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, 'twas they.thatdid her all this wrong. 

Satu. Go fetch them hither to vs prefently. 

Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pie, 
Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed, 
Eating the fleftt that (he herfelfe hath bred. 
Tis true, 'tis true, witnefle my kniues fharpe point. 

//■■ fiabt tbe Emfrtjfe. 
Satu. Die franticke wretch, for this accurfed deed. 

Lit. Can the Sonncs eye, behold his Father bleed ? 
There's meede for meede, death for a deadly deed. 

Mar. You fad fae'd men, people and Sonne* 1 
By vprores feuer'd like a flight of Fowle, 
Scattred by windes and high tempeftuous gufls : 
Oh let me teach you how, to knit againe 
This learned Corne,into one mutual! (hcafc, 
Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

Gotb. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto herfelfe, 
And (hec whom mightic kingdomescurfie too, 
Like a forlorne and defperate caftaway, 
Doe (hamefull eiecution on her felfe. 
But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, 
Graue witnefles of true ciperience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
Spcakc Romes deere friend, as'erft our Aunceftor, 



When with his fblemne tongue he did diicourfe 

To loue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ftory of that balefull burning night, 

When fubtilGrcckcs furprix'd King Priamt Troy: 

Tell vs what Sine* hath bewicht our eares, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine.in, 

That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My heart is not compact of flint nor fteele, 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratoric, 

And breake my very vttrance.euen in the time 

When it fhould moue you to attend me moft, 

Lending your kind hand Commiferation. 

Heere is a Captaine.ltt him tell the tale, 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lut, This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you, 
That curfed Qbirtn and Demetrnu 
Were they that murdred our Empcrours Brother, 
And they it were that rauifhed our Sifter, 
For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded, 
Our Fathers teares defpif*d,and bafely coufen'd, 
Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell out, 
And lent her enemies vnto the graue. 
Laftly, my felfe vnkindly banifhed, 
The gates (hut on me.and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true teares, 
And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend : 
And I am turned forth, be it knuwne to you, 
That haue preferu'd her welfare in my blood, 
And from her bofomc touke the Enemies point, 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 
Alas you know, I am no Vaunter I, 
My (cars can witnefle, dumbe although they are, 
That my report is iuft and full of truth: 
But foft,me thinkes I do digrefle too much, 
Cyting my worthlefTe praifc-.Oh pardon me, 
For when no Friends are by, men praife themfelues, 

Mart. Now is my turne to fpeake: Behold this Child, 
Of this was Tamtra deliuered, 
The iflue of an Irreligious M<*rt, 
Chiefe Architect and plotter of thefe woes, 
The Villaine is aliue in Titu houfe, 
And as he is, to witnefle thisisJrue. 
Now iudge what courfe had Tnui to rcuenge 
Thefe wrongs, vnfpcakeable pad patience, 
Or more then any liuing man could beare. 
Now you haue beard the truth, what (ay you Romanies ? 
Haue we done ought amifle ? (hew vs wherein, 
And from the place where you behold vs now, 
The poore remainder of Andrtniti, 
Will hand in hand all headlong caft vs downe, 
And on tbe ragged ftones beat forth our braines, 
And make a mutuall clofure of our houfe : 
Speake Romaines fpeake, and if you fay we (hall, 
Loe hand in hand, Lutim and 1 will fall. 

Emilli. Come come, thou reuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 
IrUt'm our Emperour :for well 1 know, 
The common voyce do cry it thall be fo. 

Mar. tmtmt % tl\ haile Romes Royall Emperour, 
Goe,goe into old Titm forrowfull houfe, 
And hither hale that misbclieuing Mart, 
To be adiudg'd fome dircfull flaughtering 
As puniflimcnt for his moft wicked life. 
Latm all haile to Romes gracious ~ 

e e s Lutim 
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Liu. Thankes gentle Romanes, may I goucrne fo, 
To heale Romrt harmes,and wipe away her woe. 
But gentle people, giue me ay me a- while, 
For Nature putt me to a hcauy taskc : 
Stand all aloofe, but Vncklc draw you necre, 
To Died obfequiouf tearct vpon this Tninke : 
Oh take this warme kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy bloud-flaine face, 
The laA true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. Tcare for teare,and louing kifle for kifle, 
Thy Brother Mara* tenders on thy Lips : 
O were the fumme of thefe that I mould pay 
Countlefle, and infinit, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learnc of vs 
To melt in fhowres : thy Grandfire lou'd thee well : 
Many a time he dane'd thee on his knee : 
Sung thee afleepe, his Louing Breft, thy Pillow i 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
iMecte, and agreeing with thine Infancie : 
n that refped then, like a louing Childe, 
Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it fo: 
Friends, fhould aflbciate Friends, in Crcefe and Wo. 
Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue, 
Do him that kindncfle,and take leaue of him. 

*Bcy. O Grandfire, Grandfire : euen with all my heart 
Would I were Dcad,(o you did Liue againe. 
O Lord, I cannot fpeake to him for wee; 
My tearcs will choake me, if I ope my 



woes, 



You fad ^.r...,, 
Giue fentence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hath becne breeder of thefe dire cuents. 

Luc. Set him breft deepe in earth, and tamifh 
There let him (land, and rauc,and cry fur foude : 
If any one releeues, or pi tries him, 
For the offence, he dyes. This is our doomc: 
Some ftay, to fee him faft'ncJ in the earth. 

A>tn. O why fhould wrath be muie,dc Fury dumbe' 
I am no Baby 1, that with bafe Prayers 
I Ihould repent the Euils 1 bauc done. 
Ten thoufand worfc, then euer yet I did, 
Would I pctforme if 1 might haue my will : 
If one good Deed in all my life 1 did, 
1 do repent it from my very Soule. 

Lu.im. Some louing Friends conucy the Emp.hencc, 
And giue him buriall in his Fathers graue. 
My Father, and Laumij, fhill forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 
As for that heinous Tyger T*m<-<a % 
No Funcrall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds:] 
No mournful! Bell (hill ring her Buriall : 
But throw her foorth to Bcaftt and Birds of prey : 
Her life was Bead-tike, and deuoid of pitty, 
And being fo, (lull haue like want of pitty. 
See Iuftice done on *Aar*n that damn'd Moore, 
From whom, our hcauy liappcs had their beginning : 
Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 
That like Euents, may ne're it Ruinate. 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

ROMEO and IVLIET. 



<tA5ius Primus. Sccena Tr/ma. 




Enter &0MpfM and Gregory. with Swirdl and Busier i, 
»/tbe Hcufe'ef Capulet. 

Sampfim. 

Regwy : A my word wee'l not carry coalrt. 
Greg. No, for then we fhould be Colliar*. 
Samp, I mean, if we be in choller, wee'l draw. 
Gieg. I, While you Hue, draw your necke out 
o'th Collar. 

Samp. I (trike quickly, being mou'd. 
Greg. But thou art not quickly mou'd to (hike. 
Samp. A dog of the houfc of Afiaintajriie t mouet me. 
Greg. To moue,is to ftir: and to be valiant, is to Hand: 
Therefore, if thou art mou'd, thou runft away. 

Samp. A dogge of (hat houfe fhall moue me to (rand. 
I will take the wall of any Man or Maid of Mourtaguet. 

Greg. That lhewcs thee a weake flaue, for the wea- 
keft goes to the wall. 

Samp. True, and therefore women being the weaker 
Veflels.are euer thruft to the wall ; therefore I will pufh 
Mnuntaguet men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to 
the wall. (their men. 

Greg. The Q^iarrell is betweene our Matters, and vs 
Samp. "Tis all one, I will ftiew my felfe a cyrant:when 
I haue fought with the men, [ will bee duill with the 
Maids, and cut off their heads. 
Greg, The heaJi of the Maids/ 
.Sum. I, the head* of the Maids, or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what fence thou wilt. 

Greg. They muft take it fence, that feele it. 
Samp. Me they (hill feele while I am able to ftand ! 
And 'tis knowne I am a pretty peece of flefh. 

Greg. ' Tis well thou art not Fifli : If thou had'ft, thou 
had'ft beene poo re I-hn. Draw thy Toole, here come* of 
the Houfe of the tMountafuci. 

Enter tvrc titer Seruingmen. 
&w.My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I wil back thee 
Gre. How? Turne thy backe.and run. 
Sam. Feare me not. 
Gre.' No marry : 1 feare thee. 

Sam. Let vs take the Law of our fides: let them begin. 
Gr. I wil frown as I paffe by, Jk let the* take it as they lift 
Sam. Nay, as they dare. I wil bite my Thumb at them, 
which is a dilgrace to them, if they be a re it. 
Abra. Do you hire your Thumbe at vs fir ? 
Samp. 1 do bite my Thumbe, fir. 
Abra. Do you bite your Thumb at vs, fir? 
Sam. Is the Law of our fide.if I fay I? . Gre. No. 



Sam, No fir, I do not bite my Thumbe at you fir: but 
I bite my Thumbe fir. 

Greg. Do you quarrel! fir ? 

Abra. Quarrel I fir? no fir. (as you 

Sam. If you do fir, I am for you, I ferue as good a man 
Abra. No better? Samp. Well fir. 

Enter Hemol'ta, 
Gr. Say better: here comes one of my maftcrs kinfmcn. 
Samp. Yes, better. 
Abra. You Lye. 

Samp. Draw if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
wafhing blow. They Figbt. 

Beit. Part Fooles.put vp your S words, you know not 
what you do. 

Enter Tibalt. 

Tyb. What art thou drawne, among thefe heartlefle 
Hindes? Turne thee «<»Wr>,looke vpon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keepc the peacc.put vp thy Sword, 
Or manage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tyb. Whatdnw,and talke of peace ? I hate the word 



As I hare hell, all Mountegun, and thee : 
Haue at thee Coward. Fig bt. 

Enter three or fnure Cithuni with Ciuhi. 

Offi. Clubs, Bils, and Parrifons, ftrike, beat them down 
Downe with the Capnlett, downe with the Mountagutt. 
Enter old Capulet in b& Gowne.and hi wife. 

Cap. What noife is this'Giue me my long Sword ho. 

rrtfe. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 

Cap. My Sword I fay : Old Mountagut is come, 
And flourishes his Blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Miuntagut ,<J" bm wife. 

MW.Thou villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me go 

2.rVife. Thou rtialt not ftir a foote to feeke a Foe. 
Enter Prince Sitji/et, whb bit Traine. 

Prince. Rebellious SubicOs, Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele, 
Will they not hrare ? What hoe, you Men, you Beafts, 
That quench the fire of your pemitious Rage, 
With purple Fountaines ifluing from your Veines t 
On paine of Torture, from thofe bloody hands 
Throw your mirtempcr'd Weapons to the ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your mooued Prince. 
Three ciuill Broylet, bred of an Ayery word, 
By thee old Capulet and Mcuntague^ 
Haue thrice difturb'd the quiet or our ftreers, 
And made Verona 's ancient Citizens 
Cart by their Graue befeeming Ornaments, 
To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 

ee 3 Cankred 
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Cankrcd with peace, to pirt jrour Cankred hate, 
If euer you difturbc our ftrcet* againe, 
Your linn (hall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For thi* time all the reft depart away : 
You Cabultt (lull goe along with me, 
And Montague come you this afternoone, 
To know our Father* pleafure in thi* cafe : 
To old Free-town*, our common iudgement place 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Man. Who fet Chi* auncient quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began : 

Ben. Heerc were the feruants of your aduetfarie, 
And your* clofe fighting ere 1 did approach, 
I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Titj/t, with hi* fword prcpar'd, 
Which as he brcath'd defiance to my rare*, 
He fwong about his head, and cut the windc*, 
Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcorn*. 
While we were enterchanging thrufts and blowe*, 
Came more and more,and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, who paTted either part. 

Vift. O where is Romet,C»vi you him to day? 
Right glad am I, he wa* not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfkipt Sub 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 
A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad, 
Where vnderneath the groue of Sycamour, 
That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide : 
So earely walking did 1 fee your Sonne : 
Toward* him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ftole into the couert of the wood, 
I meafuring hi* affections by my owne, 
Which then moft fuught, wher moft might not be found: 
Being one too many by my weary ielfe, 
Purfued my Honour, not purfuing hi* 
And gladly (hunn'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Meant. Many a morning hath he there beene leene, 
With teare* augmenting the frefh morning* deaw, 
Adding to cloudei, more cloude* with his deepe fighc*, 
But all fo foone as the all-cheering Sunne, 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
1 he fhadie Curtatne* from Aurertu bed, 
Away from light fteale* home my heauy Sonne, 
And priuate in hi* Chamber penne* himfelfe, 
Shut* vp hi* window**, locke* faire day-light out, 
And make* himfelfe an artificiall night: 
Blacke and portendous muft this humour prouc, 
Vnlefle good counfcll may the caufe remoue. 

Br*. My Noble Vncle doe you know the caufe ? 

Muni. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 

'Sen. Haue you importun'd him byanymeane*? 

Miun. Both by my felre and many other* Friend*, 
Bet he hi* owne affections counfeller, 
I* to himfelfef I will not fay how true) 
But to himfelfe fo secret and fo dole, 
So farre from founding and difcouery, 
A* is the bud bit with an 



Ere be can fpread hi* fweete leaue* to the ayre, 
Or ded iate hi* beauty to the fame. 
Could we but learne from whence hi* forrowe* grow, 
We would a* willingly giue cure, a* know. 

Enter Re met. 

Be .n See where he comet, fo pleafe you ftep afide, 
He know hi* grrcuance,or be much denide. 

Moun. I would thou wcrt fo happy by thy ftay, 
To hcare true (hrirt. Come Madam let'* away. 



'Be*. Good morrow Coufin. 
Ram. It the day fo young ? 
Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 
Rom. Aye me, fad homes feeme long: 
Wa* that my Father that went henec fo faft ? 

'Ben. It wa* t what fadnet lengthen* Romeo's houre* ? 
Re. Not hauing that, which hauing, make* them fJiort 
•Br*. In loue. 
Romeo. Out. 
Ben. Of loue. 

Run. Out of her fauour where 1 am in loue. 
'Ben. Ala* that loue fo gentle in hit view, 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Rem. Alas that loue, whofe view it muffled (till, 
Should without eyes, fee path-wayes to hi* will: 
Where (hall we dine ? O me : what fray wa* heere? 
Yet tell me not, fori haue heard it all: 
Heere'* much to do with hate, but more with loue: 
Why then,0 brawling loue,0 louing 
O any thing, of nothing firft created : 
O heauie lightne(Te,feriou* vanity, 
Mifhapen Chaos of welleeing forme*, 
Feather of lead, bright fmoake,cold fire,) 



Still waking fleepe.that i* not what it i*: 
feelel.thatf 
laugh T 



This loue 



that feele no loue in this. 



i. No Coze, I rather weepe. 
Rom. Good heart, at what ? 
'Ben. At thy good hearts oppreftion. 
Rom. Why fuch is loue* tranfg refsion. 
Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my bread, 
Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft 
With more of thine, this loue that thou haft tsawne, 
Doth adde more griefe.to too much of mine owne. 
Loue,i* a fmoakc made with the fume of fighe*, 
Being purg'd, a fire fparkling in Louerteyes, 
Being *ext,a Sea nourilht with louing tear' 
What is it elfe ? a madnefTe,moft difcreet, 
A choking gall, and a preferuisg fweet: 



'ewcll my 
Ben. Soft 



I will goe aloag. 
And if you leaue me fo,you do me 

Rom. Tut I haue loft my felfe, I am not here, 
Thi* i* not Romeo, lire's fome other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadne(Te,who is that you loue ? 
Rom. What (hall I gronc and tell thee f 
Ben. Grone, why no : but fadly tell me who. 
'Rjm. A Ikke man in fadneflc make* hit will : 
A word ill vrg'd to one that i* fo ill: 
]n fadnefTe Cozin,I do loue a woman. 

'Ben. I aym'd fo near*, when 1 fuppoPd you lou'd. 
Rom. A right good marke man, and thee'* Cure I loue 
Ben. A right (aire marke,fairc Coze, is fooneft hit. 
Rom. Well in that hit you miiTc,(hecl not be bit 
With Cupid* arrow, (he hath OkfM wit: 
And in ftrong proofe of chaftity well arm'd: 
From loues weake childifh Bow, (he liue* 
Shee will not (lay the 
Nor bid th'incsu'mer of alTa.ling eye*. 



•d. 



Nor open her lap to Saind-feducing Gold : 
O (he i* rich in beautie, onely poor*, 
That when (he diet, with brautie die* her ft ore. 

Ben. Then me hath fworne, that (he willftitl liue chart ? 

Rom. She hath, and in that fparing make huge wad ? 
For beauty fteru'd with her veucriry, 
Cut* beauty ofT from all pofteritie. 

Sh e 
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She it too faire, too wifewi I fely too faire, 
To merit blifle by making me difpaire : 
She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow 
Do I line dead, that Hue to tell it now. 

'Ben. Be rul'd by me,forgct to thinke of her. 
Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to 
Bern. By giuing liberty vnto thine eye*, 



Re.'Ti* the way to cal hers(exquifit)in queAion more, 
Thefe happy maskes that kiffc faire Ladies browes, 
Being blacke.puts vs in mind they hide the faire : 
He that it ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treafure of hit eye-fight loft : 
Shew me a MiArette that is patting (aire. 
What doth her beauly lerue but at a note, 
Where 1 may read who part that patting faire. 
Farewell thou can'ft not teach me to forget, 
Htn, lie piy that doltrine,orel('e die in debt. 

Enltr Cafultt ,C unlit Paru^nd the Clstvnt. 
Cafu. eMountagut is boand a* well as I, 
i penalty alike, and 'tis not hard I thinke, 



For men fo old aa wee, to keepe the peace. 

far. Of Honourable reckoning are you both, 
And pittie 'tis you liu'd at ods fo long.- 
But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Cafu. But laving ore what 1 haue laid before, 
My Child is yet a ft ranger in the world, 
Shee hath not fcene the change of rourreene > caret, 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari, Younger then the, are happy mothers made. 
Ctfu. And too forme mar'd are thofe fo early 
Earth hath (wallowed all my hopes but (kc, 
Shce's the hopefull Lady of my earth: 
But wooe her gentle farii, get her heart, 
My will to her confent, is but a part. 
And fhee agree, within her fcope of choife, 
Lye* my confent, and faire according voice : 
This night I hold an old accuftom'd Fcaft, 
Whereto I haue inuited many a Guert, 
Such as I loue,and you among the (tore, 
One more.moA welcome makes my number more : 
At my poo re houfe, lookc to behold this night, 
Earth-treading Aarres,that make darkc heauen light, 
Such comfort as do luAy young men feele, 
When well apparrel'd A prill on the hcele 
Of limping Winter treads, euen fuch delight 
Among ftefli Fennell buds (hall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe: hearc all,all lee : 
And like her moA, whofe merit moft flult be 
Which one more veiw.of many,mine 
May Aand in number, though in reckning 
Come,goe with me; goe fir rah trudge al 
Through faire ftrvsM, find thofe perfons out, 
Whofe names are written there.and to them fay, 
My houfe and welcome, on their pleafurc Aay. 

Str. Find them out whofe names are written, 
is written, that the Shoo-maker would meddle with his 
Yard, and the Tayler with his LaA,the FiAier with his 
Fenfill, and the Painter with his Nets. But I am fent to 
find thofe perfons whole names are writ,<e can neuer rind 
what names the writing person hath here writi( I muA to 
the learned) in good time. 

Enter 'Btmnlio.and %cmt». 
Ben. Tut mm, one fire burnes out another* burning, 
Onepaine is lefned by another* anguiuS : 



Exit. 
it 



is: 



Tume gidd'ie,and be holpe by backward turning : 
One defparate greefe, cures with anothers lauguifi 
Take thou fome new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poyfon of the old wil die. 

'Rom. Your Flantan leafe is excellent for that. 

< Btm. For what 1 pray thee t 

Rom. For your broken fhin. 

'Ben. Why Romee art thou mad? 

Rum. Not mad, but bound more then a mad m» 
Shut vp in prifon,kept without my foode, 
Whipt and tormented : and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigodcn, I pray fir can you read ? 

Ram. I mine ownc fortune in my milerie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learn'd it without booke : 
But I pray can you read any thing you fee? 

Ram. I, if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Str. Ye fay honeAly.reA you merry. 

Rem. Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reades the Letter. 

S 1 Eigntur Martin* ,anJ hi wife and daughter : County An- 
l/elme and hi btautkut Jifiert : the Lady xtiddow of Vtru- 
ui; Seigneur Phcrntio ,W tii hutly Nettti : Mtrcuti* and 
hi brother faltntirt : mine imilt Cafultt bi wife and daugh- 
ter, : my fair* Wetce Rtfaline ,Liuia, Seigneur ?aUuti,,& bu 
Co/en Tybalt : Luck and the Hutly /l" ' 



mould they 



u 
of 



A faire aflcmbly, 
Ser. Vp. 

Rim. Whither? to fupper? 
Ser. To our houfe. 
Rom. Whofe houfe ? 
Str. My MaiAers. 

Rom. Indeed 1 mould haue aakt you that before. 
Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My maifter 
the great rich Cafultt, and if you be not of the houfe 
Mettntaguei 1 pray come and crufh a cop ,of wine. Keft 
you merry. Exit. 

Ben. At this fame auncient FeaA of CafuUtt 
Sups the faise 'Roja/int, whom thou fo loues : 
With all the admired Beauties of Ftrona, 
Go thither and with vnattainted eye, 
Compare her face with fome that l ftiall fhow, 
And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom. When the deuout religion of mine eye 
Maintaines fuch fillhood.then turne tearcs to fire : 
And thefe who often drown'd could neuer die, 
Tranfparent Heretjques be burnt for Hers. 
One fairer then my loue : the all-feeing Sun 
Nere (aw her match, fince firA the world begun. 

Bm. Tut, you faw her fa ire, none elfe being by, 
Herfclfe poyf'd with hrrfelfe in either eye t 
But in that Chriftall fcales let there be waid, 
Your Ladies loue againA fome other Maid 
That I will (how you, Alining at this FeaA, 
And Ate Aiew fcant Ihell. well, that now thewes beft, 
Rom. He goe along.no fuch fight to be fiWne, 
But to reioyce in fplendor of mine own*. 

Enttr Cafultt i rTift and Nurji. 
Vift Nurfe wher's my daughter? call her forth to me. 
Nnrft. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelue yeare old 
I bad her come, what Lamb: what Ladi-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Girle ? what falitt i 
Enter Iulirt. 
How now, who calls? 
Your Mother. 

Madam 1 am hecre, what it your wilt f 

: Nurfe giue leaue awhile, w e 
muft 



Juliet. 
Nur. 
Met. 
mfi. This is the 
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mult talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe, I haue re- 
membrcd me.thou'fc heare our counfcll. Thou knowc.1 
my daughter's of a prety age. 

Nurjt. Faith I can tell her age vnto an houre. 

Wife. Slice's not fourtcene. 

Nurjt. lie lay fourtcene of ray teeth, 
And yet to my teene be it fpoken, 
1 haue but foure, (hee's not fourtcene. 
How long is it nuw to Lammat tide ? 

Wife. A fortnight and odde diyet. 

Nurjt. Euen or odde, of all uaies in the yeare come 
Lammas Eue at night (hill (he be fourtcene. Sujau Sc (he, 
God reft all Chriftian foules, were of an age. Well Sujan 
it with Cod.lhe was too good for me. But at I iliid, on Li- 
ma* Eue at night (hall flic be fourteene. that (hill (he ma- 
rie, I remember it well. TU fince the Earth-quake now 
eteuen yrares,and (he was wean 'd 1 neuer (hall forget it, 
of all the daics of the yeare, vpon that Jay : for I haJ then 
I ii I Worme-wood to my Dug fitting in the Sunnc vndcr 
the Douehoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
ALintua, nay I due beare a brainc. But at I faid, when it 
did tad the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge, 
and felt it bitter,pretty foote,to fee it teachie, an I fall out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, 'twas no 
neede I trow to bid mee trudge : and fince that time it i> 
a eleuen ycares, for then (he could (tanrt alone, nay bi'th' 
raode (he could haue runne.ic wadlcd all about : for euen 
the day before (lie broke her brow, tc then my Husband 
God be with his foule, a was a mcrrie man, tooke vp the 
Child, yea quoth hce.doeft thou fall vpon thy face? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
not Iule ? And by my holy-dam, the pretty wretch lefte 
crying, & faid I : to fee now how a left (hill come about. 
I warrant, A: I (hall Hue a thoufand ycares, I neuer (hould 
forget it : wilt thou not lu/er quoth hc?and pretty foole it 
ftintcd,and (aid I. 

Old La, Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 
Nurjt. Yes Madam,yet 1 cannot chule but langh, to 
thinke it (hould leaue crying, Sc fay I : and yet I warrant 
it had vpon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels 
(tone? A perilous knock, and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fall'ft vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back- 
ward when thou commeft to age : wilt thou not Iule? It 
ftinted:and faid I. 

Iulc. And ftint thou too, I pray thee AV/r.fay I. 
Nur. Peice I haue donetGod marke thee toa his grace 
thou waft the prettied Babe that ere 1 nurrt, and 1 might 
Hue to fee thee married oner, 1 haue my with. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke of, Ml me daughter fu/itt, 
How (rands your difpofition to be Married? 

Iuli. It is an hcure that I dreime not of. 

Nut. An houre, were not I thine onely Nurfe, I would 
lay thou had 'ft (uckt wiiedorae from thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of marriage now,yonger then you 
Hecre in Perma, Ladies of efleeme, 
Arc made already Mothers. By my count 
I was your Mother, much vpon thefe ycares 
That you are now a M.»idc,thu» then in briefe : 
The valiant Taru frekes you for his lotie. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady, Lady, fuch a man as all 
the world. Why hee's a man of waxe. 

Old La. Viroxa* Summer hath not fuch a flower. 



Nurjt. Nay hee's a tiower,intaith a very tl 
Old La: What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 
This night you (hall behold him at our Feaft, 



Read ore the volume of young Parifice, 
And find delight, writ there with Beauti 
Examine euery feuerall liniamcnt. 
And fee how one another lenJs content: 
And what oblcur'd in this faire volume lies, 
Find written in the Margent of his eyes. 
This precious Booke of Loue.this vnbound Louer, 
To Bejutifie him, onely lacks a Couer. 
The riih liues in the Sea, and 'tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide: 
That Booke in mantes eye* doth (hare the glorie. 
That in Gold clalpes,Lockes in the Golden ftorie : 
So (hall you (hare all that he doth polTetTe, 
By hauing him, making your felfe no letTe. 

Nurjt. No le(Te,nay biggerrwomen grow by men. 
Old La. Speake briefly, can you like of tori loue i 
Iuli. lie looke to like,if looking liking moue. 
But no more dcrpe will 1 endart mine eye, 
Then yoar confent giues itrength to make flye. 

Enter a Srruing man. 

Srr. Madam, the guelh are come, fupper feru'd vp,yoa 
cal'd,my young Lady a»kt for, the Nurfe cur'ft in the Pan- 
tery,and curry thing in extreroitie : I muft hence to wait, I 
beferch you follow ftraight. Exit. 

cJVo. We follow thee,/a/rrf , the Countie ftaiet. 

Nurjt. Goe Gyrle, leeke happie night* to 



Enter Romet>,cXfertutio,BenyoJh,vritl> ftut er ftxt 
Other Mattyrt. Torcb-htarcri. 

Rom. What (hall this fpeeh be fpoke for our excufe i 
Or (hall we on without Apologie? 

"Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no C*fid,boo<i winkt with a tltarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 
But let them meafure vt by what they will. 
Weele meafure ihem a Meafure.and be gone. 

Rem. Giue me a Torch, I am not for this a 
Being but heauy I will beare the light. 

Mer. Nay gentle /foam, we muft haue you dance. 

Ram. Not 1 beleeue me.you haue dancing (hoori 
With nimble foles,! haue a loale of Lead 
So flakes me to the ground, I cannot moue, 

cMer. You are a Louer, borrow Cupidi wings, 
And foare with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his (haft, 
To foare with his light feathen.and to bound : 
I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vndcr loues heauy burthen doe I flnke. 

Ihra. And to flnke in it (hould you burthen loue, 
Too great opprefTion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is loue a tender thing ?it is too rough, 
Too mJejtoo boyftcrocs,and it pricks like thorne. 

eJVrr. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue, 
Pricke loue for pricking,and you beat loue downe, 
Giue me a Cafe to put my vifage in, 
A Vifor for a Vifor, what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 
Here are the Beetle-browes (hall blulk for me. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner in, 
But euery man betake him to his legs. 

Rem. A Torch for me.let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencclelTc r..(he$ with their heeles : 
For I am prouerb'd with a Grandfler Phrafe, 
lie be a Can die- holder and looke on, 
The game was nere fo faire.and 1 am done. 

Mer. Tu t 
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Mtr. 1 ut.duns the Moufc, the Conftables ownc word, 
'''thou art dun, Wcclc draw thee from the mire. 
Or faue your rcuercnce loue, wherein thou flicked 
Vp to the caret, come we burne day -light ho. 

Rem. Nay that'* not lb. 

Mtr. 1 meanc fir I delay, 
We waft our lightt in vaine, lights, lights, by day; 
Take our good meaning, for our Judgement fit* 
Fiue time* in that.ere once in our fine wit*. 

Rom. And we meaoc well in going to this Maske, 
But 'tis no wit togo. 

tMer. Why may one askc ? 

Rim. I dreampt a dreamc to night. 

iMtr, And fo did I. 

Rem. Well what was yours ? 

tUftr. That dreamers often lye. 

Rj>. In bed a ficepe while they do dreamc things true. 

Mtr. O then 1 fee Quccne Mab hath bcene with you : 
She is the Fairies Midwife, Sc foe comes in foape no big- 
ger then Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawne with a tecmc of little Atomies, oucr meninofcs as 
they lie afleepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- 
ners legs : the Couer of the wings of Grafhoppcrs, her 
Traces of, the fmalleft Spiders web, her coullcts of the 
Moonfoincs watry Bcamcs, her Whip of Crickets bone, 
the Lafo of I'hilome, her Waggoner, afmall gray-coated 
Gnat, not halfe fo bigge as a round little Worme, prickt 
from the Laiie-finger of a man. Her Chariot is an emptie 
Hafelnut, made by the loyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
out a mind, the Farici Coach-makers : & in this ftate foe 
gallop* night by night, through Loue is braines : and then 
they dreamc of Loue. On Courtiers knees, that dreame on 
Curfies (trait I ore Lawyers finger*, who ftraiti dreamt on 
Fees, ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kifTc* dreamc, which 
oft the angry Mab with blirtert plagues, becaufe their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime foe gal- 
lops ore a Courtier* r.ofc, Sc then dreame* he of fmelling 
out aiutc:& fomtimc comes foe with Tith pigs talc, tick- 
ling a Parlont nofe as a lies alleepe, then he dreame* o f 
another Benefice. Sometime foe driucth ore a Souldicrt 
necke, Sc then dreamcs he of cutting Forraine throats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcados, Spanifo Blade* : Of Health* fiue 
Fadome deepc.and then anon drums in his eare*,at which 
he ftjrtcs and wakes; and being thus frighted, fwearcs a 
prayer or two Sc fleepe* againe:thi» i* that »cry Mab that 
plats the manes of Horfes in the night : Sc bakes the Elk- 
lock* in foule lluttifo haire*, which once vntangled.much 
misfortune bodr*, 

This is the hag, when Maidct lie on their backs, 
That prefTei them, and learnes them firft to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage : 
This is foe. 

Ram, Pcjcc, peace, zMtrcuti. peace, 
! Tbou talk'ft of nothing. 

cJWVr. True,l talke of dreamc* ; 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
Begot of nothing, but vaine phantafie, 
Which is as thin of fubftancc as the ayre, 
And more inconftant then the wind, who 
Euen now the frozen bofome of the North : 
And being anger'd, puffes away 
Turning his fide to the dew 

'Brn. This wind you talke of blowes v* from our (clue*, 
Supper is done, and we foall come too late. 
Rem. I feare too early, for my mind mifgiue*, 
yet hanging in the llarre*, 
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Shall bitterly begin hi* fcarefull date 
With thi* night* reuel*,and expire the 
Ufa dclpiled life clof'd in my breft: 
By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 
But he that hath the ftirrage of mycourfe, 
Direct my lute : on luftie Gentlemen. 
Btn. Strike Drum. 
Tbey. march about tbt Stage, and Serningmen cemt forth 
with ihxtr nap{tm. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Where'* Tot/tan, that he helpes not to take away ? 
He foift a Trencher ? he fcrape a Trencher ? 

1. When good manners, (hail lie in one or two men* 
hand*, and they vnwafot too, 'tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the loynftoole*, remoue the Court- 
cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou, faue mee a piece 
of Marchpane, and at thou loueft me, let the Porter let in 
Sufan Grindjiine, and AW/, Antbenit and Pat fan. 

2. I Boy readic. 

Ser. Vou are lookt fur. and cal'd for, askt for,& fought 
for, in the great Chamber. 

I We cannot be here and there too, c hear ly Boyet, 
Be brisk awhile, and the longer liucr take all. 



Enter ail tbt Gueftt and Cent lev cmen to tbt 
Matters. 
i. Capu. Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies that haue their toes 

Vnplagu'd with Comes, will walke about with you: 
Ah my Miftrcfles, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance ..' She that makes dainty, 
She lie fweare hath Cornet ! am 1 come near* ye no' 
Welcome Gentlemen, 1 haue letnc the day 
That 1 haue worne a Viior, and could tell 
A whifpering tale in a fairc Ladies care : 
Such at woutd pleufe : 'tit gone, 'tit gone, 'tit gone, 
You are welcome Gentlemen, come Mufitians play : 

Mufickf plaitt ; and tbt 
A Hall, Hall, giue roome, and foote it Cirlet, 
More light you knauet,and turne the Table* vp; 
And qmnch the fire, the Roome is growne too hot. 
Ah 6mh,thi( vnlookt for fport come* well •. 
Nay fit, nay fit, good Corin Capultt, 
For you and I are paft our dauncing daies : 
How long 'ift now fincc laft your feife and I 
Were in a Maske i 

i. Capu, Berlady thirty yeare*. 

I. Cj/u. What man : 'tit not fo much, 'tit not fo much, 
Tit ("nice the Nuptiall of Lutti 
Come Pentycoft at quickely at it will, 
Some fiue and twenty yeare*,and then we Matkt. 

a . Cap. Tit more, 'tit more, hi* Sonne is elder fir : 
Hi* Sonne it thirty. 

3. Cap. Will you tell me that i 
His Sonne was but a Ward two yea res agoe. 

Rem. What Ladie is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir . 

Rim. O foe doth teach the Torches to burne bright : 
It feemes foe hang* vpon the cheeke of night, 
A* a rich lewel in an iKthiops eare: 
Beauty too rich for vfe.fbr earth too dcare : 
So foewes a Snowy Doue trooping with Crowe*, 
At yonder Lady ore her fcllowe* foowe* ; 
The meafute done, He watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hen, make bleffed my rude hand. 

I)i d 
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Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight, 
For 1 neuer faw true Beauty till thi$ night. 

Tib. This by hii voice, thou id be a Mi.u%iagut. 
Fetch me my Rapier Buy, what dares the flaue 
Come hither couer'd with an antique race, 
To fltere and fcorne at our Solemnitie ? 
Now by the ftocke and Honour of' my kin, 
To itrikc him dead 1 hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now kinfman, 
Wherefore ftorme you fo ? 

Tib. Vrvcle this is a Mauntague, our foe : 
A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, 
To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. 
Cap. Young Rtmn is it ? 
Tib. "Tis he, that Villaine Romn. 
Cap. Content thee gentle Cot, let him alone, 
A bearei him like a portly Gentleman : 
And to lay truth, Vtrtna brags of him, 
To be a vertuous and well gouern'd youth: 
I would not for the wealth ot all the towne, 
Here in my houfe do him disparagement: 
Therfore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is my will, the which if thou refped, 
Shew a faire prefence,and put off thefe frownes, 
An ill befeeming fembLance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is a gueft, 
He not endure him. 

Cap. He flull be endu'rd. 
What good nun boy, I fay he (hall, go too, 
Am I the Maifter here or you ? go too, 
Youle not endure him, God Hull mend my foule, 
Youle make a Mutinie among the Gucfts : ■ 
You will fet cocke a hoope, youle be the man. 
Tib. Why Vncle, 'tis a flume. 
Cap. Go too, go too, 
You are a fawcy Boy, 'ift fo indeed ? 
This tricke may chance to fcath you, I know what, 
You muft contrary me, marry 'tis time. 
Well faid my hearts, you are a Princox,goe, 
Be quirt, or more light, more light for flume, 
He make you quiet. What, chearely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce, with wilfull choler meeting, 
Makes my flelh tremble in their different greeting I 
I will withdraw, but this intrusion flu II 
Now fecming fwret, conuert to bitter gall. Exit. 

Rom. If I prophane wirh my vnworthieft hand, 
This holy flirine, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips to Mulling Pilgrims did ready Rand, 
To fmooth that rough touch, with a tender kifle. 

Iu/. Good Pi Ig rime, 
You do wrong your hand too much* 
Which mannerly deuotion fliewrs in this, 
For Saints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
And palme to palme, is holy Palmers kiiTc. 

R»m. Haue not Saints lips, and holy Palmers too? 
lut. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft vfe in prayer. 
Rom. O then deare Saint, let lip* do what hands do, 
They pray(grant thou)leaft faith turne to difpaire. 

/ii/. Saints do not moue, 
Though grant for prayers fake. 

Ram. Then moue not while my prayers effect I take: 
Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd. 



Iu/. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 
Rem. Sin from my lips.'O trefpalTefweetly vrg'd : 
Giue me my fin againe. 

Iu/. You kifle by'th'booke. 



Nur. Madam your Mother cranes a word with you. 

Rim. What is her Mother t 

Nurj. Marrie Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe, 
And a good Lady, and a wife,and Vertuous, 
I Nur'ft her Daughter that you talkt withall ; 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall haue thechincka. 

Rom. Is flie a Capulet i 

0 deare account ! My life is my foes debt. 
Bta. Away, be gone, the fport is at the btft. 
Rm. I fo I feare,the more is my vnreft. 
Cap. Nay Centlcmen prepare not to be gone, 

We haue a trifling fuolifti Banquet towards : 
Is it e'ne fo i why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honed Gentlemen, good night: 
More Torches here:come on, then let's to bed. 
Ah firr>h,by my faie it waxes late, 

He to my reft. 

fail. Come hither Nurie, 
What is yon J Gentleman : 

Nur. The Sonne and Heirc of old Trbtrh. 

Iuli. What's he that now is going out of doore ? 

Nur. Marrie that 1 thinke be young tetruebi*. 

hi. What's he that follow* here that woold n< 

Nur. 1 know not. 

hi. Go aske his name: if he be married, 
My graue is like to be my wedded bed. 

Nur. His name it Rcmn.ind a Mount ague, 
The onely Sonne of your great Enemie. 

Iu/. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate, 
Too early feene, vnknowne.and knowne too late, 
Prodigious birth of Loue it it to me, 
That I muft loue a loathed Enemie, 

Nur. What's this ' whars this? 

Iul. A rime, I learne euen now 
Of one I dan'ft withal). 



Nur. Anon,anon : 
let's away, the 



On* call 



all! 



Cbirul. 

Now old defire doth in his death bed lie, 

And yong affection gapes to be his Heire, 

That raire, for which Loue gron'd for and would die, 

With ttnder Iu/iti matcht, is now not faire. 

Now Romn is beloued,and Loues againe, 

A like bewitched bythecharme of lookes: 

But to his foe fuppot'd he muft complaine, 

And flte fteale Loue* fweet bait from fearefuli hookes : 



rlTe 



Being held a foe, he may not haue ac 
To breath fuch vowes as Loucrs vfe to fweare. 
And flie as much in Lout, her meanesmuch lelTc, 
To meere her new Beloued any where t 
But pafllon lends then. Power, time, meanes to 
Temp'ring extremities with extreame fweete. 

Enter Romn a/en*. 

Rem. Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 
Turne backe dull earth,and find thy Centex out. 
Enter t Benmlie,witb Mircut'u. 

'Ben. Rcmee, my Coien Romte , Rim to. 

eMerc. He is wife, 
And on my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercutk : 
Nay.Ile coniute too. 
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cMrr. Remee, Humour9,Madman, Paflion, Louer, 
Appcare thou in the likeneiTe of a figh, 
Spcake but one rime, and I am fatisfied : 
Cry me but ay me, Prouant, but Looe and day, 



to my goihip Vtmu one fake word , 
One Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 



J Abrjkew. C*fid he that (hot fo true, 
When King Cefbttma iou'd the begger Maid, 
He h caret h not, he (lirreth not, he mouethn ot , 
The Ape is dead,I mud coniure him, 
I coniure thee by 'Rvfalinti bright eyes, 
By her High forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 
By her Fine foote, Straight leg,and Quiuering thigh, 
And the Demesne*, that there Adiacent lie, 
That in thy likeneiTe thou appeare to vs. 

*B*n. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 
Mtr. Thit cannot anger him, t" would 
To raife a fpirit in his MiftrefTe circle, 
Of fome ftrange nature, letting it ftand 
Till (he had laid it,and coniuted it downe 
That were fome fpight. 

My inuocation is feire and honeft, k in his Miftrit i 
I coniure onely but to raife vp him. 

'Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefeTrec* 
To be contorted with the Humerous night i 
Blind is his Lome, and beft befits the darke. 

Mtr. If Loue be blind, Loue cannot hit the marke, 
Now will he fit vnder a Medler tree, 
And wifh his MiftrelTe were that kind of Fruite, 
As Maidcs call Medlcrt when they laugh alone, 

0 Romto that the were, O that (he were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare, 
Romto goodnight, lie to my Truckle bed, 
This Field-bed is to cold for me to (leepe, 
Come (hall we go ? 

Bern. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to fteke him here 
That meanes not to be found. 

Ram. He ieafts at Scarres that neuer felt a 
But foftjwhat light through yonder i 
It i* the Earl, and Iuliet is the Sunne, 
Arife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 
Who it already (icke and pale with griefe, 
That thou her Maid art far more faire then (he : 
Be not her Maid fincc (he it enuious, 
Her Veftal liuery it but ficke and greene, 
And none but fooles do weare it.caft it ofT : 
It it my Lady,0 it tt my Loue,6 that (he knew 
She fpe*kcs,yet (he fayet nothing, what of that? 
Her eye difcourfet, I will anfwere itt 

1 am too bold 'tit not to me (he fpeaket : 
Two of the faireft (tarret in all the Heauen, 
Hauing fome bufinetTe do entreat her eyes, 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they return* 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightneffe of her cheeke would (name thofc Itarre*, 
As day-light doth a Lampe.her eye in heauen, 
Would through the ayrie Region ftrcame fo bright, 
That Birds would (ing,and thinke it were not night: 
See how (he leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 
O that I were a Gloue vpon that band, 
That I might touch that cheeke. 

1*7. Ay me. 

Rem. She fpeakrs. 
Oh fpeake againe bright Angell,for thou art 
As glorious to this night being ore my head, 
As it a winged melTenger of heauen < 
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Vnto the white vpturned wondring eye* 

Of mom lis that fall backe to gate on him, 

When he beftridc* the laaie puffing Cloud es, 

And faile* vpon the bofome of the ayre. 
hi. O Romee, Romto, wherefore art thou 

Denie thy Father and refiife thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my Loue, 

And lie no longer be a Ctfmltt. 

Rom. Shall I heare more,or (hall 1 fpeake at this - 
/*. Tit but thy name that it my Enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Maumngur, 

What'l Mtmtapu > it it nor hand nor foote, 

Nor arme, nor face,0 be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. 

What ? in a namet that which we call a Rofe, 
By any other word would fmell at fweete, 
So Romto would, were he not Rome* cal'd, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that title 9»»uv,dofie thy name, 
And for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Take all my felfe. 

Rem. I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but Loue,and He be new baptii'd, 
Hence foorth I neuer will be Romto. 

Ittli. What man art thou, that that bef 
So ftumbleft on my coonfell ? 

Rem. By a name, 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name deare Saint, it hatefull to my felfe, 
Becaufe it it an Enemy to thee, 
Had 1 it written,! would teare the word. 

Iuli. My cares haue yet not drunke a hundred 
Of thy tongues rttering,yet I know the found. 
Art thou not /?w«c,and a Metitarutt 

<Rcm. Neither faire Maid, if either thee diOike. 

hi. How cam'ft thou hither. 
Tell me,and wherefore? 

The Orchard wallt are high.and hard to climbc, 
And the place death, corrfidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Rom. With Louet light wings 
Did I ore-perch thefe Wallt, 
For Tt in v limits cannot hold Loue out, 
And what Loue can do, that daret Loue attempt : 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no (top to me. 

7*7. If they do fee thee, they will murthcr thee. 

Rom. Alacke there lie* more perill in thine eye, 
Then twenty of their Swords, look e thou but fweete, 
And I am proofe againlt their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world they law thee here. 

Rom. 1 haue night* cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them finde me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue. 

hi. By whofe direction found ft thou out this place? 

Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire, 
He lent me counfell,and I lent him eyes, 
I am no Pylot.yet wert thou at far 
At that vaft-fhore-wafhet with the fartheft Sea, 
I fhould aduenrure for fuch Marchandife. 

In/. Thou knowefl the matke of night it on my face, 
Elfe would a Maiden bluft bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, fiine, denie 
What I haue fpoke.but farewell Complement, 
Doeft thou Loue ? 1 know thou wilt fay I , 

And 
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And I will take thy word, yet if thou fwear'ft, 

Thou maieft prouc falfe:at Louert penuries 

They lay hue laughr,oh gentle Reme*, 

If thou doft Loue, pronounce it faithfully s 

Or if thou thinkeft 1 am too quickly wonne, 

He frowne and be pcrucrfc,and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooc : But clfe not for the world. 

In truth faire M-Miague I am too fond : 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light, 

But trull me Gentleman, He prone more true, 

Then thole that hauc coying to be ftrange, 

I ftiould hauc beene mure ftrange, 1 mult confefle, 

But that thou ouer heard'ft ere 1 waj ware 

My true Lours paflion, therefore pardon me, 

And not impute this yeelding to light Loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo difcouered. 

Rem. Lady, by yonder Moone I vow, 
That tips with filuer all thele Fruite tree tops. 

Iul. O fweare not by the Moone, th'inconftant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Or be, 
Lcaft that thy Loue proue likewife variable. 

Rem. What Hull I fweare by ' 

Jul. Do nut fweare at all : 
Orif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious fclfc, 
Whkh is the Cod of my Idolatry, 
And He bcleeue thee. 

Rem. If my hearts deare loue. 

Iuli. Well do not fweare, although I ioy in thee: 
I hauc no ioy of this contract to night, 
It is too ralh, too vnaduif'd,too fudden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere, one can fay.it lightens, Swcetc good night: 
This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath, 
May proue a bcautious Flower when next we meetes 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweete repofe and reft, 
Come to thy heart, as that within my I: reft. 

Rem. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied ? 

Iuli. What fatitfafiion can'ft thou haue to night? 

Re. Th 'exchange of thy Loucs faithfull vow for mine. 

Iul. I gaue thee mine before thou did'ft requeftit : 
And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Ram. Would'ft thou withdrawit, 
For what purpofe Loue ? 

Jul. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 
And yet I wWh but for the thing I haue, 
My bounty is as boundlcflc as the Sea, 
My Loue as deepe.the more I giue to thee 
The more I hauc.for both are Infinite: 
I heare fomc noyfe within deare Loue adue : 

C*h within. 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mount ague be true : 
Stay but alittle, I will come againe. 

Rem. O blcfled blefled night, 1 am afear'd 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, 
Too flattering Tweet to be fubftantiall. 

/■/. Three words deare Ramee, 
And goodnight indeed, 
If that thy bent of Loue be Honourable, 
Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to morrow, 
By one that He procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt performc the right, 
And all my Fortunes at thy foote lie lay, 
And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 

mtbim : Madam. 
I come, anon : but if thou mcancft not well, 
I do befcech tbcee mtbim: Madam. 



( By and by I come) 

To ceafe thy ftrife.and leaue me to my griefe, 
To morrow will I lend. 
Rem. So thriue my foule. 

Ju. A thoufand times goodnight. Exit. 

"Rjmt. A thouland times the worfe to want thy light, 
Loue goes toward Loue as fchool-boyes fro thier books 
But Loue frS Loue, towards fchoolc with heauie lookea. 



ltd. Hi ft Rcmee hifhO for a Falkners voice, 
To lure this Taflell gentle backe againe, 
Bon Jage is hoarfe,and may not fprake aloud, 
Elfe would I teare the Caue where Eccho lies, 
And make herayrie tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition of my Remee. 

Ram. It is my foule that calls vpon my name. 
How filuer fweet, found Louert tongues by night, 
Like fofteft Mulickc to attending caret. 

Iul. 'Rjmeo. 

'Jfcm. My Neece. 

Iul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Rem. By the houre of nine. 

Iul. 1 will not faile, 'tis twenty yeares till then, 
I haue forgot why 1 did call thee backe. 

Rom. Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 

Iul. I Hull forget, to haue thee ft] 
Remembring how I Loue thy company. 

Rom. And He ftill ftay, to hauc thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

hi. T» a I molt morning, I would haue thee gone, 
And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 
That let't it hop a little from hit hand, 
Like a poorc prifoner in hit twitted Cyues, 
And with a lilkcn thred pluckt it backe againe, 
So louing lealout of hit liberty. 

Rem. 1 would I were thy Bird. 

Iul. Sweet fo would 1, 
Yet I mould kill thee with much cheriihing : 
Good night, good night. 

Rem. Parting is fuch fweete forrow, 
That I ftull fay goodnight, till it be morrow. 

Iul. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy brcft. 

'Rem. Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft, 
The gray ey'd morne fmilet on the frowning night, 
Checkring (he Eaftcrnc Clouds with ftreakes of light. 
And darknefle fleckel'd like a drunkard recles, 
From forth dayes pathway, made by Titan wheelcs. 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Fries clofe Cell, 
Hithelpe to craue,and my deare hap to tell. Exit. 

Enter Frier al.nt vritb a bailgt. 

Fr/.The gray ey'd mome fmilet on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudet with ftreakt of light ; 
And Heckled darknefle like a drunkard reelet, 
From forth daict path, and Titan burning whecks: 
Now ere the Sun aduance hit burning eye, 
The day to cheere,and nights danke dew to dry, 
I muft vpfill this Oficr Cage of ours, 
With balcfull weedct,and precious luiced flower*, 
The earth that's Natures mother, is her Tom be, 
What is her burying graue that is her wombe : 
And from her wombe children of diucrs kind 

We 
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Wc fucking on her natural! bofome find : 
Many for many vertues excellent : 
None but for fome, and yet all different. 
Om icicle is the powerful! grace that lies 
In Plant*,Hearbs,ftonrs,and their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile.that on the earth doth liue, 
But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain'd from that /aire vfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, ftumbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felfc turne* vice being mifapplied, 
And vice fometime by aclion dignified. 

Enter Remte. 
Within the infant rin'd of this weake flower, 
Poyfon hath refidcnce,and medicine power : 
For this being fmelt, with that part ch cares each part, 
Being tailed flayet all fences with the heart. 
Two fuch oppofed Kings encampe them dill, 
In man at well as Hearbes , grace and rude will : 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Full foone the Canker death eatel vp that Plant. 

Rem. Good morrow Father. 

Fri. Benedecite. 
What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 
Young Sonne.it argues a diftempered head, 
So foone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed ; 
Care keepes his watch in euery old mans rye, 
And where Care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 
But where vnbrufed youth with vnfluft braine 
Doth couch his lims, there .golden fleepe doth raigne; 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me afluie, 
Thou art vprous'd with fome diftemprature; 
Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 
Our Remte hath not beene in bed to night. 

Rem. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin:waft thou with Rtjalhtti 

Rem. With Rejalint,my ghoftly Father ? No, 
I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. 

Fri. That's my good Son, but wher haft thou bin then f 

Rem. He tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 
I haue beene feifting with mine enemie, 
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded:both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phificke lies: 
I beare no hatred, blefTed man:for loc 
My interceflion likewife fteads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good Son, reft homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeflion, Andes but ridling thrift. 

Rim. Then plainly know my hearts deare Loue is fet, 
On the raire daughter of rich Cafutet : 
As mine on hers, fo hen is fet on mine; 
And all combin'd,faue what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow : 
lie tell thee as we parte, but this I pray, 
That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Frantii, what a change is heerc ? 
Is Re/aline that thou didft Loue fo deare 
So foone forfaken .' young mens Loue then lies 
Not truely in their hearta,but in their eyes. 
Iefu Marie.whn a dealc of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rcfalint ' 
How much fait water throwne away in waft, 
To feafon Loue that of it doth not taft. 
The Sun not yet thy fighes.from heaurn cleares, 
Thy old grones yet ringing in my auncient eares : 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit, 

6 W 



Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe.and thefe woes thine, 

Thou and thefe woes, were all for Re/a/int. 

And art thou chang'd'pronounce this fentence then, 

Women may fall, when there's no ftrengrh in men. 

Rem. Thou chid'ft me oft for louing Refaliitt. 

Fri. For doting. not for louing pupill mine. 

T^em. And bad'ft me bury Loue. 

Fri. Not in a graue, 
To lay one in, another out to haue. 

Rem. I pray thee chide me not.hr r I Loue now 
Doth grace for grace, and Loue for Loue allow : 
The other did not fo. 

Fri. O fhe knew well, 
Thy Loue did read by rote, that could notfpell ! 
But come young wauerer,come goe with me, 
In one refpect, He thy aftiftant be : 
For this alliance may fo happy proue, 
To turne your houihould rancor to pure Loue. 

Rem. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden tuft. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run fift. 

Exeunt 

Mer. Where the deu le would this Remte be ? came he 
not home to night f 

'Ben. Not to his Fathers, I fpoke with hit man. 

Mrr. Why that fame pale hard-harted wench, that Re. 
falint tormentt him fo,that he will Aire run mad. 

Btn. TAalt .the kinfman to old Cafwltt ,hifh fenta Let- 
ter to his Fathers houfe. 

eftftr. A challenge on my life. 

< Bt*. Remte will anfwere it. 

Mer. Any man that can write, may anfwere a Letter. 

'Btn. Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Mai Iter how he 
dares, being dared. 

Mtr. Alas poore Remte, he is already dead ftab'd with 
a white wenchet blacke eye, runne through the eare with 
a Loue fong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes but-fhaft. and is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt* 

<Bt«. Why what is Txbalt 7 

Mtr. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Couraji- 
out Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing 
prickfong, keeps time, diftance.and proportion, he refts 
his minum, one, two, and the third in your bofom.*the ve- 
ry butcher of a lilk burton, a Dualift,a Dualifl:a Gentleman 
of the very fiift houfe of the fir ft and fecond caufe: ah the 
immortall PafTado.the Punto reuerfo,the Hay. 
Btn. The what? 

Mtr. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affecting phan- 
tacies, thefe new tuners of accent : Iefu a very good blade, 
a very tall man.a very good whore. Why is not this a la- 
mentable thing Grand lire. that we fhould be thus afflicted 
with thefe ftrange flies : thefe falhion Mongers.thefe par- 
don-mee's,who ftand fo much on the new form, that they 
cannot fit at eafe on the old bench. O their bones,their 
bones. 

Enter Remte. 
'Btn. Here comes Remte, here comet Remte. 
Mer. Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering. O flefh, 
flefh,how art thou fifhified ? Now is he for the numbers 
that Pttrarcb flowed in : Laura to his Lady, was a kitchen 
wrnch.marrie fhe had a better Loue to be rime her : DiJe 
a dowdie, Cltepetra a Cipfie, Htlltn and Here, hildinfgs 
and Harlot*. T&M&f a gray eie or fo.but not to the purpofe. 
Signior Romte, f Ben Mar, there's a French falutation to your 

ff French 
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French (1 jp : you gauc vi the the counterfeit faircly hit 
night. 

T^meo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit 
did 1 giue you ? 

Mir. The flip fir, the flip, on you not cunceiue ? 

Rem. Pardon Mercutis y my bufineffe was great, and in 
fuch a cafe as rainc,a man may ftraine curtrfte. 

Mtr. That's as much as to lay, fuch a cafe as yourtcon- 
ft rains a man to bow in the hams. 

"A; ■ "i. Meaning to curfie. 

Mtr. Thou hiftrooft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous cxpofition. 

Mtr. Nay, I am the very pinck of curtefie. 

Rom. Pinke for flower. 

Mtr. Right. 

Ram. Why then it my Pump well flowr'd. 

Mtr. Sure wit, follow me this ieaft, now till thou haft 
worne out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of it is 
worne, the ieaft may remaine after the wearing, fole- 
fingular. 

Rem. O fingle fol'd ieaft, 
Soly Angular for the fingle neffe. 
Mtr. Come bctweene vs good BtiueJio, my wits faints. 
Rem. Swits and fpurs, 
Swits and fpurs, or lie crie a match. 

Mtr. Nay, if our wits run the Wild Goofe chafe, I am 
done : For thou haft more of the Wild-Goofe in one of 
thy wits, then I am fure I haue in my whole fiue. Was 1 
with you there for the Goofe ? 

Rom. Thou waft neuer with mec for any thing, when 
thou waft not there for the Goofe. 

Mtr. I will bite thee by the earc for that left. 

Rom. Nay .good Goofe bite not. 

CMtr. Thy wit is a very Birter-fweeting, 
It is a moft fharpc fawce. 

Rem. And is it not well feru'd into a Sweet-Goofe f 

Mtr. Oh here's a wit of Cheuerell, that ftretchet from 
an ynch narrow, to an ell broad - 

Ram. I ftretch it out for that word, broad, which added 
to the Goofe, prime* thee farre and wide, abroad Goofe. 

Mtr. Why is not this better now, then groning for 
Loue,now art thou fociable,now art thou Rum: now art 
thou what thou art. by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driueling Loue it like a great Naturall, that runs lolling 
vp and downe to hid his bable in a hole. 

Btn. Stop there, ftop there. 

Mtr. Thou defir'ft me to ftop in my tale againft the 
/Jrii.Thou would'ft elfe haue made tby tale large.(tuire. 
Mtr. O thou art deceiu'd, I would haue made it fliort, 

or 1 was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant 

indeed to occupic the argument no longer. 



Eitltr Nurjt and btr man. 
Rem. Here's goodly geare. 
A fjylc,a fayle. 

cl/Vr. Two, two: a Shirt and a Smocke. 

Nur. Peter > 
Ptitr. Anon. 
Nur. My Fan Ptttrf 
Mtr. Good Peter to hide her face ? 
For her Fant the fairer face ? 

Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 
Mtr. God ye gooden faire Gentlewoman. 
Nur. hit gooden? 

Mtr. Tis no leffe I tell you : for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall is now vpon the pricke of No 



Nur. Out vpon you: what a man arc you ? 

Rom. One Gentlewoman, 
That God hath made, himfelfe to mar. 

Nut. By my troth it is laid, for himfelfe to,mar qua- 
t ha:Gcntlcmen, can any of you tel me where I may find 
the young /y 

Romn. I can tell you: but young Rtmei will be older 
when you haue found him, then he was when you fought 
him : I am theyoungeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nur. You fay well. 

Mtr. Yea is the word well, 
Very well tooke : I faith, wifely, wifely. 

Nur. If you be he fir, 
1 defire fome confidence with you? 

Bin. She will endite him to fome Supper. 

Mtr. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rem. What haft thou found ' 

e/Wirr. No Hare fir, vnleffc a Hare fir in a Lenten pie, 
that is fomething Hale and hoar e ere it be fpent. 
An old Hare hoare, and an old Hare hoare is very good 
meat in Lent. 

But a Hare that is hoire is too much for a fcorc, when it 

hoaret ere it be fpent, 
Romeo will you come to your Fathers ? Weele to dinner 
thither. 

Rem. I will follow you. 

Mtr. Farewell auncient Lady : 
Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exit. 



Nur. I pray you fir, what fawcie Merchant was this 
that was fo foil of his roperie f 

Rom. A Gentleman Nurfe, that loue* to hcare himfelfe 
talke.and will fpeake more in a minute, then he will Hand 
to in a Moneth. 

Nur. And a fpeake any thing againft me, lie take him 
downe,& a were luftier then he it, and twentie fuch lacks*, 
and if I cannot, He findc thofe that (hall : fcuruie knauc, I 
am none of hit flurt-gils, I am none of his skaines mates, 
and thou muft (land by too and fuffer cuery knaue to vfe 
me at hi* pleafure. 

Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his pleafure : if I had, my 
weapon mould quickly haue beene out, 1 warrant you, I 
dare draw affoone as another man, if I fee occafion in a 
good quarrel!, and the law on my fide. 

AV.Now afore God, I am fo vest, that euery part about 
me quiuert, skuruy knaue : pray you fir a word : and as 1 
told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what 
(he bid me fay, I will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me 
tell ye, if ye fhould leade her in a foolct paradife, at they 
fay,it were a vrj- groffe kind of behauiour, as they fay : 
for the Gentlewoman is yung : It there/ore, it you mould 
deale double with her, truely it were an ill thing to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing. 

Nur. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and MiftretTe,I 
proteft vnto thee. 

Air. Good heart, and y faith I will tell her as much : 
Lord, Lord flic will be a ioyfull woman. 

Rem. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thou doe ft not 
marke me i 

Nur. I will tell her fir, that you do proteft, which as 1 
take it,is a Gentleman-like offer. (aftcrnoonc, 

Rem. Bid her deuife fome meanes to come to fhrift this 
And there <he (hall at Frier Lawretue Cell 
Bcfliriu'd and married : here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No truly fir not a penny. 

Rem. Go too, I fay you mail. 

Nurfe 
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Nur. This afternoonc fir? well (he (hall be there. 

'J^f. And itay thou good Nurfe behind the Abocy will, 
Within this houre my man tnall be with thec, 
And bring thee Cords made like a tackled 1 1 aire, 
Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 
Muft be my conuoy in the fecret night. 
Farewell, be truftic and He quite thy panes: 
Farewell, commend me to thy Mirtreflc. 

Nur. Now God in heauen bleiTe thee:harke you fir, 

Ram. What faift thou my deare Nuife ? 

Nurfe. Is your man fecret, did you nere hearc fay two 
may keep« counfell putting one away. 

Rt. Warrant thee my man as true as ftecle. 

Nur. Well fir.my MiilreiTc is the fwecteft La Jy, Lord, 
Lord, when 'twas a little prating thing. O there is a No- 
ble man in Towne one Pari, that would faine by knife a- 
board : but flie good foule had as leeue a fee Toade,a very 
Toade as fee him : 1 anger her fometimcs, and tell her that 
Parit is the propercr man, but lie warrant you, when I fay 
fo, (her lookei as pale as any clout in the verfall world. 
Doth not Rofemarie and Rimto begin both with a letter i 

Rem. I Nurfc, what of that ? Both with an R 

Nur. A mocker that's the dogmame. R. is for the no, 
I know it begins with fome other letter, and die hath the 
prctticft fententious of it, of you and Roftmary, that it 
would do you good to hearc it. 

Rim. Commend me to thy Lady. 

Nor. I a thoufand times. Peter i 

Pel. Anon. 

Nur. Before and apace. Exit Nurfe and Peter. 

Enter Iulitt. 

Iul. The clockc ftrook nine, when I did fend the Nurfc, 
In halfe an houre flle protnifed to rcturne, 
Perchance the cannot mecte him:that's not fo : 
Oh ihe it lame, Loucs Herauld fiiould be thoughts, 
Which ten times farter glides then the Sunnca bcamcs, 
Driuing backe ihadowes ouer lowring hits. 
Therefore do nimble Pinion'd Doues draw i. ••, 
And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings: 
Now is the Sun vpon the highmoll hill 
Of this daies iourney.and from nine till twelue, 
I three long houres,yet fhe is not come. 
Had the affections and warme youthfull blood, 
She would be as fwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my fwecte Loue, 
And his to me. but old folkes, 
Many faine as they were dead, 
Vnwieldie, flow, heauy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurft. 
O God flic comes, O hony Nurfc what newes ? 
Halt thou met with him'fend thy man away. 

Nur. Peter flay at the gate. 

Iul. Now good fweet Nurfc : 
O Lord, why lookeft thou fad ? 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 
If good thou ftiam'ft the mufickc of fweet newes, 
By playing it to me, with fo lower a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giue me leauc awhile, 
Fie how my bones ake.what a iaunt haue I had t 

Jul. 1 would thou had'ft my bone»,and I thy newes: 
Nay come I pray thee fpeake.good good Nurfe fpcake. 

Nur. Icfu what haft'ean you not ftay a while f 
Do you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

lul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breth 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath - 
The eicufe that thou daft make in this delay, 



It longer then the tale thou doll excufe. 
Is thy newes good or badranfwerc to that, 
Say cither, and lie flay the circuftance: 
Let me be satisfied, id good or bad? 

Nur. Well, yoj haue made a ftmple choice, you know 
not how to chule a man : Rome*, no not he though Ira face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, and 
for a hand,and a footc,and a body, though they be not to 
be talkt on, yet they arc paft compare: he is not the flower 
of curtefie, but He warrant him as gentle a Lambe : go thy 
waies wench, feruc God, What haue you din'd at borne f 

Iul. No no:but all this this did 1 know bcfoie 
What faies he of our marriage? what of that f 

Nur. Lord how my head akes, what a head haue I i 
It bcates as it would fall in twenty {recces. 
My backe a tuther tide :o my backe, my backe : 
Bclhrew your heart for fending me about 
To catch my death with iaunting vp and downe. 

Iul. I tan h: 1 am forrie that that thou art fo well. 
Sweet fweet, fweet Nurfc, tell me what faict my Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue faies like an honcft Gentleman, 
And a courteous,and a kind, and a handlbme, 
And I warrant a vcrtuoui: where is your Mother ? 

Um Where is my Mother? 
Why (he is within, where would (he be ? 
How odly thou rcpli'ft: 
Your Loue faies like an honcft Gentleman : 
Where is your Mother? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 
Are you fo hot'mamc come vp I trow, 
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward do your mcflagc* your fel/c. 

Iul. Hcerc's fuch a coilc.comc what faies Romeo} 

Nur. Haue you got leauc to go to inrift to day f 

Iul. I haue. 

Air'. Then high jrbu hence to Frier Lavrtmee Cell, 
There ftaics a Husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your check cs, 
Thci'le be in Scarlet (Iraight at any newes: 
Hie you to Church, 1 mull an other way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft climde a birds neft Soone when il is darke i 
1 am the drudge.and toile in your delight : 
But you Hull beare the burthen foonc at night. 
Go He to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
Aw. Hi* to high Fortune, honcft Nurfe, farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Frier and Remto. 
Fri. So fmile the heauens vpon this holy act, 
That after hourrs,with forrow chide vi not. 

Rem. Amen,amen,but come what furrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange ot ioy 
That one ftiort minute giue* me in her fight : 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words, 
Then Loue-dcuouring death do what lie dare, 
Itisinough.l may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefc violent delights haue violent endes, 
And in their triumph:die like fire and powder; 
Which at they kifl'e confumc. The fwceteft honey 
Is loathfome in his owne delicioulncfle, 
And in the talle confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore Loue moderately, lung Loue doth fo, 
Too Iwift arriuei at tardie at too fl.iw. 

Enter Iulitt. 
Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light a foot 
Will nere weare out the cuerlafting flint, 
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A Louer may beftride the GofTamours, 
Thatydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 
And yet not fall, To light is vanitie. 

hi. Good euen to my ghoftly Confeflbr. 

Fri. Rtmeo mail thanke thee Daughter for vs both. 

hi. As much to him.elfe in hit thanki too much. 

Fri. Ah hJietjf the meafurc of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine.and that thy skill be more 
To blafon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayrc.and let rich muficket tongoe, 
Vntold the imagin'd happincfTe that both 
Receiue in either, by this deere encounter. 

hi. Conceit more rich in matter then in 
Brags of his fubftance.not of Ornament : 
They are but beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true Lone is growne to fuch fuch excefTe, 
I cannot fum vp fome of halfe my wealth. 

F ri.Come, come with me. A: we will make (hort workc, 
For by your leaues,you fhall not ftay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mereutio, Benue/ic find men. 

'Ben. I pray thee good Mercutia lets retire, 
The day is hot, the Catu/eti abroad : 
And if we meet, we fhal not fcape a brawle.for now thefe 
hot dayes, i> the mad blood ftirring. 

Met. Thou art like one of thefe fellowes.that when he 
enters the confine* of a Tauerne.elaps me his Sword vpon 
the Table, and faye*,God fend me no need of thee: and by 
the operation of the fecond cup.drawcs him on the Draw- 
er, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a lacke in thy mood, 
as any in Italie: and affoone moued to be moodie, and af- I 
(bone moodie to be mou'd. 
Ben. And what too? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we mould haue 
none fhortly.for one would kill the other, thou, why them 
wilt quarrel! with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire 
lefTe in his beard, then thou haft: thou wilt quarrell with a 
man for cracking Nuts, hauing no other reafon, but be- 
caufe thou haft hafell eyes : what eye, but fuch an eye, 
would fpie out fuch a quarrell.' thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, as an egge is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin 
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling: thou haft quar- 
rel'd with a man for coffing in the ftreet, becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepe in the Sun.Did'ft 
tbou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- 
I let before Eafter ? with another,for tying his new fhooes 
j with old Riband, and yet thou wilt Tutor me fronvquar- 
relling } 

'Ben. And I were fo apt to quarell as thou art, any man 
mould buy the Fee-fimple of my life, for an houre and a 
quarter. 

eMer. The Fee-fimple / O fimple. 

Enter Tybalt ,Pf truths find utter j. 

'Ben. By my head here comes the Qtfulett. 

eMer. By my heelc I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen.Good den.a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word with one of vs>couple It with 
fomething,make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You fhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you 
will giue me occafion. 

cMereu. Could you not take fome occafion without 
giuing ? 

Tib. Mercutk thou confort'ft with 



Mer, Confortrwhat doft thou make vs MinfVrels t tc 
thou make Minftrels of vs,looke to heare nothing but dif- 
cords :heere'i my fiddlefticke,heere'i that fhall make you 
daunce. Come confort. 

'Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 
Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place, 
Or reafon coldly of your greeuanccs s 
Or elfe depart, here all eies gate on rt. 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them | 
I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 



Tib. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my I 

Mer. But lie be hang'd fir if he weare your Liuery t 
Marry go before to field, heele be your follower, 
Your worihip in that (enfe,may call him man. 

Tib. Rtmeo, the loue I beare thee,can affoord 
No better terme then this: Thou art a Villain?. 

Rom. Tibalt , the reafon that 1 haue to ] 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting: Villaine am I none ; 
Therefore farewell,! fee thou know'ft m 

Tib. Boy,this fhall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me .therefore turne and draw. 

Rom. I do proteft I neuer iniur'd thee, 
But lou'd thee better then thou can'ft deuife : 
Till thou (halt know the reafon of my loue, 
And fogood Cafndet .which name 1 tender 
As dearely as my owne.be fatisfied. 

Mer. O calme,difhonourable,vile fubmiffloni 
Alia fiucatb* carries it away. 
Tybalt t you Rat-catcher, will you walke ' 

Tib. What wcmlds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. Good King of Cat*,nothing but one of your nine 
Hues,that I meanc to make bold withall, and at you (hall 
vie me hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? Make 
haft, leaf! mine be about your eares ere it be out. 

Tib. I am for you. 

Ram. Gentle r .t thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir,your Paflado. 

Rom. Draw «BeW»o,beat downe their weapons : 
Gentlemen.for fhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tibalt ,Mfrc*tio,lhe Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in fertna ftreetej. 
Hold Tybalt, good Mereuth. 

Exit Tybalt. 

Mer. I am hurt. 
A plague a both the Houfes.I am fped: 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 
Ben. What art thou hurt ' 
Mer. 1,1,1 fcratch,a fcratch, marry 'tis inough, 
Where is my Page? go Villaine fetch a Surgeon. 
Rt,m. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 
Mer. No : 'tis not fo deepe as a well, nor fo wide as a 
Church doore.but 'tis inough, 'twill ferue : aske for me to 
'.and you fhall find me a graue man. I am pepper'd 



I warrant, for this world : a plague a both your 
What, a Dog, a Rat, a Moufe.a Cat to fcratch a man to 
death : a Braggart.a Rogue, a Villaine, that fights by the 
booke of Arithmeticke, why the deu'le came you be- 
tweene vs/ I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Helpe me into fome houfe 'Benwlh, 
Or I fhall faint:a plague a both your houfes. 
They haue made wormesmeatofme, 
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I baue it, and found ly to your Houfes. Exit. 

Rem. This Gentleman the Princes neere Alic, 
My very Friend hath got his morrall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftain'd 
With Tibalti founder, Tybalt that an houre 
Hath beene my Cozin:6 Sweet lul'ut, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And in my temper foftned Valours ftecle. 

Enter 'Menuelig. 
f B<n. O Romee, R-.m,c, braue Mercutio't is dead, 
That Caltant.fpirit hath afpir'd the Cloudcs, 
Which too vntimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ram. This daics blacke Fate, on mo daics doth depend, 
This but begins, the wo others mull end. 

Er.ter 'Tybalt. 
Sea. Here comes the Furious 'Tybalt baclce againe. 
'Rem. He gon in triumph, and Mereutie flaine ? 
Away to heauen refpecliue Lrnitie, 
And lire and Fury, be my conduct now. 
Now Tybalt take the Villaine backe againe 
That late thou gau'fl me, for Mercuries foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him compinie : 
Either thou or J, or both, mufl goe withlhira. 

Tib. Thou wrttched Boy that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rem. This flull determine that. 

Tbeyfigbt. Tybalt faOtt. 
Ben. A' >«»«>, away be gone : 
The Citizens are v p, and Tybalt flaine, 
Stand not amaz'd, the Frince will Doome thee death 
If thou art taken:hence, be gone, away. 
Rem. O! lam Fortunes foole. 
Bet. Why doft thou flay? 

Exit Remeo. 

Enter Cithumi. 

Gfi. Which way ran he that kild eAfereutit i 
Tibalt that Murtherer, which way ran he? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Qti. Vp fir go with me : 
I charge thee in the Princes names obey. 

Enter Prince, eld Montague, Capulet , their 
»'/«« and all. 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray i 

Ben. O Noble Prince,! can difcouer ail 
The vnluckie Mannage of this fatall brail : 
There lies the man flaine by young Remtt, 
That flew thy kinfman braue Mereutie. 

Cap. Wi. Tybalt, my Coiin ?0 my Brothers Child, 
O Prince, O Cozin, Husband, O the blood is fpild 
Of my deare kinfman. Prince as thou art true, 
For bloud of ours,fhcd bloud of Meuntague. 
O Cozin, Cozin. 

Prin. 'Benuelie, who began this Fray } 
'Ben. Tybalt here flaine, whom Remet't hand did flay, 
Romeo that fpoke him fairc, bid him bcthinke 
How nice the Quarrel! was, and vrg'd withall 
Your high difpleafuretall this vtteted, 
With gentle breath.calme lookc.knees humbly bow'd 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fplccne 
Of Tybattt deafe to peace, but that he Tilts 
With Pcircing fleele at bold Mercutio't breaft, 
Who all as hot,turnes deadly point to point, 
And with a Martiall fcorne, with one hand bcates 
Cold death audc.and with the other fend* 
It back to Tybalt, whofe dexterity 
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Retorts it: Remeo he cries aloud, 

Hold Friends, Friends part,and fwifter then his tongue, 

His aged arme, beats downe their fatall points, 

And twizt them rufb.es, vnderneath whofe arme, 

An enuious thruft from Tybait,h\t the life 

Of flout Mereutie, and then Tybalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Remit, 

Who had but newly entertained Reuenge, 

And too't they goe like lightning, for ere I 

Could draw to part them, was flout Tybalt flaine : 

And as he fell.did Romeo turne and fhc: 

This is the truth, or let Benuelie die. 

Cat. Wi. He is a kinfman to the Meuntague, 
Affcciion makes him falfe, he fpeakes not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this blacke Arite, 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 
I beg for Iuftice, which thou Prince mufl giue: 
Remeo flew Tybalt , Remeo mufl not liue. 

Prin. Romee flew him, he flew Mereutie, 
Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutiei Friend, 
His fault concludes, but what the law fhould end, 
The life of Tybalt. 

Trin. And foi that offence, 
Immediately we doc exile him hence : 
I hauean interefl iniyour hearts proceeding: 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But He Amerce you with fo ftrong a fine, 
That you fhall all repent the loffc of mine. 
It will be deafe to pleading and excufes, 
Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore vfc none, let Remee hence in baft, 
Elfe when he is found, that houre is his laft. 
Be are hence this body, and attend our will: 
Mercy not Murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Enter Iuliet alone, 
lul. Gallop a pace, you fiery footed fleedes, 
Towards Pbarbm lodging, fucb a Wagoner 
As Pbatten would whip you to the weft, 
And bring in Cloudie night immediately. 
Spred thy clofe Curtaine Loue-performing night, 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and Renin 
Lcape to theft armcs, vntalkt of and vnfeene, 
Louers can fee to doe their Amorous rights, 
And by their owne Beauties: or if Louc be blind, 
It befl agrees with night: come ciuill night, 
Thou fober futed Matron all in blacke, 
And learne me how to loofea winning match, 
Plaid for a paire of ftainlefTe Maidenhoods, 
Hood my vnman'd blood bayting in my Cheekes, 
With thy Blacke mantle, till ftrange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke true Loue a died fimple modeftie : 
Come night. come Remee, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night 
Whiter then new Snow vpon a Rauens backe t 
Come gentle night, come louing blackebrow'd night. 
Giue me my rtomre.and when I fhall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little flarres, 
And he will make the Face of heauen fo fine, 
That all the world will be in Loue with night, 
And pay no worfhip to the Garifh Sun. 
O I haue bought the Manfion of a Loue, 
Butnot poffcfl it,and though I am fold, 
Not yet enioy'd, fo tedious is this day, 
As is the night before fomeFefliuall, 
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T o an impatient child that hath new robe* 

And may not weare them,0 here comet my Nurfe : 

Enter Nurfe vilb corJt. 
And {he brings newes and cuery tongue that fpeaks 
But Romtot, name, fpeakcs heaucnly eloquence! : 
Now Nurfe, what newes'what haft them there ? 
The Cordt that Romeo bid thee fetch i 

Nur. 1, 1, the Cords. 

luli. Ay me, what newes ? 
Why doft thou wring thy hands. 

Nur. A wclady, hee's dead, hee't dead, 
We are vndone Lady, we are vndone. 
Alacke the day, hee's gone, hee's kil'd, he's dead. 

Iul. Can heauen be fo enuious? 

AW. Romeo can, 
Though heauen cannot.O Romeo, Remit*, 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

luli. What diucll art thou, 
That doft torment me thus i 
This torture Ihould be roar'd in difmall hell, 
Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe i lay thou but 1, 
And that bare vowell I ftull poyfon more 
Then the death-duting eye of Cockatrice, 
1 am not I, if there be fuch an I. 
Or thofe eyes (hot, that makes thee anfwerc I : 
If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no. 
Briefc, founds, determine of my weale or wo. 

Nur. 1 faw the wound, I law it with mine eyes, 
Cod faue the marke, here on his manly breft, 
A pitteous Coarfe.a bloody piteous Coarfe: 
Pale, pale as alhes.all bedawb'd in blood, 
All in gore blood, I founded at the fight- 

/*/. O breake my heart, 
Poore Banckrout breake at once, 
To pr, I. in eyes, nere looke on libertie. 
Vile earth to earth refine, end motion here, 
And thou and Romes prcfle on heauie beere. 

Nur. O Tyba/t,Tybalt,the beft Friend I hadt 
O curtcous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 
That euer I Ihould liue to fee thee dead. 

Iul. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contrarie ? 
Is Borneo flaughtTed > and is Tybalt dead i 
My deareft Cozen,and my dearer Lord: 
Then dreadfull Trumpet found the general) i 
For who is liuing,if thofe two are gone ^ 

Nur. Tybalt is gone.and Romeo banilhed, 
Romeo that kil'd him, he is banilhed. 

hi. OGod! 
Did Rom'ot hand flied Tybalti blood 
It did, it did, alas the day.it did. 

Nur. O Serpent heart, hid with a flow ring race. 

Iul. Did euer Dragon keepe fo faire a Caue i 
Beautiful! Tyrant,fiend Angelicall : 
Rauenous Doue-feather'd Rauen, 
Woluilh-rauening Lam be, 
Difpifed fubftance of Diuineft Ihow : 
luft oppolite to what thou iuftly feem'ft, 
A dimne Saint, an Honourable Villains : 
O Nature ! what had'ft thou to doe in hell, 
When thou did'ft bower the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradife of fuch fweet flefla ? 
Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit Otould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pal lace. 

Nur. There's no truft.no faith.no honeftie in snen, 
All periur'd, all forfworne.all naught.all 



Ah where 's my man ? giue me fomc Aqua-vitae ? 
Thefe griefet, thefe woes, thefe forrowet make me old: 
Shame come to Rem to. 

Iul. Blifter'd be thy tongue 
For fuch a with, he was not borne to fliame : 
Vpon his brow flume is afliam'd to tit ; 
For 'tit a throane where Honour may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the vniueriall earth: 
O what a beaft was I to chide him •' 

Nur. Will you fpeake well of him, 
That kil'd your Cosen f 

Iul. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah poore my Lord, what tongue fliall fmooth thy 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it. 
But wherefore Villaine did'ft thou kill my Cozin ? 
That Villaine Coiin would haue kil'd my husband I 
Backe foolifl) teares,backe to your natiue fpring, 
Your tributarie drops belong to woe, 
Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy t 
My husband lines that Tibalt would haue flaine, 
And Tibalt dead that would haue flaine my husband : 
All this is comfort, wherefore weepe I then ; 
Some words there was worfer then Tybalti death 
That murdered me, I would forget it feine, 
But oh.it prefles to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deede* to finners minds, 
Tybalt is dead and Romeo banilhed : 
That banilhed. that one word banimed, 
Hath flaine ten thoufand T.baln: Ttbaltt death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 
Or if fower woe delights in fellowfliip, 
And needly will be rankt with other griefet, 
Why followed not when flic faid Tibaltt dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both, 
Which moderne lamentation might haue mou'd. 
But which a rere-ward following Tybalti death 
Homto is banilhed to fpeake that word, 
Is Father, Mother, Tybalt, Romeo, lu.'iet, 
All flaine,all dead: Romeo is banilhed, 
There is no end, no limit, mcalure, bound, 
In that words death,no words can that woe found. 
Where it my Father and my Mother Nurfe i 

Nur. Weeping and wailing ouer Tybalti Coarfe, 
Will you go to them f I will bring you thither. 

Iu. Waft, they his wounds with tears:mine ftial be fpent 
When theirs are drie for Romeo' t banilhment. 
Take vp thofe Cordes, poore rope* you are beguil'd, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exild: 
He made you for i high-way to my bed, 
But I a Maid, die Maiden widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurfe, He to my wedding bed, 
And death not Romeo, take my Maiden head. 

Nur. Hie to your Clumber, Ik find T^meo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is : 
Harke ye your Romeo will be beere at night, 
He to him, he is hid at Ltntrenet Cell. 

Iul. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take hislaft farewell. 



Enter Frier 



Fri. Romeo come forth, 
Come forth thou tearful! man, 
Affliction is enamor'd of thy parts: 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 



What 
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What if the Prince* Doome t 

What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 
1$ my deare Sonne with fuch fowre Company : 
1 bring thee tyding* of the Prince* Doome. 

Rom. What leffc then Doomefday , 
It the Prince* Doome ? 

Fri. A gentler judgement vanifht from hi* lip*, 
Not bodie* death,but bodies baniihment. 

Rem. Ha,biniihment?be merciful J , i ay death t 
For exile hath more terror in hi* looke, 
Much more then death: do not fay banilhrne^it. 

Fri. Here from fertna »rt thou banilhed : 
Be patient,fbr the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. There it no world without TJrroxd walle*, 
But Purgatorie.Torture , hell it felfe : 
Hence bani(hed,i* banifht from the world, 
And world* exile i* death. Then banifhed, 
I* death, mirtearm'd. calling death banifhed, 
Thou cut'ft my head ofF with a golden Axe, 
And rmilefl vpon the ftroke that murder* me. 

Fri. O deadly fin.O rude vnthankefulnefTe ! 
Thy fait our Law calle* death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part,hath rafht afide the Law, 
And tum'd thai blackeword death, to banifhment. 
This it deare mercy, and thcu feeft it not. 

Rem. 'Tit Torture and not mercy,heauen is here 
Where Iuliet liues.and euery Cat and Dog, 
And little Moufe,euery vn worthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may looke on her, 
But Romeo may not.More Validitie, 
More Honourable ftatr, more Courtfhip liue* 
In carrion Flies, then Rcmte:lhry may feaxe 
On the white wonder of deare luliett hand, 
And fteale immortall bleffing from her lips, 
Who euen in pure and veftall modeftie 
Still bluftVs thinking their owne kilTet fin. 
This may Flie* doe.when I from th'umuft flic, 
And faift thou yet.that exile i* not death ? 
But "A m may not,hee i* banifhed. 
Had'ft thou no poyfon mnr.no fharpe ground knife, 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fomeane, 
But banifhed to kill me? Banifhed ' 
O Frier,the damned vfc that word in hell : 
Howling* attend* it, how haft thou the hart 
Being- a Diuine, a Ghoftly ConfefTor, 
A Sin-Abfoluer,and my Friend profeft : 
To mangle me with that word, banifhed ? 

Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare mefpeake. 

'Rom. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifhment. 

Fri. He giue thee Armour to keepe off that word, 
AduerfitJesfweete milke,Philofophie, 
To comfort thee.though thou art banifhed. 

Rem. Yet banifhed? hang vp Philofophie: 
Vnleffe Philofohpie can make a lulkt, 
Difplant a Towne.reucrfe a Prince* Doome, 
It helpe* not.it preuailet not,talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that Mad men haue no caret. 

Rom. How fhould they, 
When wifemen haue no eye* ' 

Fri. Let me difpaire with thee of thy eftate, 

Rem. Thou can'ft not fpeake of that y doft not feele, 
Wert thou as young a* Iuliet my Loue: 
An houre but married, Trio/' murdered, 
Doting like me,and like me banifhed, 



Then mighteft thou fpeake. 
Then mighteft thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Fitter Nurje y ^nrf ^KOC^tt. 

Frier. Arife one knockes, 
Good Romeo hide thy felfe. 

Rem. Not I, 
Vnleffe the breath of Hartficke groane* 
Mift-Uke infold me from the fcarch of eye*. 

Knuke 

Fri. Harke how they knocke: 
(Who** there ) Remre arife, 
Thou wilt be taken, flay a while,ftand vp : 

JCuoek^e. 

Run to my ftudy:by and by.Cod* will 
What ftmpleneffe i»thi*: I come, I come. 

Knxie 

Who knock* fo hard f 

Whence come you ? what'* your will ? 

Enter Nurje. 

Nur. Let me come in, 
And you (hall know my errand ! 
I come from Lady Mitt. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier. O tell me holy Frier, 
Where'* my Ladie* Lord-where'* Romeo < 

Fri. There on the ground, 
With hi* owne teare* made drunke. 

Nur. O he i* euen in my MiftrefTc cafe, 
Iuft in her cafe.O wofull fimpathy t 
Pittiou* predicament, men fo lie* fhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
Stand vp,ftand vp,ftand and you be a man, 
For luliett fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 
Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O. 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir.ah fir.deaths the end of all. 



Speak'ft thou of /./irt'how is it with her? 
Doth not fhe thinke me an old Murthercr, 
Now I haue ftain'd the Childhood of our ioy, 
With blood remoucd.but little from her owne ? 
Where i* fhe ? and how doth fhe > and whar f.iye* 
My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Loue ? 

Nur. Oh fhe laves nothing fir, but weeps an 
And now fal* on her bed,and then ftarts vp, 
And Tybalt calls,and then on Rtmee crie*, 
And then downe falls againe. 

Re.At if that name (hot from the dead leuell of a Gun, 
Did murder her, a* that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman.Oh tell me Frier.tell me, 
In what vile part of thi* Anatomie 
Doth my name lodfe/ Tell me,that I mayfacke 
The hatefull Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy forme crie* out thou art : 
Thy teare* are womanifh.thy wild aft* denote 
The vnreafonable Furie of a bead. 
Vnfeemely woman, in a feeming man, 
And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both, 
Thou haft amax'd me.By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpofirion better temper'd. 
Haft thou flaine Tybalt J wilt thou (lay thy felfe ? 
And flay thy Lady , that in thy life lies. 
By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe ? 
Why rayl'ft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth ? 

Since 
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Since birth,and heauen and earth, all three do meete 

In thee at once, which thou at once would 'ft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou iham'ft thy fhapc.thy loue, thy wit, 

Which like a Vfurcr abound'ft in all : 

And vfeft none in that true vie indeed, 

Which ftiould bedecke thy ftiape,thy loue.thy wit* 

Thy Noble fhape.is but a forme of waxc, 

Digrcfling from the Valour of a man, 

Thy deare Loue fworne but hollow periurie, 

Killing that Loue which thou hall vow'd to cherifli. 

Thy wit, that Ornament, to fhapeand Loue, 

Miftupcn in the conduft of them both : 

Like powder in a skillefle Souldier* flaske, 

h fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembicd with thine owne defence. 

What.rowfe thee man, thy Juliet it aliue, 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 

But thou flew'ft Tybalt, there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death became thy Friend, 

And turn'd it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe or blefling light vpon thy backe, 

HappinelTe Court* thee in her bcft array, 

But like a mifhapcd and fullen wench, 

Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Louet 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable. 

Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be let, 

For then thou canft not pifle to Mantua, 

Where thou (halt liue till we can finde a time 

To blaze your marriage, reconcile your Fricndt, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee backe, 

With twenty hundred thoufand time* more ioy 

Then thou went'ft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurie, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfc to bed, 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto. 

Romu is comming. 

AW. O Lord, I could haue ftaid here all night, 
To heare good counfelhoh what learning is! 
My Lord lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo,and bid my Swectc prepare to chide. 

Nur. Hcerc fir, a Ring flic bid me giue you fir : 
Hie you, make haft, for it growes very late. 

Rum. How well my comfort is rcuiu'd by this. 

Fri. Co hence, 
Goodnight, and here ftands all your ftate; 
Either be gone before the watch be let, 
Or by the breakeof day difguis'd from hence, 
Soiourne in Mantua, Ue find out your man, 
And he fliall fignifie from time to time, 
Euery good hap to you.that chaunces heere : 
Giue me thy hand, 'tis late,farewell,goodnight. 

Run. But that a ioy part ioy,calls out on me, 
It were a griefe/o briefe to part with thee : 
Farewell. 



Entt r old CafuJtt ,bm Wtft and Pari,. 

Cap. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily, 
That we haue had no time to moue our Daughter : 
Looke you, (he Lou'd her kinfman Tybalt dcirely, 
And fo did I. Well, we were borne to die. 
'Tit very late.fhe'l not come downe to night : 
1 promife you, but for your company, 



\*ap. oirrj™,iwi 
OfmyChildes loue: 1 
In all refpeas byme: 
Wife, go you to her ei 



I would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 

Par. Thefe times of wo, aftbord no times to wooe: 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your Daughter. 

Lady. I will, and know her mind early to morrow, 
To night, (he is mewed vp to her heauinefTe. 
Cap. Sir Pari, I will make a defperate tender 
loue : I thinke the will be rul'd 
: nay more,I doubt it 
ere you go to bed, 
Acquaint her here.of my Sonne farm Loue, 
And 

But foft, what day is this? 

Par. Monday my Lord. 

Cap. Monday, ha ha: well Wendfday is too foonc, 
A Thurfdiy let it be.a Thurfday tell her, 
She (hall be married to this Noble Eaile : 
Will you be ready ? do you like this haft ' 
Weele keepe no great a Joe, a Friend or two, 
For harke you, Tytuit being flaine fo late, 
It may be thought we held him urelefly, 
Being our kinfman,if wc rcuell much : 
Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end But what fay you to Thurfday / 

Pari. My Lord, 
I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday.be it then : 
Go you to Iulirt ere you go to bed, 
Prepare her wife,againft this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lord, light to my Chamber hoa, 
Afore me.it is fo late, that we may call ir early by and by, 
Goodnight. Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet ahji. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet nee re day : 
i It was the Nightingalc,and not the Larke, 
That pier 'it the fcarefull hollow of thine eare, 
Nightly (he fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeue me Loue, it was the Nightingale. 

Ram. It was the Larke the Herauld of the Morne: 
No Nightingale-.looke Loue what enuiou* Areakc* 
Do lace the feuering Cloudes in yonder Eaft : 
Nights Candles are burnt out, and iocond day 
Stands tipto on the miftie Mountaines tops, 
I muft be gone and hue, or ftay and die. 

Jul. Yond light is not daylight,! know it 1 1 
It is lome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
Therefore ftay yet, thou necd'ft not to be gone, 

Rem. Let me be cane, let me be put to death, 
I am content,fo thou wilt haue it fo. 
He fay yon gray is not the mornings eye,' 
'Tis but the pale reflexe of Gntbiai brow. 
Nor that is not Larke whole noates do bcate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 
I haue more care to ftay,then will to go : 
Come death and welcome,/*/*/ wills it fo. 
How ift my foule.lets talke.it is not day. 

Juli. It is.it is, hie hence be gone away : 
It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 
Straining harm Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpcs. 
Some fay the Larke makes fweete Diuifiun; 
This doth not fo:for fhe diuideth vs. 
Some fay , the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had chang'd voyces too : 

Since 

— — — 666— 



Digitized by Google 



The Tragedie of < I$omeo and Juliet. 



69 



Since arme from arme that voyce doth vi affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Hunt f-vpto the day, 

0 now be gone, more light and itli ght growcs. 
Rom. More light ic light, more darke Ic darke our 

Enter Madam and Nurfe. 
Nur. Madam. 
Jul. Nurfe. 

Afcr.Your Lady Mother ii comming to your 
The day it broke, be wary,looke about. 

hi. Then window let day in, and let lire out. 
Rom. Farewell, fare well, one kifle and He defcend. 
hi. Art thou gone ioi Loue,Lord,ay Husband, Friend, 

1 muff heare from thee euery day in the houre, 
For in a minute there are many dayes, 

0 by this count I mail be much in yeares, 
Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

Rim, Farewell : 

1 will omit no oportunide, 

That may conuey my greetings Loue, to thee. 

Jul. O thinkeft thou we fhall cuer meet againe? 

Rom. I doubt it not, and all thefe woe* mill ferue 
For fweet difcourfes in our time to come. 

Imiltt. O God ! I hauc an ill Diuining foule, 
Me thinkes 1 fee thee now, thou art fo lowe, 
As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 
Either my eye-fight failcs.or thou look'ft pale. 

Rem, And truft me Loue, in my eye To do you : 
Drie forrow drinkes our blood. Adue.adue. Exit. 

JUL O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doff thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith? be fickle Fortune: 
For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 
But fend him backe. 

Eater Mother. 

Lad. Ho Daughter, arc you vp ? 

Jul: Who iff that calls ? Is it my Lady Mother. 
Is (he not downe fo late, or vp fo early ? 
What vnaccuftom'd caufe procures her hither ? 

Lad. Why how now Juliet} 

hi. Madam I am not well. 

Lad. Euermore weeping for your Co i ins death ? 
What wilt thou waft him from his graue with teares * 
And if thou could'ft,thou could'ft not make him liue : 
Therefore haue done, fume griefe Ihewei much of Loue, 
But much of griefc, (hewes ffill fome want of wit. 

hi. Yet let me wcepc,for fuch a feeling lofTe. 

Lad. So (hill you feele the loffe.but not the Friend 
Which you weepe for. 

hi. Feeling lb the loffe, 
I cannot chufe but euer weepe the Friend. 

La. Well Girle, thou weep'ft not fo much for his death, 
At that the Villaine liues which flaughtcr'd him. 

hi. What Villaine, Madam? 

Lad. That fame Villaine Romeo. 

hi. Villaine and he, be many Miles affundcr : 
God pardon, I doe with all my heart: 
And yet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

Lad. That is becaufe the Traitor liues. 

Iul. 1 Madam from the reach of thefe my hands : 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

Lad. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, lie fend to one in Mantua, 
Where that fame banifht Run-agate doth liue, 
Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftom'd dram, 
That he Hull foone keepe Tybalt company : 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 
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/*/. Indeed I neuer (hill be fatisfied 
With ^mmo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext : 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poyfon, I would temper it } 
That Romeo mould vpon rcceit thereof, 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam'd.and cannot tome to him, 
To wreake the Loue I bore my Cozin, 
Vpon his body that hath flaughtcr'd him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and He find fuch a 1 
But now He tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

hi. And ioy comes well, in fuch a needy time, 
What are they, beferch your Ladyfhip ? 

<Mo. Well, well, thou haft a carefull Father Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heauineffe, 
Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy, 
That thou expects not,nor I lookt not for. 

hi. Madam in happy time, what day is this? 

Mo. Marry my Child, early next Thutfday morne, 
The gallant, young, and Noble Gentleman, 
The Countie Parte n Saint Peter 1 Church, 
Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride. 

hi. Now by Saint Pettri Church, and Peter too, 
He Hull not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 
I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 
Ere he that fhould be Husband comes to woe; 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 
I will not marrie yet,and when I doe, I fweare 
It fhallbe R.mtt , whom you know I hate 
Rather then Pari. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your frlfe, 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Cafulet and Nurfe. 

Cap. When the Sun fets.the earth doth drizzle dacw 
But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne, 
It raines downright. 

How now/ A Conduit Cyrle,what (till in teares? 

Euermore (bowring in one little body ? 

Thou counterfeits a Barke,a Sea, a Wind : 

For ffill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Do ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is 

Sayling in this fait floud, the windes thy lighes, 

Who raging with the teares and they with them, 

Without a fudden calme will ouer fet 

Thy temp eft tofled body.How now wife? 

Haue you deliucred to he,r our decree? 

Lady. 1 fir ; 
But fhe will none, (he giues you thankes, 
I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you wife, 
How, will ihe none? doth die not giue vs thanks? 
Is fhe not proud? doth (he not count her bleff, 
Vn worthy as fhe is, that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman ,to be her Bridegroome 

hi. Not proud you haue, 
But thankful! that you haue : 
Proud can I neuer be of what I haue, 
But thank full euen for hate, that is meant Loue. 

Cap. How now ? 
How now i Cbopt Logicke ? what is this ? 
Proud, and I thanke you: and 1 thanke you not. 
Thanke me no thanking*, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine ioints'gainft Thurfday next, 

To 
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To go with Pari to Saint Peters Church : 

Or I will drag thee, on a Hurdle thither. 

Out you greene Iklcneflc carrion, out you baggage, 

You tallow face. 

Lady. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

/*/. Good Father, I befeech you on my knee* 
Heare me with patience,but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 
Or neuer after looke me in the face. 
Speakcnot, reply not, do not anfwere me. 
My fingers itch, wife : we fcarce thought vs blcft, 
That God had lent vi but this onely Child, 
But now I fee this one it one too much, 
And that we haue a curfe in hauing her: 
Out on her Hilding. 

Nur. God in heauen blefle her , 
You are too blame my Lord to rate her fb. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifedome.'hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence.fmatter with your guflip.go. 

Nur. I fpeake no treafon, 
Father, O Godigoden, 
May not one fpealte ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 
Vtter your grauitie ore a Go flips bowlet 
For here we need it not. 

La. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: 
Day, night, houre, ride, time, worke, play, 
Alone in companie,(lill my care hath bin 
To haue her mate ht, an J hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Demeanes, Youthful!, and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as ones thought would with a man, 
And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 
To anfwer,lle not wed, I cannot Loue: 
I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 
But, and you will not wed, lie pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with me : 
Looke too't, thinke on't, I do not vfe to "left. 
Thurfday is neere.lay hand on heart,aduife, 
And you be mine, lie giue you to my Friend : 
And you be not,hang,beg,ftraue,die in the ftreets, 
For by my foule, He ncre acknowledge thee, 
Nor what it mine (hall neuer do thee good : 
Truft too't, bethinke you, He not be fbrfworne Exit, 

Jw'i. Is there no piftie fitting in the Cloudes, 
That fees into the bottome of my griefe ? 
O fweet my Mother caft me not away, 
Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, 
Or if you do not, make the Bridal 1 bed 
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 

Me. Talke not to me, for He not fpeake a word, 
Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. Exit. 

hi. OGod! 
O Nurfe.how fhall this be preuented ? 
My Husband is on earth, my faith in heauen, 
How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 
VnlefTe that Husband fend it me from heauen, 
By leauing earth 'Comfort me, counfaile me : 
Hlacke,alacke, that heauen fhould pra&ife ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a iubicfl as my felfe. 
What faift thou'haft thou not a word of ioy I 
Some comfort Nurfe. 



Nur. Faith here it is, 
Romet is banifhed,and all the world to nothing, 
That he dares ncre come backe to challenge you : 
Or if he du.it needs mufi be by ftealth. 
Then iince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 
I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 

0 hee'a a Louely Gentleman : 

Rtmns a difh-dout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo|greene,fo quicke, fo faire an eye 
As Pari hath, befhrow my very heart, 

1 thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 
For it excels your firft:or if it did not, 

Your firft is dead, or 'twere as good he were, 
As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 
Speakeft thou from thy heart ■' 

Nur. And from my foule too, 
Or elfe befhrew them both. 

Jul. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

Jul. Well,thou haft comforted me marue'lous much, 
Go|in,and tell my Lady I am gone, 
Hauing difplcaPd my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 
To make confefTion,and to be abfolu'd. 

Nur. Marrie I will,and this is wifely done. 

Jul. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend! 
It is more fin to wifh me thus fbrfworne, 
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue 
Which (he hath praif'd him with aboue compare, 
So many thoufand times ? Go Counfellor, 
Thou and my bofome henchforth fhall be twaine : 
He to the Frier to know his remedie, 
If all elfe faile, my felfe haue power to die. Exeunt. 

Enter Frier an J Cauntit Pari. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir?the time is very fhort. 

Par. My Father Capulet will baue it fo, 
And I am nothing flow to flack his haft. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind ? 
Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately flie weepes for Tyialtt death, 
And therfore haue I little talke of Loue, 
For Venut fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 
Now fir, her Father counts it dangerous 
That fhe doth giue her forrow fo much fway : 
And in his wifedome, hafts our marriage, 
To ftop the inundation of her teares, 
Which too much minded by her felfe alone, 
May be put from her by focietfe. 
Now doe you know the reafon of this haft ? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it fhould be flow'd. 
Looke fir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met, my Lady and my wife. 

Jul. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be,muft be Loue, on Thurfday next. 

Iul. What muft be fhall be. 

Fri. That's a certaine text. 

far. Come you to make confeflion to this Father? 
/•/. To anfwere that.l fhould confcfle to you. 
Par. Do not denie to him, that you Loue me. 
Jut. I will confefTe to you that I Loue him. 
Par. So will ye, I am fure that you Loue me. 
Jul. If I do fo, it will be of more price, 
Benig fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

Par. Poore foule, thy face is much abui'd with teares. 

Jut,. The 
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In/. The teares haue got fmall vi&oric by that : 
For it was bad inough before their fpight. 

Pa. Thou wrong'ft it more then tearei with that report. 

In/. That ia no thunder fir, which b a truth, 
And what I fpakc.l fpake it to thy face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft (hundred it, 

/■/. It may be fo.for it is not mine owne. 
Are you at leifure,Holy Father now, 
Or (hall I come to you at euening Mifle ? 

Fri. My lcifure fcrues me penfiue daughter now. 
My Lord you null intreat the time alone. 

Par. Gud/he i Id : I mould difturbe Deuotion, 
lu.'ia,on Thurfday early will 1 rowfe yee, 
Till then adue,and keepethi* holy kifle. Exit Pari. 

hi. O (hut the doore,and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me, paft hope,paft care, paft helpe. 

Fri. O Iuliet , 1 alreadie know thy griere, 
It ftreames me paft the compafle of my win : 
1 heare thou muft and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. 

Jul. Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 
VnlefTe thou tell mei how 1 may prcuent it t 
If in thy wifedome, thou canft giue no helpe, 
Do thou but call my refolutJon wife, 
And with' hU knife. He helpe it prefently. 
God ioyn'd my heart,and /Iwwoj.thou our hands, 
And ere this hand by thee to Remea feal'd : 
Shall be the Label! to another Deede, 
Or my true hrart with trecherous reuolt, 
Tuine to another,thi> (hall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy longcxpetien'ft time, 
Giue me fome prefent countcll, or behold 
Twixt'my extreames and me, this bloody knife 
Shall play the vmpecre, arbitrating that, 
Which the commilTionof thy yeares and art, 
Could to no iflue of true honour bring : 
Be not fo long to fpeak,l long to die, 
If what thou fpeak'ft.fpeake not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold Daughter, I doe fpie a kind of hope, 
Which craues as defperate an execution, 
At that ia defperate which we would preuent. 
If,rather then to marrie Countie Pari, 
Thou haft the fbength of will to ftay thy felfc, 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thinglikr death to chide away this (hame, 
That coap'ft with death himfelfe,to fcape fro it s 
And if thou dar'ft,lle giue thee remedie. 

Jul. Oh bid meileape,rather then marrie Pari, 
From of the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walke in theeuilh waies,or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are : chaine me with roaring 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houfe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With reckie (hankes and yellow chappela fculls : 
Or bid me go into a new made graue , 
And hide me with a dead man in his graue, 
Things that to heate them told, haue made me tremble, 
And I will doe it without feare or doubt, 
To liue an vnftained wife to my fweet Lone. 

Fri. Hold then: goe home.be merrie„giue confent, 
To marrie Pari : wenfday it to morrow, 
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
Let not thy Nurlc lie with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 
And this diftilling liquor drinke thou ofT, 
When prefently through all thy veines (hall run, 



A cold and drowfie humour 1 for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natiue progrefle, but iurceafe: 
No warmth.no breath (hall teftifie thou liueft, 
The Rofet in thy lips and cheekes (hall fade 
To many alhes, the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he (hut vp the day of life : 
Each part depriu'd of fupple gooernment, 
Shall (rifle and ftarke,and cold appeare like < 
And in this borrowed likencfte of fhrunkc death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty houres, 
And then awakc,as from a pleafant (leepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comet, 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
In thy beft Robes rncouer'd on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thv kindreds graue : 
Thou (halt be borne to that fame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulett lie, 
In the meane time againft thou wait awake, 
Shalt Romte by my Letters know our drift, 
And hither (ball he come, and that very night 
Shall Rima beare thee hence to Manna. 
And this (hall free thee from this prefent (hame, 
If no inconflant toy nor womanifli feare, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Int. Giue me, giue me,0 tell not me of care. 

Fri. Hold get you gonc.be ftrong and profperous: 
In this refolue, He fend a Frier with fpced 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

In. Loue giue me ftrength, 
And ftrength (hall helpe afford : 

Farewell deare father. Exit 
Snltr Falbtr CapuUt, Mother, Nurfi, and 



Sermng 



,two er three. 



Cap. So many guefts inuite as here are writ, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You (hill haue none ill fir, for lie trie if they can 
licke their fingers. 

Cap. How canft thou trie them fo > 

Ser. Marrie fir, 'tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers : therefore he that cannot licke bis fingers 
goes not with me. 

Cap. Go be gone, we (hall be much rnfutnifht fur this 
time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier La*rence ? 

Nur. I forfooth. 

Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 
A peeuifh felfe-wild harlotry it is. 

Enter Iuliet. 

Nur. See where (he comes from (hrift 
With merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my headftrong, 
Where haue you bin gadding? 

lul. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition; 
To you and your behefts, and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here, 
To beg your pardon:pardon 1 be leech you, 
Henceforward I am euer rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this, 
He haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

Jul. 1 met the youthfull Lord at Lavrenee Cell, 
And gaue him what becomed Loue I might, 
Not (topping ore the bounds of modeftie. 

Cap. Why I am glad on't,this is well.ftand vp, 

This 
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This it as't (hould be, let me fee tbe County: 
I marrie go 1 fay, and fetch him hither. 
Now afore God, this reueren'd holy Frier, 
All our whole Cittie is much bound to him. 

JuJ. Nurfe will you goc with me into my Clofct, 
To helpe me fort fitch needfull ornaments, 
As you thinke fit to furnifb me to morrow ? 

Me. No not till Thurfday, there's time inough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, go with her, 
Weele to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt lulitt and Nurfe. 

Mo. We ihatl be (hort in our prouiiion, 
'Tts now neere night. 

Fa. Tufh, I will ftirre about, 
And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, helpe to deckevp her, 
He not to bed to night, let me alone: 
He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 
They are all forth, well 1 will walke my felfe 
To Countie Pari, to prepare him vp 
A gain ft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this fame way-ward Gyrle is fo reclaim'd. 

Exeunt Father and Mother' 

Enter h/ief and Nurfe. 
Jul. I thofe attires are beft, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my fclfe to night t 
For I haue need of many Oryfons, 
To moue the heauciu to fmile vpon my ftate, 
Which well thou know'ft.is erode and full of (in. 

Enter c%f other. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho.'need you my help ! 

Jul. No Madam, we haue cul'd fuch necelTarics 
As are behoouefull for our ftate to morrow: 
So pleaie you, let me now be left alone; • 
And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you, 
For I am fure.you haue your hands full all, 
In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 
Get thee to bed and reft.for thou haft need. Exeunt. 

Jul. Farewell : 
God knowes when we (hall meete againe. 
I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
That almoft freetes vp the heate of fire : 
He call them backe againe to comfort me. 
Nutfe, what ih mid ihc do here f 
My di I'm ill Sceane, I needs muftact alone: 
Come Viall,what if this mixture do not workeat all > 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 
No, no, this (hall forbid it. Lie thou there, 
What if it be a payfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftrcd to haue me dead, 
Leaft in this marriage he (hould be dilhonour'd, 
Becaufe he married me before to Rimeo } 
I feare it is, and yet methinkesit (hould not, 
For he hath ftili beene tried a holy mm. 
How, if when 1 am laid into the Tom be, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to reJeeme me? There's a (earefull point : 
Shall 1 not then be ftifled in the Vault ? 
To whofe foule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in, 
And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 
Or if I Hue, is it not very like, 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
As in a Vaulte,an ancient receptacle, 



Where for thefe many hundred yeerrs the bones 

Of all my buried Aunceftors are packt, 

Where bloody Tyha/t,yet but greene in earth, 

Lies feftring in his (hrow'd, where as they fay, 

At fome houres in the night, Spirits refort : 

Alacke,alacke,is it not like that 1 

So early waking, what with loathfome fmels, 

And fhrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That liuing mortalls hearing them,run mad. 

O if 1 walke, (hill 1 not be diftraught, 

Inuironed with all thefe hidious feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynts : 

And plucke the mangled Tybalt from his (hrow'd ? 

And in this rage, with fome great kinfmans bone, 

As (with a club)da(h out my defperate braines. 

O looke,me thinks I fee my Cotins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body 

Vpon my Rapiers point : (lay Tybalt,diy\ 

R..meo, Rimo, l^omee, here's drinke : I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of tbe hsufe,and Nurfe. 

Lady. Hold, 
Take thefe keics.and fetch more fpices Nurfe. 

Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftrie. 
Enter old Cafmiet. 

Cap. Come,ftir,ftir,ftir, 
The fecond Cocke hath Crow'd, 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, 'tis three a clocke : 
Looke to the bakte meates,good *Angelka f 
Spare not for cod. 

Nur. Go you Cot-queane, go, 
Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Caf. No not a whit:what > I haue watcht ere now 
All night for lclTe caufe, and nere beene ficke. 

La. I you haue bin a Moufe-hunt in your time, 
But 1 will watch vou from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfi. 

Cap. A iealous hood, a iealous hood, 
Now fellow, what there? 

Enter three or fturewitb J>it>,audlogt,and bat{tu. 

Fel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what 

Cap. Make haft, make haft, firrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call fW.he will (hew thee where they are. 

Fel. 1 haue a head fir, that will find out logs, 
And neuer trouble Peter fbr the matter. 

Cap. Mifle and well faid,a merrie horfon,ha, 
Thou (halt be loggerhead; good Father, 'tis day. 

Play eMujh ^e 
The Countie will be here with Muficke ftraight, 
For fo he faid he would, I heare him neere, 
Nurfe, wife, what ho?what Nurfe I fay » 
Enter Nurfe. 
Go waken Juliet, ga and trim ber vp. 
He go and chat with Pari: hie, make haft, 
Make haft, the Bridegroome, he is come already : 
Make haft 1 fay. 

Nur. Miftris, what Miftris? /.ArfrTaft I warrant her (he. 
Why La rr.be, why Lady^fie you fluggabed, 
Why Loue I (ay /Madam, fweet heart: why Bride ? 
What not a word ? Vou take your peniworths now. 
Slecpe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
TheCountie Pari bath fct vp his reft, 
That you (hall reft but little, God fbrgiue me : 
Marrie and Amen : how found is (he a (leepe ? 

I 
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I muft needl wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I, let the Countic take you in your bed, 
Heele fright you vp yfaith. Will it not be ? 
What drcft,and in your clothes, and downe againe i 
I muft needs wake you : Lady, Lady, Lady i 
Alat,alat,helpe, helpe,my LaJye 
Oh weladay,that euer I wai borne, 
Some Aqua-vitae ho, my Lord, my I 

Mb. What noife is heere ? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

cMo. What is the matter? 

Nur. Looke,looke,oh hcauie day. 

Mo. O me, O me, my Child, my onely life: 
Reuiue.looke vp,or I will die with theei 
Helpe,helpe,call hclpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For fhame bring lulut forth, her Lord it come. 

Nur. Shee's dead:deceaft,fhcc't dead:alacke the day. 

Af.Alacke the day, (bee's dead,lhec's dcad,lhec's dead. 

Fa. Ha ' Let me ice her:out alas fhee's cold, 
Her blood is fetled and her ioyntt are ftiffe : 
Life and thefc lips haue long bene fep erated : 
Death lies on her like an vntimely froft 
Vpon the fweteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. O Lamentable day ! 
Me. O wot'uil time. 

Fa. Death that hath tane her hence to make me waile, 
Ties vp my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and the Count*. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 

Fa. Ready to go, but neuer to returne. 
O Sonne, the night before thy wedding day, 
Hath death laine with thy wife ; there fhe lies, 
Flower as flic was, defiowred by him. 
Death is my Sonne in law, death is my Keire, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leaue him all life liuing,all is deaths. 

Pa. Haue 1 thought long to fee this 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accur'ft.vnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
Mod miferable houre,that ere time law 
In lafting labour of his Pilgrimage. 
But one,poore one, one poore and louing Child, 
But one thing to reioyce and folace in, 
And cniell death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur. O wo,0 wofull, wofull, wofull day, 
Moll lamentable day, moft wofull day, 
That euer, euer,I did yet behold. 
O day.O day.O day,0 hatefull day, 
Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this : 
O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Pa. Beguild, diuorced, wronged, fpighted, flainc, 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguil'd, 
By cruel), cniell thee, quite ouerthrowne : 
O loue, O life;not life, but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpia'd.diftrefled, hated, martir'd, kil'd, 
Vncomfortable time, why cam'ft thou now 
To murther, murther our folemnitie? 
O Child, O Child}my foule,and not my Child, 
Dead art thou,alacke my Child is dead, 
And with my Child, my ioyes are buried. 

Fri. Peace ho for fhame, confu lions : Care.liuet 
In thefe confu(ions,heaucn and your felie 
Had part in this faire Maid, now heauen hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid : 
Your part in her, you could oot keepe from death, 



(rji 



B ut heauen keepes his part in eternal] life : 
The moft you fought was her promotion, 
For 'twas your heauen, fhe fhouldft be aduan'ft, 
And weepe ye now, feeing fhe is aduan'ft 
A hour the Cloudes,as high as Heauen it Celfef 
O in this loue, you loue your Child fo ill, 
That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well : 
Shee's not well married, that Hues married 
But fhee't beft married, that dies married yong. 
Drie »p your tearea,and fticke your Rofemarie 
On this faire Coarfe.and as the cuftome is, 
And in her beft array beare her to Church ! 
For though fome Nature bids all vs lament, 
Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall , 
Turne from their office to blacke Funerall : 
Our inftruments to melancholy Bells, 
Our wedding cheare, to a fad burtall Feaft : 
Our folemne Hymnes,to Allien Dyrges change : 
Our Bri dall flowers feruc for a buried Coarfe : 
And all things change them to the contrary:. 

Fri. Sir go you in ; and Madam, go with him, 
And go fir Paris, entry one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue : 
The heaoens do lowre vpon you, for fome ill : 
Moue them no more, by croffing their high will. Exeunt 

Mu, Faith we may put vp our Pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honeft goodfellowes :JAh put vp,put vp, 
For well you know, this it a pitiful! cafe. 

Mu. I by my troth, the cafe may be 
Enter Peter. 

Ptt. Mufitiuns, oh Mufitions, 
Hearts eafe, hearts eafe, 

0,and you will haue me liue,play hearts eafe. 
Mu. Why hearts eafe j 
Pet. O Mufitions, 
Becaufe my heart it felfe plaiet,my heart it full. 

time to play 



Mm. Not a dump we, 'tis 
Pet. You will not then ? 
Mu. No. 

Pet. I will then giue it you foundly. 

Mu. What will you giue vs ? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 
I will giue you the Minfttell. 

Mu. Then'will I giue you the Seruing creature. 

Peter. Then will I lay the feruing Creatures Dagger 
on your pate.I will carie no Crochets, lie Re you, He Fa 
you, do you note me i 

Mu. And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vt. 
i.M Pray you put vp your Dagger, 
And put out your wit. 
Then haue at you with my wit. 

Peter. I will drie-bcate you with an yron wit, 
And put vp my yron Dagger. 
Anfwere me like men t 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then Mu- 
fickewith her filuer found. 

Why filuer found ? why Mufkke with her filuer found* 

what fay you Simon Catling f 

Mu. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet 
Pet. Prateft, what fay you Hugh Reticle t 
z.M.l fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for fil- 
Pet. Ptateft to, what fay you Iamet Soand-Pofif (uer 
\ ■: Wu. Faith I know not what to fay. 
Pet.O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you j it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

g g Be- 
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Bccaufe Mufitions haue no gold for founding; 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe 

doth lend redreffe. ' Exit. 

Mu. What a peftilent knaue it this fame* 

Af.*. Hang him Iacke, come weelein here, tame for 
the Mourners,and ftay dinner. Exit. 
Enter Romeo. 

Rim. If I may truft the flattering truth of fleepe, 
My dreamet prefagc Ibme ioyfull newes at hand : 
My bofomea L.fits lightly in his throne: 
And all thitan day an vccuftom'd fpirit, 
Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke,) 
And breath'd fuch life with kiflet in my lips, 
That I reuiu'd and was an Empcrour. 
Ah me, how fweet is loue it fclfe poffeft, 
When but loues fttadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Rtmrt't man. 
Ncwes from Verona, how now 'Ba/tba^er ? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier t 
How doth my Lady? Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady Iuliet ? that I aske : 
For nothing can be ill, if /he be well. 

Man. Then fee is well.and nothing can be ill. 
Her body fleepes in Capth Monument, 
And her immortal! part with Angels liue, 
1 faw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, 
And prefently tooke Pofte to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, 
Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ran. Is it euen fo ? 
Then I dcnie you StarTes. 

Thou knowcft my lodging, get me inke and paper, 
And hire Poft-Horfes,I will hence to night. 

Man. I do befeech you fir, haue patience: 
Your loolces are pale and wild, and do import 
Some mifaduenture. 

Rom. Tufh, thou art deceiu'd, 
Leaue me,and do the thing 1 bid thee do. 
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 



Exit Man. 



Ram. Mo matter: Get thee gone. 
And byre thofe Horfes, He be with thee ftraight. 
Well Mitt, I will lie with thee to night : 
Lets fee for mcanes : O mifchiefe thou art fwift, 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 
I do remember an Appothecarie, 
And here a bouts dwells, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouerwhclming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his looket, 
Sharpe mifcrie had worne him to thebones : 
And in his nredie (hop a Tortoyri hung, 
An Allegater ftuft.and other skins 
Of ill Ihap'd fifhes,and about his ihclues, 
A beggerly account of emptie botes, 
Greene earthen pots, Bladders, and muftie feedes/ 
Remnants of packthrcd,and old cakes of Rofe* 
Were thinly fcattered.to make vp a fhew. 
Noting this penury, to my felf'e I laid, 
An if a man did need a poyfon now, 
Whofe fale is perfent death in Mantua, 
Here liuet a Caitiff? wretch would fell it him. 
O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 



As I remember, this fhould be the houfe, 
Being holy day, the beggers fhop is fhut. 
What ho? Appothecarie ? 

Enter Appttbetarie. 
App. Who call's fo low d ? 

Rom. Come hither man, 1 fee that thou art pcore, 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare, 
As will difperfe itfelfe through all the veines, 
That the life-wearic-taker may fall dead, 
And that the Trunke may be difcharg'd of breath, 
At violcntly,at haftie powder fier'd 
Doth hurry from the fatall Canons worn be. 

App. Such mortal I drugs 1 haue, but Mantua) law 
I* death to any he, that vtters them. 

Rom. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednrfTe, 
And fear'ft to die? Famine it in thy checkes, 
Need and oprcliion ftarueth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backei 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law: 
The world affords no law to make thee rich . 
Then be not poore,but breake it,and take this. 

App. My pouerty, but not my will confents. 

Rom. I pray thy poverty, and not thy will. 

App. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off,and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men.it would difpatch you ftraight. 

Rem. There's thy Gold, 
Worfe poyfon to mem foules, 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 
Then thefe poore compounds that thou maieft not fell. 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none, 
Farewell, buy food, and get thy lelfe in flefh. 
Come Cordiall.and not poyfon, go with me 
To Ju/ieti graue, for there muft 1 vfe thee. 



Enter Frier Iobn te Frier Lawrence. 

hbn. Holy Francijcan Frier, Brother, ho ? 

Enter Frier Lawrence. 

Lav. This fame fhould be the voice of Frier 
Welcome from eMantna, what fayes Romeo ? 
Or if hit mind be writ.giue me hit Letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foote Brother out, 
One of our order to affociate me, 
Here in thisCitie vifiting the fick, 
And finding him, the Searchers of the Towne 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infectious peflilence did raigne, 
Scal'd vp the dooret,and would not let vt forth, 
So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 

Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 

hbn. I could not fend it, here it is againe, 
Nor get a meflcnger to bring it thee, 
So fearefull were they of infection. 

Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of deare import, and the neglecting it 
May do much danger : Frier hbn go hence, 
Get me an Iron Crow.and bring it ftraight 
Vnto my Cell. 

lebn. Brother He go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now muft I to the Monument alone, 
Within this three houres will faire IuHtt wake, 
Shee will befhrcw me much that Rom to 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 
But I will write againe to 



Exit. 
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And keepe her at my Cell till i{-mtt come, 
Poorc liuing Coarfe.clcVd in a dud mans Ti 



ombe, 



Para and hi Pige. 



Exit. 



Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloft, 
Yet put it out, for 1 would not be fcene i 
Vnder yond young Trees by thee all along, 
Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground, 
So Hull no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, 
Being loofe, vnfirme with digging vp of Grauei, 
But thou malt heare it ; whittle then to me, 
Al Agnail that thou heareft fome thing approach, 
Ciue me thofe flowen. Do a* 1 bid thee, go. 

Page. Iam almoft afraid to (land alone 
Here in the Churchyard, yet I will aduenture. 

Pa. Sweet Flower with flowen thy Bridall bed I ftrew: 
O woe, thy Canopie b duft and (lonea, 
Which with fweet water nightly I will dewe. 
Or wanting that, with teare* deftil'd by manes; 
The obfaquies that 1 for thee will keepe, 
Nightly lhall be, to ftrew thy graue,and weepe. 

VbiJUt Boy. 

The Boy glues warning, fomething doth approach, 
What curled foot wander* this wayes to night, 
To croflis my obfequie*,and true loues right? 
What with a Torch ? Muffle me night a while. 

Entir Rimes , and Petir. 

Rem. Giue me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 
Ciue me the light ; vpon thy life I charge thee, 
What ere thou hear'ft or feeft.ftand all a loofe, 
And do not interrupt me in my courfe. 
Why 1 defcend into this bed of death, 
Is partly to behold my Lad in face : 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vfe, 
In deare employment, therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou iealous doft returne to prie 
In what I further (hall intend to do, 
By heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt, 
And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs: 
The time, and my intents are fauage wilde: 
More fierce and more inexorable farre, 
Then emptic Tygers,or the roaring Sea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir, and not troubl e you 

R». So (halt thou mew me friendft)ip:take thou that, 
Liue and be profpcrous,and farewell good fellow. 

Pet. For all this fame, lie hide me here about, 
His lookes I feare,and his intents 1 doubt. 

Rem. Thou deteftable mawe,thou worn be of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareft morfe II of the earth : 
Thus I enforce thy rotten lawes to open, 
And in defpight, lie cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banifht haughtie Meuntague, 
That murdred my Loues Cozin ; with which gricfe, 
It is fuppofed the faire Creature died, 
And here is come to do fome villanous flume 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle,vile Mouwtagut: 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death ? 
Condemned vallaine, I do apprehend thee. 
Obey and go with me, for thou muft die, 



Ram. I muft indeed, and therfore came I hither: 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defpetate man, 
Flie hence and leaue me,thinke vpon thofe gone, 
Let them affright thee. 1 befeech thee Youth, 
Put not an other fin vpon my head, 
By vrging-me to furie. O be gone, 
By heauen I loue thee better then my felfe, 
For I come hither arm'd againft my felfe : 
Stay not.be gone, liue.and hereafter fay, 
A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par. I do defie thy commilTeration, 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me ? Then haue at thee Boy. 

Pit. O Lord they fight, 1 will go call the Watch. 

Pa. O I am flainc, if thon be mercifull, 
Open the Tombe.lay me with Juliet. 

Rim. In faith 1 will, let me perufe this face: 
MtrcutitM kinfman, Noble Countie Pari, 
What laid my man, when my betoiTed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? 1 thinke 
He told me Pari mould haue married hint. 
Said he not fo : Or did I dreame iHo f 
Or am I mad, hearing him talke of lulitt, 
To thinke it was fo t O giue me thy hand, 
One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
He burie thee in a triumphant grauc. 
A Graue ; O no, a Lanthorne ; fiaughtred Youth : 
For here lies lulirt, and her beautie mikes 
This Vault a feafting prefence full of light. 
Death lie thou there, by a dead man intcr'd. 
How oft when men ate at the point of death, 
Haue they beene merrie ? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death ? Oh how may 1 
Call this a lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 
Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beautie : 
Thou are not conqucr'd ; Beauties enfigne yet 
Is Crymfon in thylips,and in thy chcekes, 
And Deaths pale flagis not aduanced there. 
7>Wr,ly'ft thou there in thy bloody (heel ? 
O what more fauour can 1 do to thee, 
Then with tl»at hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 
To fonder his that was thy enemic I 
Forgiue me Cozen. Ah deare Iulitt: 
Why art thou yet fo taire } I will bclecue, 
Shall I beleeue.that vrifubftantiall death it amorous ? 
And that the leane abhorred Monfler keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 
For feare of that, I ft all will ftay with thee, 
And neucr from this Pallace of dym night 
Depart againercome lie thou in my armet, 
Heere's to thy health, whereere thou tumbled in. 
O true Appothecarie ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 



Depart againe; here, here will I . t u. «,,..., 
With Wormes that are thy Chambetmaides : O here 
Will I fet vp my euerlafting reft : 
And make the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied fleih : Eyes looke yont laft : 
{ Armes take your laft embrace : And lips,0 you 
The doorcs of breath, (cale with a righteous kilTe 
A dateleiTe bargaine to ingrofling death : 
Come bitter conduct, come vnfauoury guide, 
Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The darning Rocks, thy Sea-ficke wrarie Barke : 
Hccie's to my Loue. Q true Appothecary : 

g g * Thy 
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I married them; and their ftolne marriage day 

Was Tybalt i Doomefday : whofe untimely death 

Banilhd the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie: 

For whom (and not for Tybalt) Juliet pinde. 

You, to remoue that fiege of Greefe from her, 

Bctroth'd,and would haue married her perforce 

To Countie Pari. Then comet /he to me, 

And (with wildc looket) bid me dcuifc (omc meanes 

To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Celt there would we kill her felfe. 

Then gaue 1 her (fo Tutor 'd by my Art) 

A deeping Potion, which fo tooke effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The forme of death. Meane time, I writ to l^mte, 

That he would hither come, at this dyre night, 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, 

Being the time the Potions force would ceafe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Frier lobrn, 

Wat iliy'd by accident ; and yefternight 

Return'd my Letter backe. Then all alone, 

At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds vault, 

Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 

Till I conueniently could fend to Remn. 

But when I came {fume Minute ere the time 

Of her awaking) heere vntimely lay 

The Noble P*rit t and true /come dead. 

Shee waket, and I intreated her come foorth, 

And beare this worke of Heauen, with patience ; 

But then, a noyfe did fcarre me from the Tombe, 

And (he (too defperatc) would not go with me, 

But (at it feemet) did violence on her felfe. 

All thit I know,and to the Marriage her Nurfe it priuy : 

And if ought in thit mifcarried by my fault, 

Let my old life be facrific'd.fome houre before the time, 

Vnto the rigour of feoereft Law. 

Pr'm. We (till haue knowne thee for a Holy man. 
Where*t Htmn't man ? What can he fay to thit ? 

'Bey. I brought my Matter : 



And then in pofte he came from 
To thit fame place, to thit fame Monument. 
Thit Letter he early bid me giue hit Father, 
And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prim. Giue me the Letter,! will look on it. 
Where it the Counties Page that rait'd the Watch ? 
Sirra, what made your Matter in this place ? 

Pagt.He came with flowret to ftrew hit Ladiet graue, 
And bid me fland aloofe, and fo I did I 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Maittcr drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Prin. Thit Letter doth make good the Frier* words, 
Their courfe of Loue, the tydings of her death : 
And heere be writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and therewithal! 
Came to thit Vault to dye, and lye with Mitt. 
Where be thefc Enemiet ? Capulet , Montague, 
See what a fcourge it laide vpon your hate, 
That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue ; 
And I, for winking at your difcords too, 
Haue loft a brace of Kinfmen : All are puniw'd. 

Cap. O Brother M>uxrague, giue me thy hand, 
This is my Daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mem. But I can giue thee more : 
For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whilet Verona by that name it knowne , 
There (hall no figure at that Rate be fet, 
As that of True and Faithful! luliet. 

Cap. At rich (hall Rtma by hit Lady ly, 
Poore facrificet of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace thit morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for forrow will not (hew hit head ; 
Go hence, to haue more talke of thefe fad thingt, 
Some (hall be pardon'd, and Come 
For neuer wat a Storie of more Wo, 
Then thit of luliet, and her Romee. 
. Gg 
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THE LIFE OF TYMON 

O F ATHENS. 



zAftus Trimus. Scaena Trima. 



Enter Pitt, Painter, leveller , Merchant ,and Mercer, 
at Jentrall doorei. 




breath J as it were, 



i Ood day Sir. 

Pain. I am glad y'are well. 
Poet. 1 haue not fccne you long, how goes 
• the World ? 

It weares fir, ai it growes. 
1 that's well knowne : 
But what particular Rarity ? What ftrange. 
Which manifold record not matches t fee 
Magickc of Bounty, all thefe fpirits thy power 
Hath coniur'd to attend. 
I know the Merchant. 

fain. 1 know them both : th'othen a Ieweller. 
«Mer. O 'tis a worthy Lord. 
lev. Nay that's moft fist. 
Mer. A mo 
To an Tntyreable and 
He pafTes. 

/or. I haue a Icwell heere. 

Afer. O pray let's fee't. For the Lord T/«nc» ,fir T 

/<*#/. If he will touch theeftimate. But for that 

Part. When we for recompence haue prais'd the vild, 
It ftaines the glory in that happy Verfe, 
Which aptly fings the good. 

cUfcr. "Us a good forme. 

lrwtl. And rich : heere it a Water looke ye. 

Pain. You are rapt fir, in fome worke, 
tion to the great Lord. 

Pott. A thing dipt idlely from me. 
Our Potfie is as a Cowne, which vfes 
From whence 'tis nourifht I the fire i'thFlint 
Shewes not, till it be ftrookc : our gentle flame 
Prouokes it felfe, and like the currant flyes 
Each bound it chafes. What haue you there? 

Pain. A Piclure fir : when comes your Booke forth ? 

Poet. Vpon the hecles of my presentment fir. 
Let's fre your peece. 

Pain. *Tis a good Peece. 

Toe/. So 'tis, this comes off well, and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable : How this grace 
Speakes his owne (landing : what a mental) power 
This eye (hootrs forth? How bigge imagination 
Moues in this Lip, to th'durabneiTe of the gefture, 



Dedica- 



One might interpret. 

Pan. It is a pretty mocking of the life : 
Heere is a touch : 1s t good? 

Poet. I wiil fay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificiall ftrife 
Liues in thefe toutches, liuelier then life. 

Enter eertaine Senatert. 
Pain. How this Lord is followed. 
Pott. The Senators of Athens, happy men. 
Pain. Looke moe. 

Ps.You fee this confluence. this great flood of visitors, 
I haue in this rough worke, fhip'd out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With ampleft entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moues it felfe 
In a wide Sea of wax, no leuell'd malice 
Infefb one comma in the courfe I hold, 
But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leauing no Tradt behinde. 

Pain. How dial] I vnderftand you ? 

Poet. I will vnboult to you. 
You fee how all Conditions, how all Mindcs, 
As well of glib and flipp'ry Creatures, as 
Of Graue and auftcrc qualitie, tender downe 
Their (entices to Lord Timon : hit large Fortune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance 
All forts of hearts; yea, from the glaflc-fac'd Flatterer 
To AptmantM, that few things loues better 
Then to abhorre himfclfe ; euen hee drops downe 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 
Moft rich in Timon t nod. 

Pain. I faw them fpeake together. 

Pott. Sir, I haue vpon a high and pleafant hill 
Feign 'd Fortune to be thron'd 
The Bafeo'th'Mount 

Is rank'd with all deferts, all kinde of Natures 
That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 
To propagate their ftates ; among'ft them all, 
Whofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixt, 
One do I perfonate of Lord Timom frame, 
Whom Fortune with her Iuory hand wafts to her, 
Whofe prrfent grace, to prefent flaues and feruants 
T ran flates his Riuals. 

Pain. *Tis conceyu'd, tafcope 
This Throne.thi* Fortune, and this Hill me thinkes 

With 
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With one man becken'd from the reft below, 
Bowing his head againft the ftcepy Mount 
Toclimbe hii happinelTc, would be well cxpreft 
In our Condition. 

Port. Nay Sir, but heare me on : 
All thofe which were his Fellowet but of late, 
Some better then his valew } on the moment 
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with 
Raine Sacrificiall whifperings in his eare, 
Make Sacred euen his ftyrrop, and through him 
Drinkc the free Ayre. 

Pain. 1 marry, what of thefe ? 

Pott. When Fortune in her fiVtft and change of mood 
Spumes downe her late beloued ; all his Dependants 
Which labour'd after him to the Mountaincs top, 
Euen on their knees and hand, let him fit downe, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. Tit common : 
A thousand morall Paintings I can {hew, 
That mall demonftrate thefe quicke blowes of Fortunes, 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 
To fliew Lord Tunm, that mcane eyes haue feene 
The foot aboue the head. 



7V 

Enter Lard Ttm 



mfeti found. 

n, addrtffing bimfelfe curteaufiy 
to entry Sutor. 



Tim. Imprifon'd is he, fay you ? 

tMef. 1 my good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt, 
His meanes moft (hort, his Creditors mod ftraite: 
Your Honourable Letter hedefires 
To thofe haue (hut him vp, which failing, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Pentidbu well: 
I am not of that Feather, to (hake off 
My Friend when he mult needc me. I do know him 
A Gentleman, that well deferues a helpc, 
Which he (hall haue. lie pay the debt, and free him. 

Mef. Your Lord (hip euer bindes him. 

Tint. Commend me to him, I will fend his ranfome, 
And being enfranchized bid him come to me ; 
Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 
But to fupport him after. Fare you well. 

Mtf. All happineffe to your Honor. Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Oldm. Lord Timon, heare me fpeake. 

Tim. Freely good Father. 

Oldm. Thou haft a Seruant nam'd Lueilhu. 

Tim. I haue fo: What of him ? 

Oldm. Mod Noble Timtn t call the man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he heere, or no? Lutillnu. 

hue. Heere at your Lordfhips feruice. 

Oldm. This Fellow heere, L.'77m*», this thy Creature, 
By night frequents my houfe. I am a man 
That from my firft haue beene inclin'd to thrift, 
And my eftate deferues an Heyre more rai*'d, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim. Well : what further ? 

Old. One onely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfc, 
On whom I may conferre what I haue got : 
The Maid is faire,a'th'youngeft for a Bride, 
And I haue bred her at my deereft coft 
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempt* her loue : I prythee (Noble Lord) 
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loyne with me to forbid htm her refort, 
My felfe haue fpoke in vaine. 

77m. The man is honeft. 

Oldm. Therefore he will be Timon, 
His honefty rewards him in it fclfe, 
It muft not beare my Daughter. 

Tim. Does die loue him ? 

Oldm. She is yong and apt : 
Our owne precedent paflions do inftru£t vs 
What leuitics in youth. 

Tim. Loue you the Maid f 

hue. I my good Lord,and fhe accepts of it. 

Oldm. If in her Marriage myconfent be 
1 call the Gods to witnefle, I will choofc 
Mine heyre from forth the Bcggers of the world, 
And difpoflefle her all. 

Tim. How (hall fhe be endowed, 
If file be mated with an equall Husband? 

Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent ; in future, all. 

Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath feru'd me long : 

To build his Fortune, 1 will ftraine a little, 
For 'tis a Bond in men. Giue him thy Daughter, 
What you bellow, in him He counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Oldm. Moft Noble Lord, 
Pawne me to this your Honour, (he is his. 

77m. My hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my promife. 

Luc. Humbly 1 thanke your Lordlhip, neuer may 
That ftate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 1 
Which is not owed to you. Exit 

Pott. Vouchfafe my Labour, 
And long Hue your Lord (hip. 

77m. 1 thanke you, you (hall heare from me anon: 
Go not away. What haue you there, my Friend ? 

Pain. A peece of Painting, which I dobefeech 
Your Lord (hip to accept. 

77m. Painting is welcome. 
The Painting h almoft the Naturall man : 
For fince Dilhonor Trafikkes with mans Nature, 
He is but out-fide : Thefe PenfiTd Figures are 
Euen fuch as they gine out. I like your worke, 
And you (hall finde I like it ; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me. 

Pain. The Gods preferue ye. 

77m. Well fare you Gentleman : giue me your hand. 
We muft needs dine together : fir your lewell 
Hath fufifered vnder praife. 

Iewtl. What my Lord, difpraife ? 
Tim. A meere faciety of Commendations, 
If I fltouM pay you for't as 'tis extold, 
It would vnclew me quite. 

Jewel. My Lord, 'tis rated 
As thofe which fell would giue : but you well know, 
Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 
Are priaed by their Mailers. Beleeu't deere Lord, 
You mend the lewell by the wearing it. 

77m. Well mock'd. Enter Aftrmantm. 

Mtr. No my good Lord, he fpeake* y common toong 
Which all men fpeake with him. 

77m. Look? who comes heere, will you be chid? 
lewel. Wee'l beare with your Lord (hip. 
Mer. Hee'l fpare none. 
77m. Good morrow to thee, 
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Apt. Till I be gentle, (lay thou Tor thy good morrow. 
When thou art Ttmons dogge, and thefe Knauei honeft. 

Tim. Why doft thou call them Knauet, thou know'ft 
them not ' 

Apt. Are they not Athenian! ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Aft. Then I repent not. 

lew. You know me, Aptmantut ? 

Apt. Thou know'ft I do, 1 call'd thee by thy name. 

77m. Thou art proud Attmantm} 

Aft. Of nothing fo much, at that I am not like Timm 

Tim. Whether art going ? 

Apt. To knocke out an honeft Atheniani brainc*. 
Tim . That'* a deed thou't dye for. 
mApt. Right, if doing nothing be death by th'Law. 
Tim. How lik'ft thou this picture AptmaMut t 
Apt. The beft, for the innocence. 
Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it. 
Apt. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he's but a filthy pecce of worke. 
Pain. Y'are a Dogge. 

Apt. Thy Mothers of my generation : what's ik-.i.'I 
be a Dogge ; 

77m. Wilt dine with me Aptmantu* ' 

Ap€. No : I eate not Lords. 

77m. And thou Ihould'ft.tboud'ft 

Ape. O they eate Lords ; 
So they come by great bellies. 

77m. That's a lafciuious 

Apt. So, thou apprehend'ft it, 
Take it for thy labour. 

77m. How doft thou like ch'n lewell, Apemanttu ? 

Aft, Not fo well at plain-dealing, which wil not caft 
a man a Doit. 

Tim. What doft thou thinke 'tit worth? 

Apt. Not worth my thinking. 
How now Poet ? 

Poet. How now Philofopher ? 

Apt. Thou lyeft. 

Pitt. Art not one? 

Apt. Yet. 

Pett. Then I lye not. 
Ape. Art not a Poet ? 
Pott. Yet. 

Ape. Then thou lyeft : 
Looke in thy laft worke, where thou haft fegin'd him a 
worthy Fellow. 

fett. That't not feign'd, he it fo. 

Apt. Yet he is worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He that luuet to be ftattered,it worthy o'th flat- 
terer. Heauent,that I were a Lord. 

77m. What wouldft do then Aptmantut? 

Apt. E'ne as Aptmantm docs now,|hate a Lord with 
my heart. 

77m. What thy fclfe * 

Apt. I. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Ape. That I had no angry wit to be a Lord. \ 
Art not thou a Merchant? 
Mer. I Apt man tin. 

Trafcck confound thee,if the Oodt wiUnot. 
If TrafHcke do it, the Oodt do it. 
Traffickea thy God,& thy God 
Trumpet founds. Enter a 
Tim. What Trumpets that t 
MeJ. 'Tit AJcibiadei, and fome twenty Horfe 



Ape. 
Mer. 
Ape. 



} 



All of Companionfliip. 

77m. Pray entertaine them, giue them guide to vs. 
You muft needs dine with me : go not you hence 
Till I haue thank t you : when dinners done 
Shew me this peece, I am ioyfull of your lights. 

Enter Alcibiade, with the rtfi. 
Moft welcome Sir. 

•Apt. So.foj their Achet contract, and fterue your 
fupple ioynti : that there fliould bee fmall loue amongeft 
thefe fwcet Knauet, and all thit Curtefie. The ftraine of 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

Ale. Sir, you haue fau'd my longing, and I feed 
Moft hungerly on your fight. 

77m. Right welcome Sir : 
Ere we depart, wee'l (hare a 
In different pleafures. 
Pray you let vt in. 

Enttr tvs Lords, 
i. Lord What time a day it't 
Apt. Time to be honeft. 
t That time ferues ftill. 

Apt. The moft accurfed thou that ftill omitft it. 

x Thou art going to Lord Timtms Feaft. 

Apt. I, to fee nieate fill Knauet, and Wine heat fooles. 

a Farthee well, farthee well. 

Apt. Thou art a Foole to bid me farewell twice. 

* Why Aptmantut ? 

Apt. Should'ft haue kept one to thy felfe, for I meane 
to giue thee none, 
i Hang thy felfe. 

Apt. No I will do nothing at thy bidding : 
Make thy rcqueftt to thy Friend. 

x Away vnpeaceable Dogge, 
Or lie fpurne thee hence. 

%Apt. I will flye like a dogge, the hcelct a'th'Afle. 

I Hcc's oppofite to humanity. 
Comes wall we in, 
And tafte Lord Timers bountie : he 
The verie heart of kindneffe. 

a He powres it out : t latin the God of Gold 
Is but his Steward : no mecde but he repayet 
Seuen-fold aboue it felfe : No guilt to him, 
But breedt the giuer a returne t exceeding 
All vfe of quittance. 

I The Nobleft minde he carriet, 
That euer gouern'd man. 

x Long may he Hue in Fortunes. Shall we in ? 
He kcepc you Company. 



Htboyts Playing lemd Mujttt\t. 



tbt 



A great Banquet ftrud in : and tben t Enttr Lard Tim 

Stata , tbt Athenian Lords, Vtntigiut wbkb Trnttm rt- 
dttm'd from prifrn. Then eomes dropping after all Apt- 
tmentui difeontenttdly lit\e bimfelft. 

Vtntig. Moft honoured Ttmon, 
It hath pleat'd the Godt to remember my 
And call him to long peace : 
He it gone happy, and hat left me rich: 
Then, at in gratefull Vertue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do 
Doubled with thanket and 
I deriu'd libertie. 

77m. O by no m canes, 
Honeft Vmtigiut : Yoti 
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I gaue it freely cuer, and ther'i none 
Can truely fay he giues, if he receiuet: 
If our betters play at that game, we murt not dare 
To imitate them : faultt that are rich are faire. 
Vint. A Noble fpirit. 

'7;m.Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but deuit'd tt fir ft 
To fet a glottic on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodne(Te,forry ere 'tis Ihowne : 
But where there is true friend (hip, there need* none. 
Pray fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortune*, 
Then my Fortunes to me. 

i. Lord. My Lord, we alwaie* haue confeft it. 

Aftr. Ho ho, confeft it t Handg'd it t Haue you not/ 

Aftr. No :^You fhall not make me welcome : 
I come to haue thee thruft roe out of doorcs. 

Tim. Fie, th'art a churle, ye'haue got a humour there 
Doe* not become a man, 'tis much too blame : 
They (ay my Lordi,Irafuror brtuu eft, 
But yond man i* verie angrie. 
Go, let him haue a Table by himfelfe : 
For he doe* neither affecl companie, 
Nor is he fit for't indeed. 

Aftr. Let me ftay at thine apperill 77m 5*, 
I come to obferue, I giue thee warning on't. 

77m. I take no heede of thee : Th'art an Athenian, 
therefore welcome : I my felfe would haue no power, 
prythee let my meate make thee filent. 

Aftr. I fcorne thy meate, 'twould choake me ; for I 
lhouid nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods! What a number 
of men eat* Timer, and he fee* 'em not ? It greeue* me 
to fee fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the madnelTe is, he cheere* them vp too. 
I wonder men dare trull themfelue* with men. 
Me think* they mould enuite them without kniues, 
Good for there mcate,and fafer for their liue*. 
There's much example for't, the fellow that fits next him, 
now parts bread with him, pledge* the breath of him in 
a diuided draught 1 it the readied man to kill him. Ta* 
beene proued, if I were ai huge man I mould feare to 
drinke at meales, lcaft they mould fpie my wind-pipe* 
dangerous noate*, great men mould drinke with harnefle 
on their throate*. 

Tim. My Lord in heart : and let the health go round. 

». Lord. Let it flow this way my good Lord. 

Aftr . Flow this way? A braue fellow. He keepes his 
tides well, thofe health* will make thee and thy 
lookc ill ,Timon. 

Heere'* that which i* too weake to be a finner, 
Honeft water, which nere left man i'th'mirc ! 
This and my food are equals, there's no ods, 
Feaft* are to proud to giue thank* to the God*. 

Aftrmant ui Qract. 
Immortal/ Qodi, feraue no ft/ft, 
I pray for no man but my ft/ft, 
Graunt J may neuer frtue Je fend, 
Tt Iruft man lit bit Oalb or 'Bond. 
Or a Harlot for btr weefing. 
Or a Dogge that fttmts ajtetfing, 
Or a kt'ftr xtitb my frttdomt , 
Or myfrttndt ,/ J Jbould need tm. 

Amtn. So fail loo't : 

Ritbmtn fin, and I tat root. 
Much good dich thy good \\tntx., A ftrmantut 
Tim. Captaine, 



AUibiadet, your hearts in the field now. 

Aid. My heart is eucr at your feruice,my Lord, 

77m. You had rather be at a breakefaft of Enemies, 
then a dinner of Friends. 

Ale. So they were bleeding new my Lord, there's no 
meat like 'em, I could wifh my beft friend at fuch a Feaft. 

Aftr. Would all thofe Flatterer* were thine Enemie* 
then, that then thou might'ft kill 'em : tc bid me to 'em. 

I. Lord. Might we but haue that happinefTe my Lord, 
that you would once vie our hearts, whereby we might 
expreffe fome part of our zeale*, we would thinke our 
felue* for euer perfect. 

Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friend*, but the Gods 
thcmfelues haue prouided that I fhall haue much helpe 
from you: how had you beene my Friends elfe. Why 
haue you that charitable title from thousands ? Did not 
you chiefely belong to my heart?! haue told more of 
you to my felfe, then you can with modeftie fpeake in 
your owne behalfe. And thus farre I con6rme you. Oh 
you Gods (thinke I,) what need we haue any Friends; if 
we fhould nere haue need of 'cm ? They were the mod 
needlelTe Creatures liuing; fhould we nere haue vfe for 
'em ? And would moil refemble fweete 1 n it iu merits 
hung vp in Cafes, that keepes there founds to them- 
felue*. Why 1 haue often wifht my feJfe poorer, that 
I might come ncerer to you : we are borne to do bene- 
fits. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 
then the riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious com- 
fort 'tis to haue fo many like Brother* commanding 
one another* Fortune*. Oh ioye*, e'ne made away er't 
can be borne .-mine eie* cannot hold out watermc think*, 
to forget their Faults. 1 drinke to you. 

%Aptr. Thou weep'ft to make them drinke, 77me«. 

a .Lord. Ioy had the like conception in our eie*, 
And at that inftant, like a babe fprung vp. 

Aftr. Ho, ho , I laugh to thinke that babe a baftard. 

3. Ijord. I pro mil e you my Lord you mou'd me much. 



Tut b/t. Enter tbt Maikfri of Amount ,witb 
Lutes in tbeir bands, daunting and flaying. 



Tim. What meanes that Trumpe? How now ( 

Enter Seruant . 

Ser. Pleafe you my Lord, there are ccrtaine Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance. 

77m. Ladies > what are their wils ? 

Ser. There come* with them a fore-runner my Lord, 
which beare* that office,to fignifie their pieafure*. 

77m. I pray let them be admitted. 



Qtfid with tit vMaikf <f Ladies. 



Cuf. Haile to thee worthy T;m*<i and to all that of 
hit Bounties taAe:thc fiue beft Sencesa cknowledge thee 
their Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plentioo* 
bofome. 

There taft,touch all.plcat'd from thy Table rife: 
They onely now come but to Feaft thine eie*. 

7tme. They 'r wecomc all, let 'em haue kind admit- 
tance. Muficke make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee my Lord, how ample y'are bclou'd. 

Aftr. Hoyday, 
What a fweepe of vanitie come* this way. 
They daunce t They are madwomen, 

gg3 Like 
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Like Madncffe is the glory of this life, 

As this pompe fhewcs to a little oyle and roote. 

We make our fclues Fooles, to difport our fclues, 

And fpcnd our Flatteries, to drinke thofe men, 

Vpon whofe Age we voyde it vp agen 

With poyfonous Spight and Enuy. 

Who Hues, that's not depraued, or depraues ; 

Who dyes, that bcares not one fpurne to their graues 

Of their Friend* guift : 

1 mould feare, thofe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftampe rpon me : 'Tas bene done, 
Men fhut their doores againft a fetting Sunne. 

Tbe Lards rife /rem Table, *itb much adoring efTimon, and 
to Jktw their Imm, eatb Jingle our an Amazon, and all 
Dance, men vritb vnmen, a hfiit ftraint or lire to tbt 
novoyes, ana ceaje. 

Tim. You haue done our plcafures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) , 
Set a faire fafhiun on our entertainment, 
Which was not halfe fo beautifull, and kinde : 
You haue added worth vntoo't, and lufler, 
And entertain'd me with mine owne deuice. 
I am to thanke you for't. 

I Lord. My Lord you take ts euen at the beft. 

Aftr. Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you, 
PIcafe you to difpofe your felues. 

All La. Moft thankfully ,my Lord. Exeunt. 

Tim. Fiouaa. 

Fta. My Lord. 

Tim. The little Casket bring me hither. 

Fla. Yes.my Lord. More Iewels yet / 
There is no eroding him in's humor, 
Elfe I mould tell him well, yfaith I mould ; 
When all's fpent,hee'ld be croft then, and he could : 
' 1'ib pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde, 
That man might ne're be wretched for his minde. Exit . 

I Lord. Where be our men f 

Ser. Heere my Lord,in readineflc. 

a Lord. Our Horfes. 

Tim. O my Friends : 
1 haue one word to fay to you ; Looke you, my good L. 
I muft intrc.n you honour me fo much, 
As to aduance this lewcll,accept it.and weare it, 
Kinde my Lord. 

i Lord. 1 am fo farre already in your guift*. 

All. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant . 
Ser. My Lord, there are crrtaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vi fit you. 
77m. They are fairely welcome. 

Enter F/aaitU. 

Fla. I befeech your Honor, vouchfafe me a word, it 
does conccrne you neere. 

Tim. Neere t why then another time He heare thee. 
I prythee let's be prouided to fliew them entertainment. 

Fla. I fcarfe know how. 

Enter another Seruant. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honor, Lord Luciw] 
(Out of his free loue) hath prefented to you 
Foure Milke-white Horfes, trapt in Siluer. 

77m. I /hill accept them fairely : let the Prcfents 
Be worthily entertain'd. 



Enter a third Siruant. 
How now ? What newes i 

$.Ser. Pleafe you my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man Lord Lveullui, entreats your companie to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha's fent your Honour two brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

77m. He hunt with him, 
And let them be receiu'd, not without faire Reward. 

Fla. What will this come to ? 
He commands vs to prouide, and giue great guifts, and 

all out of an empty Coficr : 
Nor will he know his Purfe.or yeeld me this, 
To (hew him what a Begger his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wifhet good. 
His promifes flye fo beyond his date, 
That what he fpeaks is all in debt, he ows for eu'ry word: 
He is fo kinde,that he now payes intereft for't; 
His Land's put to their Bookes. Well, would I were 
Cently put out of Office, before I were fore'd out: 
Happier is he that has no friend to feede, 
Then fuch that do c'ne Enemies exctede. 
1 bleed inwardly for my Lord. Exit 

77m. You do your felue* much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merit*. 
Heere my Lord,a trifle of our Loue. 

i.Lord. With more then common thanke* 
I will receyue it. 

? Lord. O he'* the very foule of Bounty. 

Tim. And now I remember my Lord, you gaue good 
words the other day of a Bay Courfer I rod on. Tis yours 
becaufeyou lik'd it. 

i.A.Oh, 1 befeech you pardon mec, my Lord, in that. 

7im. You may take my word my Lord i I know no 
man can iuftly praife, but what he doe* afteft. 1 wrighc 
my Friends affection with mine owne : He tell you true, 
He call to you. 

All Lor. O none fo welcome. 

77m. I take all, and your feuerall vifitatton* 
So kinde to heart, 'tit not enough to giue : 
Me thinke*, I could deale Kingdome* to my Friend*, 
And nerc be wearie. Aleibiadet, 
Thou art a Soldiour, therefore fildome rich, 
It come* in Charitie to thee : for all thy liuing 
It mong'ft the dead : and all the Lands thou haft 
Lye in a pitcht field. 

Ale. l.defil'd Land, my Lord. 

1. Lord. We are fo vertuoufly bound. 
77m. And fo am I to you. 

2. Lord 1 . So infinitely endeer'd. 

77m. All to you. Lights, more Lights. 

\.Lord. The beft of Happinet, Honor, and Fortune* 
Keepe with you Lord Ttmon. 

Tim. Ready for hi* Friend*. Exeunt Lords 

Aper. What a coiles heere, feruing of beckcs,and iut- 
ting out of bumme*. I doubt whether their Leggc* be 
worth the fummes that are giuen for 'em. 
Friendfhips full of dregges, 

Me thinkes falfc hearts, fhould neuer haue found legge*. 
Thus honeft Fooles lay out their wealth on Curtfies. 

77m. Now Afxrmanim{\f thou wert not fullen) 
I would be good to thee. 

Aper. No, He nothing; for if I mould be brib'd too, 
there would be none left to raile vponthce,and then thou 
wouldft finne the farter. Thou giu'ft fo long 77m9« ( I 
feare me) thou wilt giue away thy felfe in paper (hortly. 
What needs thefe Feafts, pompes, and Vaine-glorics > 

Tim. 
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Tim. Nay,and you begin to raile on Societie once, I 
am fworne not to giue regard to you. Farewell, Ac come 
with better Muficke. Exit 

Aper. So : Thou wilt not heare mee now, thou (halt 
not then. He locke thy heauen from thee ti 
Oh that mens caret fliould be 

To Counfell deafe, but not to Flatterie. £ xit 

Enter a Senator. 
Sen. And late fiue thoufand : to Vam and to Ifidere 
He owei nine thoufand, befides my former fumme, 
Which make* it fiue and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging wafte? It cannot hold, it will not. 
If I want Gold, fteale but a beggers Pogge, 
And giue it Ttmon, why the Dogge coine* Gold. 
If 1 would fell my Horfe.and buy twenty moe 
Better then he; why giue my Horfe to Timon. 
Aske nothing, giue it him, it Foles me ftraight 
And able Horfes : No Porter at his gate, 
But rather one that fmilcs,and Aill inuites 
All that parte by. It cannot hold, no reifon 
Can foun d his ftate in fafety. Capbk hoa, 
Capbit I fay. 

Enter Capbu. 
Ca. Heere fir, what it your pleafure. 
Sen. Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Town, 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With flight deniall ; nor then filene'd, when 
Commend me to your Mafter.and the Cap 
Playe» in the right hand, thus : but tell him, 



My Vfes cry to me ; I mull ferue my turne 
Out of mine owne, hi* dayeiand time* are 
And my reliance* on his framed date* 



are paft, 

Haue fmit my cre'dit. I loue, and honour him, 
But muft not breake my backe, to heale his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my releefe 
Muft not be tod and turn'd to me in words, 
But finde fupply immediate. Cet you gone, 
Put on a molt importunate afpeel, 
A vifage of demand : for I do feare 
When curry Feather ftickes in hi* owne wing, 
Lord Ttmsn will be left a naked gull,l 
Which flames now a Phcrnii.gct you gone. 
Ca. I go fir. 

Sen, I gO fir ? 

Take the Bond* along with you, 
And haue the date* in. Come. 
Ca. I will Sir. 

Sen. Go. Exeunt 

Enter Steward, with many billet in bit ban J. 
Stew. No care, no flop, fo fenfelefTe of expence. 
That he will neither know how to maintaine it, 
Nor ceafe his flow of Riot. Take* no accompt 
How things go from him, nor refume no care 
Of what is to continue: neuer minde, 
Was to be fo vnwife, to be fo kindc. 
What mall be done, he will not heare, till feele : 
I muft be round with him, now he come* from hunting. 
Fye, fie, fie, fie. 



Enter Capbii , Ifidtre , andVarro. 
Cap. Good eucn Varrt .- what, you 
Var. l»'t not your bufineffe too i 
Cap. It is, and your* too, Ifidertf 
IJUL Itiafo. 



for money? 



Cap. Would we were all difcharg'd. 

Var. I feare it, 

Cap. Heere come* the Lord. 

Enter Timet , and bit Traine. 
Tim. So foone a* dinner* done, u re 'I forth againe 
My Akibiadet . With me, what is your will ? 
Cap. My Lord, heere is a note of certaine due*. 
Tim. Dues? whence are you? 
Cap. Of Athen* heere, my Lord. 
Tim. Go to my Steward. 

Cap. Pleafe it your Lordfliip. he hath put mc off" 
To the fucceffion of new daye* this moneth : 
My Mafter is awak'd by greit Occafion, 
To call vpon hi* owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you '1 foite, 
In giuing him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeft Friend, 
I prythee but repaire to me next morning. 

Cap. Nay, good my Lord. 

77m. Containe thy fclfe, good Friend. 

Var. One Varroei leruant,my good Lord. 

Ifid. From Ifidere, he humblypraye* your fpeedy pay- 
ment. 

Cap. If you did know my Lord, my Mailers wants. 
Var. *Twa» due on forleyture my Lord, fixe weekei, 
and pjft. 

Ifi. Your Steward puts me off my Lord, and I 
Am fent expreffely to your Lordfliip. 

Tim. Giue me breath : 
I do befcech you good my Lords keepe on, 
He waite vpon you infhntly. Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that I am thus < 
With clamorous demands of debt, bro 
And the detention of long fince due debts 
Againft my Honor? 

Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen, 
The time is vnagreeable to this bufincfle : 
Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinner, 
That I may make his Lordfliip vnderftandi 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do fo my Friends, fee them well enteruin'd. 

Stew. Pray draw neere. Exit. 

Enter Afemanttu and Foole. 
Capb. Stay,ftay, here comes the Foole with Apen 
tut, let's ha fome fport with 'em. 
Var. Hang him,hee'l abufe vs. 
Ifid. A plague vpon him dogge. 
Var. How doft Foole? 
Apt. Doft Dialogue with thy Ihadow ? 
Var. I fpcake not to thee. 
Ape. No 'tis to thy fclfe. Come away. 
Ifi. There's the Foole hangs on your backe already. 
Ape. No thou ftand'ft fingle, th'art not on him yet. 
Cap. Where's the Foole now ? 

Ape. He laft ask'd the qucftion. Poore Rogues, and 
Vfurert men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 
At. What are we Apemanm ? 
Ape. Affcs. 
All. Why? 

%Ate, That you ask me what you are, Se do not know 
your felue*. Speake to 'em Foole. 

Fwle. How do you Gentlemen? 

All. Gramercie* good Foole ! 
How does your MiftrU? 

Foole. 
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Ftnlt. She's e'nc fetting on water to fcal'd fuch Chic- 
kens at you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. 
Apt. Good, Grarnercy. 



my Matters Page. 

whit do you in this 



Enttr Page. 

Foole. Looke you.lieere 

Page. Why how no\ 
wife Company. 
How doft thou Aptrmantui* 

Apt. Would 1 hid a Rod in my mouth, that I might 
anfwer thee profitably. 

Hey. Prythee Aptmantut readc me the luperfcripti- 
on ot thefe Letters, 1 know not which is which. 

Ape. Canft nut read ? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will litle Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord Timon, this to Alabiadei.Go 
thou was't borne a Ballard, and thou't dye a Bawd. 

Page. Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou (halt 
famifti a Ooggcs death. 

Anfwer nor, I am gone. Exit 

Ape. E'ne fo thou out-runft Grace, 
Foole I will go with you to Lord Timmt. 

Foo/e. Will you leaue me there ? 

Ape. If Timon (lay at home. 
You three ferue three Vfurcrs? 

Ail. I would they feru'd vs. 

Apt. So would 1 : 
As good a tricke as eucr Hangman feru'd Ttucfe. 

hit. Arc you three Vfurers men ? 

All. 1 Foole. 

FkU. I thinke no Vfurer, but ha's a Foole to his Str- 
uant. My Miftris is one, and 1 am her Foole : when men 
come to borrow of your Millets, they approach fadly, 
and go away metry : but they enter my Matters houle 
merrily, and go away fidly. The reafon of this? 

Par. I could render one. 

Ap. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafler, and a Knaue, which notwithstanding thou flult 
be no lefle eilecmcd. 

farro. What is a Whoreraafter Foole? 

Foole. A Foole in good cloathes, and fomething like 
thee. Tis a fpirit, fumetime t'appeares like a Lord,fom- 
time like a Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with 
two (tones mue then's artificial! one. Hce is verie often 
like a Knight ; and generally,in all (ha pes that man goes 
vp aid downe in, from fourefcore to thirteen, this fpirit 
wilkes in. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a Foole. 

Fti.'e. Nor thou altogether a Wife man, 
As much fooleric as I haue.fo much wit thou lack'ft.* 

Aft. That anfwer might haue become Aptmamtu. 

Ail. Afide.afide.heere comes Lord Timon. 



i and Steward. 



Ape. Come with me(Foole)come. 

Fecit. I do not alwayes follow Louer, lelder Brother, 
aad Woman, fometime the Philofopher. 

Stew. Pray you walk en cere, 
He fpeake with you anon. Extur.t, 

'Tim. You make me meruetl wherefore etc this time 
Had you not fully hide my (late before me, 
That 1 might fo haue rated my • 
As I had leaue of meanes. 

Stnr. You would not heare me : 



At many leyfures I propofe. 

Tim. Go too * 
Perchance fume fingle vantages you tooke, 
When my indifpofition put you backc. 
And that vnaptnefle made your mini iter 
Thus to excufc your felfe. 

S:ew. O my good Lord, 
At many rimes 1 hrought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off, 
And lay you found them in mine honeftie, 
When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid me 
Returne fo much, I haue fliookemy head, and wept: 
Yea 'gainft th'Authorine of manners, pray 'd you 
To hold your hand more dole : I did indure 
Not lildome, nor no flight checkrs, when I haue 
Prumpted you in the ebbe of your eftatc, 
And yuur great flow of debts ; my lou'd Lord, 
Though you heare now (too late) yet nowesa time, 
The greatcfl of your hauing, lackes a halfe, 
To pay your prefent debts. 

77m. Let all my Land be fold. 

Stew. Tis all engag'd, fome forfeyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly (top the mouth 
Of prefent dues ; the future comes apace : 
What (hall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck'ning' 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Sttvr. O my good Lord, the world is but a word, 
Were it all yours, to giue it in a breath, 
Haw quickely were it gone. 

77m. You tell me true. 

&«». If you fufpett my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before th'exadeft Auditors, 
And fet me on the proofe. So the Gods blefle me, 
When all our Offices haue beene oppieft 
With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults haue wept 
With drunken fpilth of Wine ; when euery roome 
Hath blax'd with Lights and braid with Minftrellie, 
I haue reiyr'd me to a waftefull cocke, 
And fet mine eyes at flow. 

77m. Prythee no more. 

Star. Heauens. haue 1 faid, the bounty of this Lord : 
How many prodigall bits haue Slaurs and Per ants 
This night englutted : who is not Timont, 
What heart,hcad,fword,force,meanes,but is L. Timor: i % 
Great Time*, Noble, Worthy, Royall Timon i 
Ah, when the meanes are gone, that bay this praifc, 
The breath is gone, whereof this praifc is made: 
Fcaft won, faft Lft ; one cloud of Winter (howrcs, 
Thefe flyes are coucht. 

77m. Come fermon me no further. 
No villanous bounty yet hath pad my heart ; 
Vnwifely, not ignobly haue 1 giuen. 
Why doft thou weepe, canft thou the confeience lacke, 
To thinke I (hall lacke friends : (ecure thy heart, 
If I would broach the vcfi'els of my loue, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men, and mens fortunes could I frankely vie 
As I can bid thee fpeake. 

Ste. Aflurance blelfe your thoughts. 
77m. And in fome fort thefe wants of mine ate crown'd, 
That I account them blclfings. For by thefe 
Shall I trie Friends. You (hill perceive 
How you miftakc my Fortunes : 
I am wealthic in my Friends. 
Within there, Flauius ,Strmliui> 

Enttr 
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Enttr tbrrr Seruantt. 
Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 
Tim. 1 will difpatch you feuerally. 
You to Lord Litem, to Lord Lucullm you, I hunted 
with his Honor to day; you to Srmprtmui; commend me 
to their looei ; and I am proud lay, that my occafions 
haue found time to vfe 'em toward a lupply of mony i let 
the requeft be fifty Talents. 

Flam. As you haue faid, my Lord. 
Sttv. Lord Lucha and Lucullut } Humh. 
Tim. Go you fir to the Senators ; 
Of whom, euen to the States belt health ; I haue 
Deferu'd this Hearing : bid 'em fend o'th'inftant 
A thoufand Talents to me. 

Stc, I haue beene bold 
(For that I knew it the moll general! way) 
To them, to vfe your Signet,and your Name, 
But they do fluke their heads, and I am " 
No richer in returne. 

Tim. IVt true? Can't be ? 
&r». They anfwer in a ioynt and 
That now they are at fall, want Treat 
Do what they would, are forrie you are Honourable, 
But yet they could haue wifht, they know not, 
Something hath beene amifle ; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench ; would all were well , tis pitty, 
And fo intending other fcrious matters, 
After diftaftefnll lookes ; and thefe hard Fractions 
With certaine halfe-caps,and cold moulng nods, 
They froze me into Silence. 

Tim. You Gods reward them : 
Prythee man looke cheerely. Thefe old Fellowes 
Haue their ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it fildome flowes, 



'Tis lacke of kindely warmth, they are notkinde ; 
And Nature, as it growes againe toward earth, 
Is falhion'd for the iourney,dull and heauy. 
Go to VcntiJcttu* < prythee be not fad, 
Thou art true.and honeft ; Ingenioully I fpeake, 
No blame belongs to thee :) PimtuLiim lately 
Buried bis Father, by whofe death hee's ftepp'd 
Into a great eftate : When he was poore, 
Imprifon'd, and in fcarfitie of Friends, 
I cleer'd him with fiue Talents : Greet him from me, 
Bid him iuppofe, fome good necefiify 
Touches his Friend, which craues to be remembred 
With thofe fiue Talents ; that had, giue't thefe Fellowes 
To whom 'tU inftant due. Neu'r fpeake,or tbinke, 
That Timom fortunes 'mong his Friends can finke. 

Sir*. I would 1 could not thinke it : 
That thought is Bounties Foe ; 

Being free it lei fc, it thinkes all others fo. Exeunt 

Flaminim wailing to Jptakf with a Lord from bit cMofitr , 
entert aferuant to bim. 

Srr.l haue told my Lord of you, he is comming down 
to you. 

Flam. I thanke you Sir. 

Sitter Lucullta. 
Ser. Heere's my Lord. 

Luc . One of Lord Tmnnt men ? A Guift I warrant. 
Why this hits right : I dreampt of a Siluer Bafon ic Ewre 
to night. F/aminhu, honeit Flaminitu, you are verie re- 
fpeftiuely welcome fir. Fill me fome Wine. And how 
does that Honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted Gentle- 



man of Athens, thy very bouutifull good Lord and May- 
fter? 

Flam. Hi6 health is welt fir. 

Luc. I am right glad that his health is well fir : and 
what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake, pretty Flaminha' 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty bo* Sir, which in 
my Lords behalfe, I come to intreat your Honor to fup- 
ply 1 who hauing great and inftant occalion to vfe fifcie 
Talents, hath fent to your Lordlhip to fornifli him : no- 
thing doubting your prefent aiiiftance therein. 

Luc. La, la.la, la : Nothing doubting fayeshee? Alas 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman 'tis, if he would not keep 
fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha din'd with 
him, and told him on't. and come againe to fupper to him 
of purpofe, to haue him fpend lefie, and yet he wold em- 
brace no counfell,take no warning by my comming.eue- 
ry man has his fault, and honefty is his. I ha told him on't, 
but 1 could nere get him from't. 

Enttr Seruant with Wmt. 

&r. Pleafe your Lordlhip, heere is the Wine. 

Luc. F/aminiui, 1 haue noted thee alwayei wife. 
Heere's to thee. 

Flam. Your Lordlhip fpeakes your pleafure. 
Luc. I haue obferued thee alwayes for a towardlie 
prompt fpirit, giue thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to rcafon; and canft vfe the time wel, if the 
time vfe thee well. Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir- 
rah. Draw neerer honeft Flaminha . Thy Lords a boun- 
tifull Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou know'ft 
well enough (although thou com it to me) that this is no 
time to lend money, efpecially vpon bare friendlhippc 
without fecuritie. Here's three Salidara for thee, good 
Boy winke at me, and lav thou faw'ft mee not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam. Is't poflible the world lhould fo much differ, 
And we aliue that lined ? Fly damned bafencfle 
To him that worlhips thee. 

Luc. Ha ? Now I fee thou art a Foole, and fit for thy 
Matter. Exit, L. 

Flam May thefe adde to the number y may fcaJd thee: 
Let moulten Coine be thy damnation, 
Thou difeafe of a friend, and not himfelfe : 
Has fricndlhip fuch a faint and milkie heart, 
It turn cs in telle then two nights/ O you Gods ! 
I feele my Madera paflion. This Slaue vnto bis Honor, 
Has my Lords meate in him : 
Why lhould it thriue, and turne to Nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poyfon ? 
O may Difca/es onely worke vpon't : 
And when he's ficke to death.let not that part of Nature 
Which my Lord payd for, be of any power 
To expell fickneiTe, but prolong his hower. Exit. 

Enter Lucius, vilb tbrtt firangtrt. 

Lue.Who the Lord 7i«ro»? He is my very good friend 
and an Honourable Gentleman. 

j We know him for no lefle, thogh we are but flran- 
gers to him. But 1 can tell you one thing my Lord, and 
which I heare from common rumours , now Lord Timttu 
happie howrrs arc done and part, and his eftate Ihrinkes 
from him. 

Luc'm. Fye no, doe not beleeue it : hee cannot want 
for money. 

2 But beleeue you this my Lord, that not long agoe, 
one of his men was with the Lord Lucullta, to borrow fo 
many Talents, nay vrg'd eitreamly for't, and fhewed 



Digitized by Google 



8 6 Timon of *A tbens. 



what neceflity belong'd too"t,and yet was deny'de. 

Luci. How f 

2 1 tell you, deny'de my Lord. 

Luci. What a flrange cafe was that ? Now before the 
Gods I am aftum'd on'r. Denied that honourable man ' 
There wa» verie little Honour (hew'd in't. For my owne 
pirt, I mull needes eonfefllr, I haue receyued fome fmall 
kindneiTes from him, as Money , Plate, Jewels, and fuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparing to his : yet had hee mi- 
ftooke him. and fent to me,l (hould ne're haue denied his 
Occafion fo many Talcnrs. 

Enter Seruilitu). 
Strut!. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I haue 
fwet to fee his Honor. My Honor'd Lord. 

Lucil. Scruitm ? You are kindcly met fir. Farthewell, 
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ry exquifite Friend. 

Seruil. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 
fent 

Luci. Ha? what ha's he fent i 1 am fo much endeered 
to that Lord j hee's cuer fending : how (hall 1 thank him 
fhink'ft thou f And what has he fent now? 

Seruil. Has onely fent his prefent Occafion now my 
Lord : requefling your Lord (hip to fupply his inftant vie 
with fo many Talents. 

Lutil. I know his Lord (hip is but merry with me, 
He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talents. 

Seruil. But in the mean time he want* lefle my Lord. 
If hit occafion were not vertuous, 
I Should not vrge it halfe fo faithfully. 

Luc. Doft thou fpeake ferioufly Seruilitu f 

Seruil. Vpon my (bule 'tis tn.e Sir. 

Lut't. What a wicked Beaft was I to disfurnifli my 
felf againft fuch a good time, when I might ha (hewn my 
felfe Honourable ? How vnluckily it hapned,that 1 (hold 
Purchafe the day before for a little part, and vndo a great 
dcale of Honour ? Seruilitu. now before the Gods I am 
not able to do fthe more beaft I fay) I was fending to vfc 
Lord Tttnen my felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witnelTe ; but 
1 would not for the wealth of Athens I had done't now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lordfttip, and I 
hope his Honor will concciue the faireft of mee, becaufe 
I haue no power to be kinde. And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greafeft afflictions fay, that I cannot 
pleafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruili- 
tu, will you befriend mce fo firre, as to vfe mine owne 
words to him ? 

Scr. Yes fir, I (hall. Exit Seruil. 

Lucil. He looke you out a good turne Seruilius. 
True as you faid, Tmtn is (hrunke indeede, 
And he that's once deny 'de. will hardly fpeede. Exit. 

1 Do you obferuc this Haftiliut } 

2 I, to well. 

I Why this is the worlds foule, 
And iuft of the fame peece 

Is euery Flatterers fport : who can call him his Friend 

That dips in the fame di(h ? For in my knowing 

Timen has bin this Lords Father, 

And kept his credit with his purfe : 

Supported his eftate, nay Timans money 

Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes, 

But Ttmant Siluer treads vpon his Lip, 

And yet, oh fee the monftroufneffe of man, 

When he lookesout in an vngratefull ftupe ; 

He does deny him (in refpefl of his) 



What charitable men affoord to Beggers. 
3 Religion g rones at it. 

i For mine owne part, 1 neucr tafted Timon in my life 
Nor came any of his bounties ouer me, 
To marke me for his Friend. Yet I proteft, 
For his right Noble minde, illuftrious Vertue, 
And Honourable Carriage, 
Had his neceflity made vfe of me, 
I would haue put my wealth into Donation, 
And the beft halfe (hould haue return'd to him, 
So much I loue his heart : But I perceiue, 
Men muftlearne now with pitty to difpence, 
For Policy (its aboue Confcience. Exeunt. 

Enter a third feruant with Semprmius ,anctber 
ef Ttrmns Friends. 

Stmp. Mult he needs trouble me in't ? Hum. 
'Boue all others ? 

He might haue tried Lord Lucius ,or Lucullus, 
And now Ventidgius is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeem'd from prifon. All thefe 
Owes their cftates vnto him. 

Ser. My Lord, 
They haue ill bin touch'd, and found Bafe-Mettle, 
For they haue all denied him. 

Semf>. How > Haue they deny'de him ? 
Has Ventidgius and Lucullus deny'de him, 
And does he fend to me ? Three ? Humh? 
It (hewes but little loue, or iudgement in him. 
Muft I be hit laft Refuge ; His Friends (like Phyfirians) 
Thriue, giue him ouer : Muft I take th 'Cure vpon me - 
Has much difgrae'd me in't, I'me angry at him. 
That might haue knowne my place. 1 fee no fenfe for't, 
But his Occasions might haue wooed me firft : 
For in my confcience, I was the firft man 
That ere receiued guift from him. 
And doet he thinke fo backwardly of me now, 
That He requi te it laft ? No : 
So it may proue an Argument of Laughter 
To th'reft.and 'mong'ft Lordt be thought a Foole: 
l*de rather then the worth of thrice the lumme, 
Had fent to me firft, but for my mindes fake : 
I'de fuch a courage to do him good. But now returne, 
And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioyne } 
Who bates mine Honor, (hall not know my Coyne. Exit 

Ser. Excellent : Your Lordfttips a goodly Villain: the 
diuell knew not what he did, when hee made man Poli- 
ticke ; he crofted himfetfe by't t and I cannot thinke, but 
in the end, the Villanies of man will fet him cleere. How 
fairely this Lord ftriues to appeare foule i Takes Vertu- 
ous Copies to be wicked : like thofe, that vnder hotte ar- 
dent zeale, would fet whole Realmes on fire, of fuch a na- 
ture is hi* politike loue. 

This was my Lords beft hope, now all are fled 
Saue onely the Gods. Now hit Friends are dead, 
Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yeere, muft be imploy'd 
Now to guard fure their Mafter s 
. And this is all a liberall courfe allowes, 
Who cannot keepe hit wealth, muft keep his houfe.fijriV. 

Enter farra's man, meeting ethers. All Timans Credittrt to 
wait far bit camming out. Then enter Lucius 
and Hcrtenfiut. 
Var. man. Well met, goodmorrow Titus Sc Utrtcrfus 

Titus 
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Tit. The like to you kinde Varro. 

Hort. Luc:m, what da we meet together? 

Luci. I, and I think one bufincflle do's command vi all. 
For mine it money. » 

Tu. So is theirs, and oun. 

Enter Tbilotm. 

Luci. And fir Pbihtai too. 

Pbil. Good day at once. 

Luci. Welcome good Brother. 
What do you thinke the houre ? 

Phil. Labouring for Nine. 

Luci. So much ? 

Tbil. Is not my Lord feene yet ? 

Luci. Not yet. 

Pbil. I wonder on't,he wat wont to Jhine at feauen. 

Luci. I, but the dayet are wait ihorter with him : 
You muft confidcr, that a Prodigal! courfe 
It like the Sunnet, but not like hit recouerable, I feare : 
'Tit deepeft Winter in Lord Ttmoni purfe, that It : One 
may reach deepe enough, and yet finde little. 

/*' I am of your feare, for that. 

Tit. lie ihew you bow t'obferue a ftraoge euent : 
Your Lord fends now for Money ? 

Hurt. Moft true, he doe 'a. 

Tit. And he wearet Jewels now of Ttmem guift, 
For which I waite for money. 

Hurt. It it againft my heart. 

Luci. Marke how flrange it ihowes, 
Ttmn in thit, mould pay more then he owes : 
And e'ne a* if your Lord Ihould weare rich Jewels, 
And fend for money for 'em. 

Hurt. J'me weary of thit 
The Codt can witnclTe : 
I know my Lord hath fpent of Timtut wealth, 
And now Ingratitude, makes it worfe then Health. 

yarn. Yet, mine's three thoufand Crownett 
What't yours T 

Luci. Fiue thousand mine. 

Varro. Tis much deepe,and it ihould, feem by th'lum 
Your Mailers confidence wat 
Elfe furely his had equall'd. 

Enter ~ 

Tit. One of Lord Timtm men. 

Luc. FlaminimfS'n, a word : Pray it my Lord readie 
to come forth i 

Flam. Np.indeed he it not. 

Tit. We attend bit Lordship : pray fignifie fo much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that, he knowet you are too 
Enter Steward in a Cloalfe, muffled, (diligent. 

Luci. Ha : is not that hit Steward muffled fo.' 
He goes away in a Clowd : Call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you h rare, fir } 

i. Varro. By your leaue, fir. 

Stew. What do ye aske of me, my Friend. 

Tit. We waite for certaine Money hecre, fir. 

Stew. I, if Money were as certaine at your waiting, 
Twerc fure enough. 

Why then preferr'd you not yaur fummes and Billes 
When your falfe Matters eate of my Lordt meat f 
Then they could fmile, and fawne Tpon hit debts, 
And take downe th'Intreft into their glutt'nous Mawes. 
You do your felues but wrong, to ftirre me rp, 
Let me palTc quietly : 

Beleeue't, my Lord and I haue made an end, 
I haue no more to reckon, he tofpend 
Luci. I, but this anfwer will not fei 



Stew. If t 'twill not ferue, 'tit not fo bafe as you, 
For you ferue tCnaues. 

l.Varro. How? What does his cajhecr'd Worlhip 
mutter T 

l.Varro, No matter what, [hee's poore, and that's re- 
uenge enough. Who can fpeakc broader, then hee thit 
has no houfe to put his head in ? Such may rayle againft 



Hull know Tome 



Tit. Oh heere't Seruilim : noi 
anfwere. 

Stru. If I might befeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 
fome other houre, I ihould deriue much from't. For tak't 
of my foule, my Lord leanet wondroufly to difcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forfooke him, he's much out 
of health, and keepes his Chamber. 

Luti. Many do keepe their Chambers,are not ficke : 
And if it be fo farre beyond his health, 
Me thinket he (h juld the foonrr pay his debts, 
And make a cleere way to the Gods. 

Strmil. Good Gods. 

Titut. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir. 

within. Seruilitu hclpe, my Lord, my Lord. 



in a rage. 



Enter Tim 

77w.What, are my dores oppos'd againft my paiTage ? 
Haue I bin euer free, and muft my houfe 
Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole ? 
The place which I haue Feafted, does it now 
(Like all Mankinde) Ihew me an Iron heart? 

Luci. Put in now 

Tit. MyLord,heereit my Bill. 

Luci. Here's mine. 

i.Var. And mine, my Lord. 

i.Var. And ours, my Lord. 

Pbil-. All our Billet. 

Tim. Knocke me downe with 'cm, cleaue mee to the 
Girdle. 

Luc. Alat,my Lord. 

Tim. Cut my heart in fummet. 

Tit. Mine, fifty Talents. 

Tim. Tell out 'my blood. 

Luc. Fiue thoufand Crowncs, my Lord. 

Tim. Fiue thoufand drops payes that. 
What yours? and yours ? 

i.Var. My Lord. 

i.Var. My Lord. 

77m. Teare me, take me, and the Godt fall vpon you. 

, Exit Timon. 

Hart. Faith I perceiue our M alters may throwe their 
capt at their money, thefe debts may well be call'd defpe- 
rate ones, for a madman owes 'em. Exeunt. 
Enter Timon. 

Timon. They haue e'ene put my breath from mee the 
flaues. Creditors? Diuelt. 
Stew. My deere Lord. 
Tim. What if it fljould be fo? 
Stew. My Lord. 

Tim. He haue it fo. My Steward ? 
Stew. Heere my Lord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my Friends agiine, 
Luciut. Lucultat, and Stmprmiut VUorxa : All, 
He once more feaft tbe Rafcals. 

Stew. O my Lord, you onely fpeakc from your diftra- 
Qe4 foule ; there's not fo much left to ( furnifh out a mo- 
derate Table. 

Timon 
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Tim. Be it not in thy care : 
Go I charge thee, inuitc them all, let in the tide 
Ot Knauet once more: my Cooke and 11c prouide.£jf<n>Tr 

Eistir ibrtl Senators at one doort , Aleiiiadet mating them, 
with sitttnJar.n . 

I Sen. My Lord, you haue my voyce, too't, 
The faults Bloody : 
' ris neceffary he mould dye : 
Nothing imboldens finne fo much, as Mercy. 

a Moft true ; the Law mill bruife'em. 

sift. Honor, health, and companion to the Senate. 

l Now Captainr. 

Ale, I am an humble Sutor to your Vertues j 
For pitty it the vertuc of the Law, 
And none but Tyrant* vfe it cruelly. 
It pleafet time and Fortune to lye heauie 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath (rept into the Law : which is paft depth 
To thole that (without heedej do plundge intoo't. 
He is a Man (letting his Fateaftde)of comely Vermes, 
Nor did he foyle the fact with Cowardice, 
(And Honour in him, which buyes out his fault) 
But with a Noble Fury, and faire fpirit, 
Seeing his Reputation touch'd to death, 
He did oppofc his Foe : 
And with fuch fober and vnnoted pillion 
He did behooue his anger ere 'twas fpent, 
As if he had but prou'd an Argument. 

I Stn. You vndergo too Ariel a Paradox, 
Striuing to make an vgly deed looke faire: 
Your words haue tooke fuch paines, as if they labour'd 
To bring Man-flju^htcr into forme, and fet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indeede 
Is Valour mi f- begot, and came into the world, 
When Setts, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hee's truly Valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The worft that man can breath, 
And make his Wrongs, his Out-fides, 
To wearethem like his Ray men t, careielTely, 
And ne're prefer rc his iniuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
If Wrongs be euilles, and inforce vs kill, 
What Folly 'lis, to haxard lire for III. 

tAtci. My Lord. 

i. Sin. You cannot make groffc finnes looke cleare, 
To revenge is no Valour, but to beare. 

AUi. My Lords, then vnder fauour, pardon me, 
If I fpeake like a Captaine. 
Why do fond menexpofc themfeluct to Battell, 
And not endure all threats? Sleepe vpon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their Throats 
Without repugnancy? If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make wee 
Abroad ? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That {lay at home, if Bearing carry it s 
And the AflTe. more Captaine then the Lyon : 
The fellow loaden with Irons, wifcr then the Iudge? 
If Wifcdome be in fuffering. Oh my Lords, 
As you are great, be pittifully Good, 
Who cannot condemne ramnelle in cold blood ? 
To kill, 1 grant, is finnes extreameft Curt, 
But in defence, by Mercy, 'tis moft iuft. 
To be in Anger, is impietie : 
But who is Man, that is not Angrie. 
Weigh but the Crime with this. 



2. Sen. You breath in vaine. 

Ala. In vaine i 
His feruice done at Lacedemon,and Bixancium, 
Were* fufficien; briber for his lite. 

I What's that ' 

Ale. Why fay my Lords ba's done faire leruice, 
And flaine in fijjht many of your enemies : 
How full of valour did he bcare himfelfe 
In the laft L .n il nit, and made plenteous wounds? 

1 He has made too much plenty with him : 
He's a fworne Riotor, he has a finne 
That often drownes him.and takes his valour prifoner. 
If there were no Foes, that were enough 
To ouercome him. In that Beaftly rurie, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherrilh Factions. 'Tis inferr'd to vs, 
His dayes are foulc, and his drinke dangerous. 

I He dyes. 

Ala. Hard fate : he might haue dyed in warre . 
My Lords, if not for any parts in him , 
Though his right arme might purcbafe his owne time, 
And be in debt to none : yet more to moue you, 
Take my deferts to his, and ioyne 'em both. 
And for I know, your reuerend Ages loue Security, 
He pawnc my Victories, all my Honour to you 
Vpon his good returnc*. 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
Why let the Warre receiue't in valiant gore, 
For Law is ftrict, and Warre is nothing more. 

1 We are for Law.he dyes, vrge it no more 
On height of our difpleafure : Friend, or Brother,) 
He forfeits his owne blood, that fpilles another. 

Ale. Muft it be fo t It muft not bee : 
My Lords, I do befeech you know mee. 

2 How? 

Ale. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 What. 

Alt. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could not elfe be, 1 mould proue lu bace, 
To fue and be deny'de fuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 

I Do you dare our anger ? 
'Tis in few words, but fpacious in effect : 
We banilh thee for euer. 

Ale. Banilhme? 
Baniih your dotage, banilh vfurie, 
That makes the Senate vgly. 

i If after two dayes (bine, Athens containe thee, 
Attend our waigbticr lodgement. 
And not to (well our Spirit, 

He mall be executed presently. Exeunt. 

Ale. Now the Cods keepe you old enough, 
That you may Hue 

Onely in bone, that none may looke on you. 

I'm worfe then mad : 1 haue kept backe their Foes 

While they haue told their Money, and let out 

Their Coine vpon large intereft. 1 my fclfe, 

Rich onely in large hurts. All thofe,for this? 

Is this the Balfome, that the vfuring Senat 

Powres into Captaines wounds/ Banishment. 

It comes not ill : I hate not to be banilht, 

It is a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie, 

That I may ftrike at Athens. He cheere vp 

My difcontented Troopes,and lay for hearts; 

,Tis Honour with moft Lands to'be at ods, 

Souldiers mould brooke as little wrongs as Gods. Exit. 
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beyond them, and 1 



Enter diutrs Friends at feutrall doom, 

I The good time of day to you, fir. 

3 I alio with it to you : I thinke this Honorable Lord 
did but try vi this other day. 

l Vpon that were my thoughts tyring when wee en- 
countred. I hope it ii not (o low with him ai he made it 
fecme in the triall of his feuerall Friends. 

a It mould not be, by the perfwafion of hit new Fea- 
fting. 

t I mould thinke To. He hath fent meean earneft in- 
uiting, which many my neere occafions did vrge mee to 
put off : but he hath coniur'd 
muft need* appeare. 

a In like manner was I in debt to my importunat bu- 
fineffe, but he would not heare my excufe. I am forrir, 
when he lent to borrow of mee, that my Prouifion was 
out. 

j I am ficke of that greefe too,M I vnderftand how all 
things go. 

a Euery man heares fo : what would hee haue borro- 
wed of you ? 

i A thoufand Peeces. 
l A thoufand Peeces ? 
1 What of you? 

a He fent to me fir Heerc he comes. 

Enttr Ttmon and - Attendants. 
Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both ; and how 
fare you ? 

l Euer at the Deft, hearing well of your Lordlhip. 

; The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordlhip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaues Winter, fuch Sum- 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compence this long (lay : Fes ft your eares with the Mu- 
ficke awhile : If they will fare lb hat inly o'th'Trumpets 
found : we lhall too't prcfently. 

I I hope it remaines not vnkindely with your Lord- 
lhip, that I return'd you an empty Mefienger. 

Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you. 

a My Noble Lord. 

77*. Ah my good Friend, what cheere ? 

The Banket brought i». 

a My moft Honorable Lord, 1 am e'ne fick of fliame, 
that when your Lordlhip this other day fent to me, 1 was 
fo vnfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim. Thinke not on't, fir. 

a If you had fent but two houres before. 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come bring in ail together. 

a All couer'd Dimes. 

I Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt not that,if money and the feafon can yeild it 

1 How do you? What's the newest ? 

3 Ahtbiades is banilh'd : heare you of it? 

'Beth. Alcibiades banilh'd? 

3 Tis fo, be fure of it. 

I How /How* 

a I pray you vpon what ? 

Tim. My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ? 

3 He tell you more anon.Here's a Noble feaft toward 

a This is the old man ftill. 

3 Wilt hold/ Wilt hold/ 

a It do's : but time will, and fo. 



3 1 do conceyue. 

Tim. Each man to his ftoole, with that fpurre as hee 
would to the lip of his Miftris : your dyet lhall bee in all 
I places alike. Make not a Citie Fejft of it, to let the meat 
coolc, ere we can agree vpon the firft place. Sit,fit. 
The Gods require our Thanket. 

Ytm great 'Btntfafiors, ftr 'mkjr ear Society with Tban^e- 
fulneJJ't. t\r y.ur ixrnt gvifti,makf ycur Jeluet fau'd : But 
rtftrut ftill to giut, leaft pur Diititt be dejPtfed. Lend to eatb 
V, that out nude mot Und to another. For were your 



man enough , 

Qodbeadt to borrow of men, men would ferfalte the Gods. Make 
the Afeatt be htloned, more then the Alan that giues it . Let 

n 
they 



the Afeatt be ttioued, more then the Alan that giuet it. L 
no Affembty of Twenty, be without a Jure o/r, liaints . If the, 
, fit twttut Women at the Table, let a down of ihtm bet at tt\j 
art. Tht reft of your Feet, 0 Godt, the Senators of Athens, 
together with the common legge of People, what it amiffe in 
I f hem t you Godt , mj{e futeablt for dejhutlitn. For thfft my 
prtjent Friends, at tbey art to mtt nothing, fo in nothing bltfji 



them, and to nothing art tbty 
Vncouer Doygrs, and Up. 

Sum jptake. What do'* his Lordlhip 

Somt other. I know not. 

Timcn. May you a better Feaft neuer behold 
You knot of Muuth-Fsjendi : Smoke, Sc lukewarm 
Is your perfection. This is Timons laft, 
Who ftucke and fpangled you with Flatteries, 
Waflies it off, and fprinklts in your faces 
Your reeking villany. Liue loath'd, and long 
Moft fmiling, fmooth, detefted Parafites, 
Curteous Deftroyers, affable Wolues, meeke Beares : 
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends, Times Flyes, 
Cap and knee-Slaues, vapours, and Minute Iackes. 
Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Maladie 
Cruft you quite o're. What do'ft thou go ? 
Soft, take thy Phyficke firft ; thou too,and thou : 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 
What' All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaft, 
Whereat a Villaine's not a welcome Gueii. 
Burne houfe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Ttmon Man, and all Humanity. 



Exit 



Enttr the 



,witb other Lords. 



1 How now, my Lords ? 

a Know you rhe quality of Lord Tsmens fury / 

3 Puftt, did you fee my Cap ? 

4 1 haue loft my Gowne. 

1 He's but a mad Lord,* nought but humors fwaies 
him. Hegaue me a lewell th'other day, and now hee has 
beate it out of my hat. 
Did you fee my lewell ? 

a Did you fee my Cap. 

3 Heere 'tis. 

4 Heere lyes my Gowne. 
I Let's make no ftay. 

a Lord Timons mad. 

3 I feel't vpon my bones. 

4 One day he giues vs Diamonds, next day ftones. 

the Senators. 



Tim. Let me Iooke backevpon thee. O thou Wall 
That girdles in thcife Wolues, diue in the earth. 
And fence not Athens Mattons, turne incontinent, 
Obedience fayle in Children : Slaues and Fooles 

h h Pluck e 
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Pluclce the grauc wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 

And minifter in their iteedt, to generall Filtbes. 

Conuert o'th'Inftant greene Virginity, 

Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold fail 

Rather then render backe , out with your Kniues, 

And cut your Truitcrt throates. Bound Seruants, (teale, 

Large-handed Robbers your, grauc Mailers are, 

And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Mailers bed, 

Thy Miftrit is o'th'Brothell. Some of fixteen, 

Pluckc the lyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 

With it, bcate out his Braincs. Piety, and Feare, 

Religion to the Gods, Peace, luilice, Truth, 

Domeilicke awe, Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 

Instruction, Manners, Myfterict.and Trades, 

Degrees, Obferuances, Cuftomes, and Lawes, 

Decline to your con/bunding contraries. 

Andjet Confufion liue : Plagues incident to men, 

Your potent and infectious Feauors,heape 

On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 

Cripple our Senatoti, that their limbet may halt 

As lamely as their Manners. Luft,and Libertie 

Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowet of our youth, 

That 'gainft the ftreame of Vertue they may ftriuc, 

And drowne themfeluesin Riot. Itches, Blaines, 

Sowe all th 'Athenian boiomes, and their crop 

Begenerall Leprotic : Breath, in feci breath, 

That their Suciety (as their Friendfhip) may 

Be meerely poyibn. Nothing lie beare from thee 

But nakedneiTe, thou deteftable Towne, 

Take thou that too. with multiplying Bannes : 

Timcn will to the Woods, where he ihall finde 

Th'vnkindeft Beaft, more kinder then Mankinde. 

The Gods confound (heare me you good Gods all) 

Th' Athenians both within and out that Wall : 

And grannt at Timen growes.hit hate may grow 

To the whole race of Mankinde, high and low. 

Amen. Exit. 

Er.ter Steward with rax er thee Striata. 

I Heare you M. Steward, where't our Mailer? 
Are we vndone, caft off, nothing remaining? 

Slew. Alack my Fellowcs, what ihould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
I am ai poo re as you. 

1 Such a Houle broke? 

So Noble a Mailer falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the anne, 
And go along with him. 

2 As we do turne our backet 

From our Companion, throwne into his graise, 
So his Familiars to hit buried Fortunes 
Slinke all away, leaue their falfe vowes with him 
Like empty purfes pickt ; and his poore felfe 
A dedicated Beggar to the Ayre, 
With hisdifeafc.of all ihunn'd pouerty, 
Walket like contempt alone. More of our Fellowcs. 
Enter ttber Sfruur.li . 
Sit*. All broken Implements of a ruin'd houfr. 

3 Yet do our hearts weare Timon Liuery, 
That foe I by our Faces . we are Fellowet (till, 
Seruing alike in furrow : Leak'd is our Barkc, 
And we poore Mates, Hand on the dying Dccke, 
Hearing the Surges threat : we mult all part 
Into thit Sea of Ayre. 

Stew. Good Fellowet all, 



The lateft of my wealth lie (hare among'll you. 

Where eucr we ihall meete. for Ttmon lake. 

Let't yet be Fellowet. Let's fluke our headt.and iay 

As 'twere a Knell vnto our Mailers Fortunes, 

We haue fecne better dayes. Let each take ibme : 

Nay put out all your hands : Not one word more, 

Thus part we rich in forrow , parting poore. 

Emir act and fart Jtutrall wayet. 
Oh the fierce wretchedneiTe that Glory brings »s! 
Who would not wiih to be from wealth exempt,) 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ? 
Who would be fo mock'd with Glory, or to liue 
But in a Dreame of Fricndlhip, 
To haue his pompe, and all what ftate compounds, 
But onely painted like hit varniiht Friends : 
Poore honeft Lord, brought lowe by hit owne heart, 
Vndone by GoodneiTe : Strange vnvfuall blood, 
When mans worft finne it, He do't too much Good. 
Who then daret to be halfe lb kinde agen? 
For Bounty that makes Gods, do ilill marre Men. 
My deereft Lord, bleft to be moil aicarit, 
Rich onely to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy cheefe Afflictions. Alas (kinde Lord) 
Hee's flung in Rage from thit ingratefull Seate 
Of mo nitrous Friends : 
Nor ha't he with him to fupply hit life, 
Or that which can command it : 
lie follow and enquire him out. 
He euer feiue hit minde, with my beft will, 
Whilft 1 haue Gold, lie be hit Steward ftill. Exit. 

Enter Tiwan in tbt wtodi. 

Tim. O bleffed breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
otten humidity : below thy Siftcri Orbe 
Infect the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
Whofe procreation, refidence, and biith, 
Scarfe it diuidant ; touch them with fcuerall fortunes, 
The greater fcornet the letter. Not Nature 
(To whom all fores lay fiege) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Raife me this Bcgger, and deny't that Lord, 
The Senators Ihall beare contempt Hereditary, 
The Regger Natiue Honor. 
It is the Paitour Lards, the Brothers fides, 
The want that makes him leaue : who dares? who dares 
In puritie of Manhood Hand vpright 
And fay, this mans a Flatterer. If one be, 
So are they all : for euerie grize of Fortune 
It fmoolh'd by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckes to the Golden Foole. All's obliquie : 
There 'snothing leucll in our curfed Natures 
But dire£ villanie. Therefore be abhorr'd, 
All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 
His femblable, yea himfelfe Trim* difdainet, 
Deftru&ion phang mankinde , Earth yecld me Rootes, 
Who feekes for better of thee, iawee his pallate 
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What it heere ? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering, preciout Gold ? 
No Godt, I am no idle Votarift, 

Roots you cleere Heauent. Thut much of this will make 

Blacke, white ; fowle, faire ; wrong, right ; 

Bafe, Noble ; Old, young j Coward, valiant. 

Ha you Gods ! why this' what thit, you Godt ? why this 

Will lugge your Pricits and Seruants from your fides: 

Plucke ftout mens pillowes from below their heads. 

Thi, 



Digitized by Google 



Timonof sAtbens. 



9i 



This yellow Slaue, 

Will knit and breake Religion!, bleflV th'accurft, 

Make the hoare Leprofie ador'd, place Theeucs, 

And giue them Title, kner,and approbation 

With Senaton on the Bench : Thii is it 

That makes the wappen'd Widdow wed againe; 

Shee, whom the Spittle-houfe, and vlcerous fores. 

Would call the gorge at. This Etnbalmes and Spices 

Toth'Aprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth, 

Thou common whore of Mankinde, that puttes oddes 

Among the rout ofNations, I will make thee 

Do thy right Nature. Martb afarrt etf. 

Ha? A Drumme? Th'art quicke, 

But yet He bury thee : Thou't go (flrong Theefc) 

When Gowty keepers of thee cannot ftand 1 

Nay flay thou out for earned. 

Eattr Aleibiadei »itb Drummt and Fife in warlike manner , 
and Pbrynia andTtmandra. 

Ale. What art thou there ? fpeake. 

Tim. A Bead as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart 
For (hewing me againe the eyes of Man. 

Ale. What is thy name* Is man fo hatefull to thee, 
That art thy felfe a Man f 

Tim. I am cMifatlraf-as.ini hate Mankinde. 
For thy part, I do wiflj thou wert a dogge, 
That I might loue thee fomething. 

Ale. t know thee well : 
But in thy Fortunes am vnlearn'd, and Orange. 

Tim. 1 know thee too, and more then that 1 know thee 
I not deli re to know. Follow thy Drumme, 
With mans blood paint the ground Cults, Gules: 
Religious Cannons, eiuill Lawes are cruell, 
Then what mould wane be ? This fell whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftruction then thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin looke. 

Pbrin. Thy lips rot off. 

Tim. I will not kifle thee, then the rot retumes 
To thine owne lippes againe. 

Ale. How came the Noble Timen to this change ? 

Tim. As the Moone do's, by wanting light to giue : 
But then renew 1 could not like the Moone, 
There were no Sunnes to borrow of. 

Ale. Noble rimtn, what friendship may I do thee? 

Tim. None. but to maintaine my opinion. 

Ale . What is it Timon t 

Tim. Promife me Friendship, but per forme none. 
If thou wilt not promife, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man : if thou do'rt performc, confound thee, for 
thou art a man. 

Alt. I haue heard in fome fort of thy Miferies. 

Tim. Thou faw'ft them when I had profperitie. 

Alt. I fee them now, then was a blcfled time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 

Timan. Is this th'Athenian Minion, whom the world 
Voic'd foregardfully? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra ? Timan. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore Ml], they loue thee not that vfe thee, 
giue them difeafes, leauing with thee their Lufl. Make 
vfe of thy f a lt houres, feafon the (laues for Tubbes and 
Bathes, bring downe Rofe-chcekt youth to the Fubfaft, 
and the Diet. 

Timan. Hang thee Monfter. 

Alt. Pardon him fweet Tima*dra,foi his wits 
Are drown'd and loft in his Calamities. 



I haue but little Gold of late, braur Timen, 
The want whereof, doth dayly make reuolc 
In my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu'd 
How curfed Athens, mindclelTe of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour date* 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 

77m. I prythee beate thy Drum,and get thee gone. 

Ale. I am thy Friend, and pitty thee deere Timen. 

Tim. How doeft thou pitty him whom y doft troble, 
I had rather be alone. 

Ufr. Why fare thee well: 
Hcere is fome Gold for thee. 

Tim. Keepe it, I cannot eate it. 

Alt. When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape. 

Tim. Warr'ft thou 'gainft Athens. 

Alt. I 77w«».and haue caufe. 

Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after, when thou haft Conqucr'd. 

Ale. Why me, Timen ? 

77w. That by killing of Villaines 
Thou was't borne to conquer my Country. 
Put »p thy Gold. Go on,heerrs Gold, go on; 
Be as a i'lannetary plague, when loue 
Will o're fome high-Vic'd City, hang his poyfon 
In the ficke ayrc : let not thy (word skip one: 
Pitty not honour'd Age for his white Beard, 
He is an Vfurer. Strike me the counterfet Matron, 
It is her habitc oncly, that is honcft, 
Her felfe's a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheeke 
Make foft thy trenchant Sword : for thofe Milke pappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But fet them down horrible Traitors.Spare not the Babe 
Whofe dimpled fmiles from Fooles exhauft their mercy; 
Thinke it a Ballard, whom the Oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat (hall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Sweare againft Obiefh, 
Put Armour on thine eares,and on thine eyes, 
Whofe proofe, nor yels of Mothers, Maioes, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a iot. There's Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large conrufton : and thy fury lpent, 
Confounded be thy felfe. Speake not, be gone. 

Alt. Haft thou Gold yet, He take the Gold thou gi- 
ueft me, not all (hy Counfell. 

77m. Doft thou or doft thou not, Heaucns curfe vpon 
thee. 

Both. Giue vs fome Gold good Trnan, luft y more? 
77m. Enough to make a Whore forfweare her Trade, 
And to make Whores, a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountain; you are not Othable, 
Although I know you'l fweare, terribly fweare 
Into ftrong (hudders, and ro heauenly Agues 
Th'immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes : 
He truft to your Conditions, be whores dill. 
And he whofe pious breath feekes to conuert you. 
Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp, 
Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoke, 
And be no turne-coats : yet may your paines fix months 
Be quite contrary, And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofcs with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd) no matter : 
Weare them, betray with them ; Whore ftill, 
Paint till a horfe may myrc vpon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles. 

Well,more Gold, what then ? 

hh 2 Beleeue't 

~ 4* 
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Bcleeue't that wce'l do any thing for Gold. 

77m. Confumptions fo»ve 
In hollow bono of* man, ftrike their fharpe fhtnncf, 
And marre mens (purring. Cracke the Lawyers voyce, 
That he may neoer more falfe Title pleide, 
Nor found his Quillets (hrilly : Hoare the ~ 
That fcold'ft againft the quality of flew, 
And not beleeues himfelfe. Downc with the Nofe, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him.that hit particular to forefee (bald 
SmcU from the gcnerall weale. Make curld'pate Ruffians 
And let the vnfcarr'd Braggerts of the Warre 
Deriue fome paine from >ou. Plague all, 
That your Actiuity may dcfeatc and quell 
The fjurfc of all Erection. Therc'i more Gold. 
Do you damne others, and let this damne you, 
And ditches graue you all. 

Hcib. More counfell with more Money, bounteous 
Time*. 

Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefc fir ft, 1 haue gi- 
uen you earned. 

Ale. Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Ttmnn : if I thriue well, lie vifit thee againe. 

Tim. If I hope well, He neuer fee thee more. 

A.e. I neuer did thee harme. 

T,m. Yes,thoufpok'ftwe.lofme. 

AU. Call'ft thou that harme ? 

Tim. Men dayly finde it. Get thee away, 
And take thy Beagles with thee. 

Ale. We but offend him, ftrike. Extant. 

Tim. That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindncflie 
Should yet be hungry : Common Mother, thou 
Whofe wombe vnmeafurcable, and infinite breft 
Teemes and feeds all : whofe ielfefame Mettle 
Whereof thy proud Childe f arrogant man) is putt, 
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded Newt, and eyeleffc venom 'd Worme, 
With all th'abhorred Births below Crifpc Heauen, 
Whereon Hjptrhnt quickning fire doth ihine : 
Yeeld him, who all the humane Sonne* do hate, 
From foorth thy plenteous bofome, one poore rootc : 
Enfcare thy Fertile and Conceptious wombe, 
Let it no more bring out ingratefull man. 
Goe great with Tygers, Dragons Wolues, and Beares, 
Teeme with new Monfters, whom thy vpward face 
Hath to the Marbled Manfion all aboue 
Neuer prefented. O, a Root, dcare thankes : 
Dry vp thy Marrowes, Vines, and Plough-torne Leas, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licourifh draughts 
And Morfels Vndtious, greaf'es his pure minde, 

That from it all Confederation flippes 

Enter Apemantm. 
More man ? Plague, plague. 

%Apt. I was directed hither. Men report, 
Thou doft affect my Manners, and doft vie them. 

Tim. Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keepe » dogge 
Whom 1 would imitate. Confumption catch thee. 

Aft. This is in thee a Nature but infected, 
A poorc vnmanly Mclancholly fprung 
From change of future. Why this Spade? this place ? 
This Slaue-like Habit, and thefe looket of Care i 
Thy Flatterers yet wearc Silke, drinke Wine, lye foft, 
Hugge their difcaa'd Perfumes, and haue forgot 
That euer Timon was . Shame not thefe Woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a Carper. 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and feeke to thriue 



By that which ha's vndone thee ; hindge thy knee, 
And let his very breath whom thou'lt obferue 
Blow off thy Cap : praife his mart vicious ftraine, 
And call it excellent : thou wall told thus t 
Thou gau'ft thine cares (like Tapfters, that bad wclcom ) 
To Kn mcs.and all approachers : "Tis moft iuft 
That thou turne Ralcall, had'ft thou wealth againe, 
Rafcals ihould haue't Do not affume my likeneffe. 

Tim. Were 1 like thee, I'de throw away my iielfe. 

\Apt. Thou haft caft away thy fcife, being like thy felf 
A Madman fo long, now a Foole : what think'ft 
That the bleake ayrc, thy boyfterous Chamberlaine 
Will put thy Ihirt on warme ? Will thefe moyft Trees, 
That haue out-liu'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 
And skip when thou puint'ft out ? Will the cold brooke 
Candied with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning tide 
To cure thy o're-nighes furfet ? Call the Creatures, 
Whofe naked Natures liue in all the fpi^ht 
Of wrekefull Heauen, whofe bare vnhoufed Truitkes, 
To the c. inflicting Elements expos'd 
Anfwer meere Nature : bid them flatter thee. 
O thou lhalt finde. 

Tim. A Foi\c of thee : depart. 

Apt. I leue thee better now, then ere I did. 

Tim. I hate thee worfc. 

Apt. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter'ft mifcry. 

Apt. I fljrter not, but fay thou art a Caytiffc. 

Tim. Why do'ft thou feeke me out f 

Apt. To vex thee. 

Tim. Alwayes a Villaines Office, or a Fooles. 
Doft pleafe thy felfe in't t 
Apt. I. 

Tim, What, a Knaue too ? 

Apt. If thou did'ft put this fowre cold habit on 
To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Doft it enforcedly : Thou'dft Courtier be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar : willing mifcry 
Out- Hues tincertaine pompe, is crown'd before : 
The one is filling ftill, neuer compleat : 
The other, at high wifls : beft fbte Contentleffe, 
Hath a diftrafted and moft wretched being, 
Worfe then the worft, Content. 
Thou fhould'ft defire to dye, being mifcrsble. 

Tim. Not by his breath, thit is more miferable. 
Thou art a Slauc,whom Fortunes tender arme 
With fauour neuer clafpt : but bred a Dogge. 
Had'ft thou like vs from our firft (wath proceeded, 
The fweet degrees that this breefe world affords, 
To fuch as may the palfiue drugges of it 
Freely command'!! : thuu would'ft haue plung'd thy fclf 
In grncrall Riot, melted downe thy youth 
In different beds of Luft, and neuer learn'd 
The Icie precepts of refpect, but followed 
The Sugred game before thee. But my felfe, 
Who had the world as my Contectionarie, 
The mouthes, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men, 
At duty more then I could frame employment ; 
That numberleffe vpon me ftucke, as leaues 
Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters brulh 
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare, 
For euery ftorme that blowes. I to beare this, 
That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen : 
Thy Nature, did commence in fufferancc, Time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why fhould'ft y hate Men ? 
They neuer flatter'd thee. What hail thou giuen t 

If 
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If thou wilt curfe ; thy Father (that poore ragge) 
Muft be thy lubieci ; who in fpight put ftuffe 
To fome (hee-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poore Rugue, hereditary. Hence, be gone, 
If thou hadft not bene borne the word of men, 
Thou hadft bene a Knaueand Flatterer. 

Aft. Art thou proud yet/ 

'Tim. ], that 1 am not thee. 

Aft. I, that I was no Prodigall. 

Tim. I, that I am one now. 
Were all the wealth I haue (hut vp in thee, 
Fid giue thee leaue to hang it. Get thee gone : 
That the whole life of Athent were in this, 
Thttt would I eate it. 

Aft. Hecre, 1 will mend thy Feaft. 

Tim. Firft mend thy company, tike away thy felfe. 

Aft. So I dull mend mine owne, by'th'lackc of thine 

Tim. 'Ti* not well mended fo, it i* but butch t; 
If not, I would it were. 

Aft. What would 'ft thou haue to Athens? 
'Tim, Thee thither in a whirlewind : if thou wilt, 
Tell them there I haue Gold ,looke , fo I haue. 

Aft. Heere U no vfe for Gold. 

Tim. The beft, and trueft i 
For heere it fleepes, and do's no hyred harme. 

Aft. Where lyeft a mgh;a Timon ? 
Tim. Vnder that's abouc me. 
Where feed'ft thou a-dayes xAftmantut *. 

Aft. Where my ftomacke rindes meate, or rather 
where I eate it. 

Tim. Would poyfon were obedient, & knew my mind 

Aft. Where would'ft thou fend it? 

Tim. To fawce thy difhes. 

Aft. The middle of Humanity thou neuer kneweft, 
but the extremitie of both ends. When thou waft in thy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume, they mockt thee for too much 
Curio li tie : in thy Ragges thou know'ft none, but art dc- 
fpis'd fur the contrary. There's a mcdler for thee, eate it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed nut. 

Aft. Do'ft hate a Medler? 

Tim. I, though it looke like thee. 

Aft. And th'hadft hated Medlert fooner, y (hould'ft 
haue loued thy felfe better now. What man didd'ft thou 
euer know vnthrift, that was beloucd after hit meanest 

Tim. Who without thofe meanea thou talk'ft of.didft 
thou euer know belou'd ? 

Aft. My felfe. 

Tim. I vnderftand thee : thou had'ft fome meane* to 
keepe a Dogge. 

Aptm. What things in the world canft thou neereft 
compare to thy Flatterers? 

Tim, Women neereft, but men : men are the things 
themfelues. What would'ft thou do with the world A- 
ftmaittM, if it lay in thy power ? 

Apt. Giue it the Beaft*, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would'ft thou haue thy felfe fall in the confu- 
fion of men, and remainc a Bcaft with the Beafts. 

Aft. I 'Timon. 

Tim. A beaftly Ambition, which the Goddes graunt 
thee t'attaine to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee : if thou wert the Lambe. the Foxc would 
eate thee : if thou wert the Fox, the Lion would fufpeel 
thee, when peraduenture thou wert accus'd by the Afle : 
If thou wert the Afle, thy dulnefle would torment thee ; 
and ftill thou liu'dft but at a Breakefaft to the Wolfe. If 
thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedinefle would afflict thee, 



St oft thou (hould'ft haxard thy life for thy dinner. Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound i 
thee, and make thine owne felte the con cur ft of thy fury. 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would'ft be kill'd by the Horfe: 
wert thou a Horfe, thou would'ft be feaz'd by the Leo- 
pard : wert tbou a Leopard, thou wert Germane to the 
Lion, and the fpottes of thy Kindred, were Iurort on thy 
life. All thy fatVty were remotion, and thy defence ab- 
fence. What Beaft could'ft thou bee, that were not fub- 
ie& to a Beaft : and what a Beaft art thou already, that 
feeft not thy lofle in transformation. 

Aft. If thou could'ft pleafe me 
With fpeaking to me.thou might'ft 
Haue bit vpon it heere. 
The Commonwealth of Athent,is become 
A Forreft of Beads. 

Tiwr. How ha's the Afle broke the wall, that thou art 
out of the Citie. 

Aft. YunJer comet a Poet and a Painter : 
The plague of Company light vpon thee : 
1 will feare to catch it, and giue way. 
When 1 knuw not what elfe to do, 
He fee thee againe. 

77m. When there is nothing liuing but thee, 
Thou (halt be welcome. 
I had rather be a Beggert Dogge, 
Then Aftmanttu. 

Aft. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fooles aliue. 

Tim. Would thou wert cleane enough 
To fpit »pon. 

Aft. A plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to curfe. 

Tim. All Villainet 
That do (land by thee, are pure. 

Aft. There is no LeproGe, 
But what (hou fpeak'ft. 

Tim. If I name thee, He beate thee; 
But I (hould inreel my hands. 

Aft. I would my tongue 
Could rot them off. 

Tim. Away thou iflue of a mangie dogge, 
Choller doet kill me, 
That thou art aliue, I fwoond to fee thee. 

Aft. Would thou would'ft burft. 

7m. Away thou tediout Rogue, I am forry I (hall 
lofe a ftone by thee. 

Aft. Beaft. 

Tim. Slaue. 

Aft. Toad. 

Tim. Rogue, Rogue, Rogue. 
I am ficke olth'tfalfe world, and will loue nought 
But euen the meere neceflitiet vpon't : 
Then Ttmun pre(ently prepare thy gTaue : 
Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy grauc ftone dayly,make thine Epitaph, 
That death in me, at others liuct may laugh. 
O thou fweete King-killer, and deare diuorcc 
Twixt naturall Sunne and fire : thou bright dcfiler 
of Himtm pureft bed, thou valiant Mart, 
Thou euer, yung.frcfh, loued, and delicate wooer, 
Whofe blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow 
That lyet on D'unt lap, 
Thou vifible.Cod, 
That fouldreft clofe Impoflibilitiet, 

And mak'ft them kiflc ; that fpeak'ft with eueric Tongue 

hh 3 To 
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o euerie purpofe : O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinlce thy (hue-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beafts 
May haue the world in Empire. 

Apt. Would 'twere fo, 
But not till I am dead. He fay th'haft Gotd : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too (hortly. 
Tim. Throng'd too? 
Apt. I. 

Tim. Thy backe I prythee. 
Aft. Liue, and loue thy mifery. 
Tim. Long liue fo.and fo dye. I am quit. 
Apt. Mo things like men, 
Eatc Time*, and abhorrc then. Exit Aftman. 

Enttr tht 'Randtttl. 

I Where mould he haue this Gold ? It it fame poorc 
Fragment, lome flender Ort of hit remainder : the mcerc 
want ofGolJ, and the falling from of hit Friendc*, droue 
him into this Melancholly. 

4 It is nois'd - 
He hath a made of Treafure. 

J Let v» make the afTay vpon him, if he care not for't, 
he will fiipply vs eafily : if he couetoufly referue it, how 
mall's get it ? 

i True : for he beares it not about him: 
Tis hid. 

i Is not this hee } 

All. Where? 

a 'Til his description. 

3 He? I know him. 

All. Saue thee Tirnrn. 

Tim. Now Theeues. 

All. Soldiers,not Theeues. 

Tim. Both too, and womens Sonnes. 

iAll. We are not Theeues, but men 
That much do want. 

Tim. Your greatcft want is, you want much of meat : 
Why mould you want ? Behold, the Earth hath Rootes: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 
The Oakcs beare Maft, the Briars Scarlet Heps, 
The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each bum, 
Laycs her full McflTe before you. Want ? why Want ? 

I We cannot liue on GtafTe.on Berries, Water, 
As Beafh.and Birds, and Fiflies. 

77. Nor on the Beafts themfelues, the Birds tc Fiftes, 
Vou mull eatc men. Yet thankes I muft you con, 
That you are Theeues profeft : that you workc not 
In holier A apes : For there is boundlcfle Theft 
In limited Profcflions. Raicall Theeues 
Hrere's Gold. Co, fucke the fubtle blood o'th'Grape, 
Till the high Feauor feeth your blood to froth, 
And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phyfitian,* 
His Antidotes are poyfon, and he Hayes 
Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and tiues together, 
Do Villaine do, fincc you proteft to doo't. 
Like Workemen, He example you with Thceuery : 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attraction 
Robbes the vafte Sea. The Moonesan arrant Tbeefe, 
And her pale fire, (he fnatches tirom the Sunne. 
The Sea* a Theefe. whofe liquid Surge, refolue* 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth's a Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolne. 
From gen'rall excrement : each thing's a Theefe. 
The Lawes, your curbe and whip , in their rough 



Ha's vncheck'd Theft. Loue not your fclues, away, 

Rob one another, there's more Gold, cut throates, 

All that you mecte are Theeues : to Athens go, 

Breake open (hoppes, nothing can you Iteale 

But Theeues do loofe it : ftcate leflc, for this I giuc you, 

And Gold confound you howrfoere : Amen. 

3 Has almoft charm'd me from my Profeflion,by per- 
fwading me to it. 

1 'Tis in the malice of mankinde, that he thus aduifes 
vs not to haue vs thriue in our 

2 He bcleeue him as an Enemy, 
And giue ouer my Trade. 

i Let vs lint fee peace in Athens, there is no time fo 
mifcrablc, but a man may be true. Exit 



Eitttr tbt Sttwrd Is 



Sttw. Oh you God* ! 
Isyon'd defpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow'd ! 
What an alteration of Honor has defp'rate want made ? 
What vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleft mindes, to bale It ends. 
How rarely doe* it meete with this times guife, 
When man was wilht to loue his Enemies : 
Grant I may euer loue, and rather woo 
Thofc that would mifcheefe mr, then thofe that doo. 
Has caught me in his eye, I will prefent my honeft griefe 
vnto him ; and as my Lord, ftill fcrue him with my life. 
My dccrefl Matter. 

Tim. Away : what art thou ? 
Star. Haue you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim. Why doft aske that ? I haue forgot all men. 
Then, if thou grunt'ft, th'art a man. 
I I haue forgot thee. 

Slew. An honeft poorc fcruant of yours. 
Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I neuer had honeft man about me, I all 
I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meate to Villaine*. 

oVr». The Gods are witnelTe, 
Neu'r did poo re Steward wcare a truer greefe 
For his vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you. 

Tim. What, doft thou weepe ) 
Come neerer, then I loue thee 
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim ft 
Flinty mankinde : whofe eyes do neuer giue, 
But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie's deeping : 
Strange times y weepe with laughing, not with weeping. 

Sirv. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T'accept my greefe, and whil'ft this poo re wealth la Its, 
To entertaine me as your Steward ftill. 

Tim. Had I a Steward 
So true, fo iuft, and now fo comfortable? 
It almoft turnct my dangerous Nature wildc. 
Let me behold thy race : Surely, this man 
Was borne of woman. 

Forgiue my general!, and exceptlcffc rauHncfle 
You perpetual! fobcr Gods. 1 do proclaime 
One honeft man : Miftake me not, but one : 
No more I pray, an,d hee s a Steward. 
How faine would I haue hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem'ft thy fclfe. But all faue thee, 
I fell with Curfes. 

Me thinkes thou art more honeft now, then wife : 
For, by opprefting and betraying mee, 

Thou 
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Thou mighc'ft haue fooner got another Seruice : 
For many fo arriue at fccond Maftcrt, 
Vpon their firft Lords necke. But tell me true, 
(For 1 mud euer doubt, though ne're fo Cure) 
1* not thy kindneflc fubtle, couctou*, 
If not a V Hiring kindneHc,and a* rich men deale Guifts, 
Expecting in returne twenty for one? 

Sltv. No my moft worthy Mafter,in whofe 
Doubt, and fufpeft (alas) are plac'd too late: 
You fliould haue fcar'd faJfe timet, when you did 
Sufpecl fr i.l come*, where an eftate is leaft. 
That which I (hew, Heauen knowei, it meerely Loue, 
Dutif , and Zeale, to your vnmatchcd roinde ; 
Care of your Food and Liuing, and bcleeue it, 
My moft Honour'd Lord, 
For any benefit that poinli to mee, 
Either in hope, or prcfent, I'de exchange 
For this one with, that you bad power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich your felfe. 

Tim. Looke thee, 'tis lb : thou fingly honed man, 
Heere take : (he Cods out of my miferie 
Ha's fent thee Treafure. Co, liue rich and happy, 
But thus conditional : Thou Hull build from men: 
Hate all, curfe all, Ihew Charity to none, 
But let the familht flefti Hide from the Bone, 
Ere thou relceuc the Begger. Giue to dogges 
What thou denyeft to men. Let Prifont (wallow 'em, 
Debts wither 'em to nothing, be men like Malted woods 
And may Difeafes licke vp their falfc bloods, 
And fo farewell, and thriu*. 

Stew. O let me ftay.and comfort you, my Mailer. 

T,m. If thou hat'ft Curfe* 
Stay not : flye, whil'ft thou art bleft and free s 
Ne're fee thou man, and let me ne're fee thee. Exit 

Biter Pett t and Painter. 

Pain. A* I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 
where he abides. 

Pott. What's to be thought of him ?■ 
Dors the Rumor hold for true, 
That hee'» fo full of Gold? 

Painter. Certaine. 
AUibiadti reports it : PbrinUa and Timandylo 
Had Gold of him He likewife enrich'd 
Poore ftragling Souldiert, with grea 
Ti* faide, he gaue »nto his Stewar< 
A mighty fumme. 

Pott. Then this breaking of his, 
Ha's beene but a Try for his Friends? 

Painttr. Nothing elfe : 
You Hull fee him a Palme in Athens 
And rlourilh with the higheft : 
Therefbre,'tis not amitfe, we tender our 
To him, in this fuppos'd diftrefTe of hit: 
It will fhew honeftly in rt, 
And is very likely, to loade our purpofes 
With what they trauaile for, 
If it be a iuftand true report, that goes 
Of his hauing. 

Pott. What haue you now 
To prefent vnto him ? 

Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation :onely I will promife him 
An excellent Peece. 

Poet. I muft ferue him fo tooj 
Tell him of an intent that't comming toward him. 



Painter. Good as the beft. 
Promiling, is the verie Ayre o'thTime , 
It opens the eyes of Expectation. 
Performance, is euer the duller for his acle, 
And but in the plainer and Ampler kinde of people, 
The dcede of Saying is quite out of vfe. 
To I'romifc, it muft Courtly and falhionablc ; 
Performance, it a kindcof Will or Teftament 
Which argue* a great lickneflc in bit judgement 
That roaket it. 



T,mon from bit Cant. 



T.mon. ^.c... 
Thou canft not paint a man fo 
As is thy felfe. 

Po<t. I am thinking 
What I mail fay 1 haue prouided for him : 
It muft be a perfonating of himfelle : 
A Satyre againft the foftnefle of Profperity, 
With a Dikuuerie of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulcncie. 

'Timon. Mull thou needet 
Stand for a Villains in thine owne Worke ? 
Wilt thou whip thine owne fault* in other men? 
Do fo, 1 haue Cold for thee. 

Pott. Nay let'* feeke him. 
Then do we finne againft our owne eftate, 
When we may profit mcetc, and come too late. 

Painttr. True : 
When the day ferucs before blacke-comer'd night ; 
Finde what thou want'ft, by free and ofFcr'd light. 
Come. 

Tim. He meete you at the turne : 
What a GoJs Gold, that he is worlhipt 
In a bafer Temple, then where Swine feede ' 
'Tis thou that rigg'ft the Barke, and plow'ft the Fome, 
Setleft admired reuerence in a Slaue, 
To thee be worlhipt, and thy Saint* for aye : 
Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 
Fit I meet them. 

Pott. Haile worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late Noble Matter. 

Timom. Haue I once liu'd 
To fee two honeft men ? 

tott. Sir: 

Hauing often of your open Bounty tafted, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne oft, 
Whofe thankelefle Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 
Not all the Whippes of Heauen, are large enough^ 
What, to you, 

Whofe Starre-like Noblenefte gaue life and influence 
To their whole being ? I am rapt, and cannot couer 
Theimonftrous bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any fixe of word*. 

Ttmtn. Let it go, 
Naked men may fee't the better : 
You that are honeft, by being what you are, 
Make them beft feene,and knowne. 

Pain. He, and my felfe 
Haue trauail'd in the great ftiowrc of your guift*, 
And fweetly felt it. 

Tim t. I, you are honeft man. 

Painttr. We are hither come 
To offer you our fctuice. 

Why 
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Why how dull I requite you? 

Can you eate Roots, and drinkc cold water, no? 

Bub. What uc can do, 
Wec'l do to do you femice. 

Tim. Y'are honed men, 
Y'haue heard that I haue Cold, 
I am lure you haue, fpcake truth, y'are honed men. 

Pain. So it is (aid my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 

Tman. Good honed men : Thou draw'ft a countcrfct 
Bert in all Athens, th'arr indeed the bed, 
Thou counterfct'd mod liucly. 

Pain. So, fo, my Lord. 

Tim. E'ne fo fir as 1 fay. And for thy filtion, 
Why thy Verfc fwels with fturTe fo fine and fmooth, 
That thou art eucn Narurall in thine Art. 
But for all this (my honed Natur'd friends) 
I mud needs fay you haue a little fault, 
Marry 'tis not mondrous in you, neither wiflj I 
You take much paincs to mend. 

c B<.tb. Befeech your Honour 
To make it knowne to vi. 

Tim. You'l take it ill. 

'Both. Mod thankefully.my Lord. 

Timen. Will you indeed ! 

Bub. Doubt it not worthy Lord. 

Tim. There's neuer a one of you but truft* a Knaue, 
That mightily deceiuet you. 

'Both, Do we, my Lord ? 

Tim. l,and you hcare him coggc, 
See him dilTemble, 

Know hi* grolTe patchery, loue him, fcede him, 
Kecpe in your bolome, yet remainc aiTur'd 
That he's a made-vp-Villaine. 

Pain. I know none fuch.my Lord. 

Pott. Nor I. 

Timen. Looke you, 
I loue you well, lie giuc you Gold 
Rid me thefc Villaines from your companies; 
Hang them, or dab them, drowne them in a draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe,and come to me, 
lie giuc you Gold enough. 

t: t Bctb. Name them my Lord, let's know them. 

Tim. You that way, and you this : 
Cut two in Company: 
Each man a part, all fingle.and alone, 
Yet an arch Vjllaine kecpei him company : 
If where thou art, two Villaines mall not be, 
Come not necre him. If thou would'd not rec'tde 
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. 
Hence, packc, there's Gold. you came for Gold ye llaues: 
You haue workc for me ; there's payment. hencc, 
You are an Alcumirt, make Gold of that : 
Out Rafcall dogges. Extant 

Enttr Stra-ard ,and two Stnatari. 

Stew. It is vaine that you would fpcake with Tman : 
For he is fet fo onely to himfclfe, 
That nothing but himfclfe, which lookes like roan, 
Is friendly with him. 

I. Sen. Bring vs to his Cauc. 
It is our part and promife to th'Athenians 
To fpcake with Timcn. 

2. Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not dill the fame : 'twas Time and Greefcs 



That fram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former dayes, 
The former man may make him: bring vs to him 
And chane'd it as it may. 

Sitv. Heerc is his Caue : 
Peace and content be hecre. Lord Timer, Timen, 
Looke out, and fpcake to Friends : Th'Athenians 
By two of their mod reuerend Senate greet thee : 
Speake to them Noble Timen. 

Enttr Timsn tut of bit Cant. 

Tim. Thou Sunne that comforts burne,l 
Speake and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a blider, and each falfe 
Be as a Cantheriiing to the root o'th'Tongue, 
Confuming it with fpeaking. 

I Worthy Timen. 

Tim. Of none but fuch as you, 
And you of Timen. 

i The Senator* of Athens, greet thee 77) 

77m. I thankc them, 
And would fend them backe the 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 O forget 

What we are forry for our felues in thee : 
The Senators, with one content of loue, 
Intrcate thee backe to Athens, who haue thought 
On fpeciall Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy bed vfe and wearing. 

2 They confefle 

Toward thee, forgetfulnelTe too general! grofle ; 

Which now the publike Body.which doth fildomc 

Play the re-canter, feeling in it felfc 

A bcke of Timani ayde, hath fince withall 

Of it owne fall, redraining ayde to Timen, 

And fend forth vs, to make their forrowed render, 

Together, with a recompence more truittull 

Then their offence can weigh downe by the Dratnme, 

I euen fuch h capes and fummcsof Loue and Wealth, 

As dull to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs, 

And write in thee the figures of their loue, 

Eucr to read them thine. 

77m. You witch me in it ; 
Surpriie me to the very brinke of teares ; 
Lend me a Fooles heart, and a womans eyes, 
And He bewcepe thefe comforts, worthy Senators. 

I Therefore fo pleafe thee to rcturne with vs, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours to take 
The Captainfhip, thou dialt be met with thankes, 
Allowed with abfotute power,and thy good name 
Liue with Authorise : lo foone we mall driue backe 
Of Ahibiadei th 'approaches wild, 
Who like a Bore too fauage, doth root vp 
His Countries peace. 

a And fluke . his threatning Sword 
Againd the wallrs of Atbeni. 

I Therefore Tmon. 

Tim. Well fir, I will : therefore I will fir thus I 
If Alcibiadti kill my Countrymen, 
Let AUib'iadit know this of Ttmon, 
That Timsn cares not. But if he facke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by'th'Beards, 
Giuingour holy Virgins to the daine 
Of contumelious, beadly, mad-brain'd warre : 
Then let him know, and tell him Timen fpeake* it, 
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In piety of our aged, and our youth, 

1 cannot choufe but tell him that 1 care not, 

And let himtak't at worft : Fur their Kniucs care not, 

While you haue throats to anfwer. For my felfc, 

There's not a whittle, in th'vnruly Carnpe, 

But 1 do prize it at my loue, before 

The reuerends Throat in Athens. So 1 Ieaue you 

To the protection of the profperous Gods, 

AsThecues to Keepers. 

Slew. Stay not, alls in viine. 

Tim. Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be feene to morrow. My long fickneflc 
Of Health, and Liuing, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, liue frill, 
Be A'iibiadei your plague ; you his, 
And laft lb long enough. 

I We fpeake in vaine. 

Tim. But yet 1 loue my Country, and am not 
One that reioyces in the common wracke, 
As common bruitc doth put it. 

l That's well fpoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my louing Countreymen. 

1 Thefe words become your lippes as they paiTc tho- 
row them. 

2 And enter in our earet, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to cafe them of their greefcs, 
Their feare* of Hortile ftrokes, their Ache. lofles, 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Ve'lell doth fuftaine 
In lifes vncertaine voyage, I will fome kindnes do them, 
11c teach them to preuent wilde Aleibiades wrath. 

I I like this will, he will returne againe. 

Tim. I haue a Tree which growes hecre in my Clufc, 
That mine uwne vfe inuites me to cut downe, 
And fhortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the Sequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that who fo plcafc 
To ftop Affliction, let him take his hafte ; 
Come hither eic my Tree hath felt the Axe, 
And hang himlel/e. I pny you do my greeting. 

Sun. Trouble him no further, thus you Hill rtiall 
Findc him. 

Tim. Come not to me.againe, but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his cucrlafting Manfion 
Vpon the Beached Verge of the flit Flood, 
Who once a day with his cmbolTcd Froth* 
The turbulent Surge fhall couer ; thither come, 
And let my gra.ie-ftone be your Oracle : 
Lipprs, let foutc words go by, and Language end: 
What is amilfe, Plague and Infection mend. 
Graues onely be mens workes, and Death their gainc ; 
Sunne, hide thy Beamcs, Timsn hath done his Raigne. 

Exit Ttmin. 

i Hit discontents are vnrcmoueably coupled to Na- 



a Our hope in him is dead : let vs returne, 
And ftraine what other meanes is left vnto vs 
In our deere perill. 

I It requires Iwift foot. Exeunt. 

Enter tvo ether Senators ,vitb a Mejfenger. 

I Thou haft painfully difcouer'd :arc his Files 
As fall as thy report ? 
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cMej. I haue fpoke the leaft. 
Befiaci his cxped.tion prumifes prefent approach. 

2 We (land much hazard, if they bring not Timon. 

Alef. 1 met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general! part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old loue made a particular force, 
And made vs fpeake like Friends. This man was riding 
From Aleibiades to Timons Caue, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowfhip i'th'caufe againft your City, 
In part for his fake mou'd. 



Snter the ctbtr Senators. 

I Hcere come our Biot'iers. 

3 No talke of Twin*, nothing of him expect, 
The Enemies Drumme is heard.and fearefull Icouring 
Doth choake the ayre with duft : In, and piepare, 
Ours is the fall 1 feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt 

Enter a SculMtr in the tVudi .feeing Timon. 
&/. By all defcription this mould be the place. 
Whofe heerc ? Speakc hoa. No anfwer ? What is this ? 
Tyman is detd, who hath out-fttetcht his fpan, 
Some Beaft reade this ; Theie do's not liue a Man. 
Dead fure, and this his Graue, what's on this Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charractrr lie take with wax, 
Our Captaine hath in euery Figure skill ; 
An ag'd Interpreter, though yong in dayes t 
Before proud Athens hce's let downe by this, 
Whole fall the markc ol his Ambition il. £ar<V. 



Trumpets J.und. 



Entr AUsb'usdes with lis Pavers 
b.Jsre Athens. 



Ale. Sound to this Coward, and lafciuiout Towne, 
Our terrible approach. 

Seundi a Parly. 
The Senators af feare upon the vjlt. 
Till now you haue gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all Licentious mealure, making your willes 
The fcope of luftice. Till now , my fclfe and fuch 
As flcpt within the lhadow of your power 
Haue wander'd w.th our traucrft Armes.and breath'^ 
Our fufferancc vainly : Now the time is rlulh, 
When crouching Marrow in the beater ftrong 
Cries (of it felfcjno more : Now breathkfle wrong, 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chaires of cafe, 
And puriie lnfolencc fhall brcake his winde 
With feare and horrid flight. 

I. Sen. Noble, and young; 
When thy fitft gteefes were but a mcere conceit, 
Ere thou had'ft power, or we had caufe of feare, 
We fent to thee, to giuc thy rages Balme, 
To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loucs 
Aboue their quantitie. 

2 So did we wooe 
Transformed Timon, to our Citties loue 
By humble Mcflage, and by promift meanes : 
We were not all vnkinde, nor all deferue 
The common ftroke of warre. 

1 Thefe walles of ours, 

Were not erected by rheir hands, from whom 
You haue reccyu'd jour grcefe : Nor are they fuch, 
That thefe great Towres, Trophees, Sc Schools fhoU fill 
For priuate faults in them. 

2 Nor are they liuing 

Who 



I 



Digitized by Google 



9« 



Timonof zAtbens. 



Who were the motiues that you firft went out, 

(Shame that they wanted, cunning in excefTe) 

Hath broke their hearts. March, Noble Lord, 

Into our City with thy Banners fpred, 

By decimation and a tythed death ; 

If thy Reuengei hunger for that Food 

Which Nature loathes, take thou the dcftin'd tenth, 

And by the hazard of the fpotted dye, 

Let dye the fpotted. 

I All haue not offended : . 
For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take 
On thofe that are, Rcuenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, 
Bring in thy rankes, but leaue without thy rage, 
Sparc thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which in the blufler of thy wTath muft fall 
With thofe that haue offended, like a Sh;pheard, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th'infcded forth, 
But kill not altogether. 

i What thou wilt, 
Thou rather /halt inforce it with thy fmile, 
Then hew too't, with thy Sword. 

i Set but thy foot 
Againft our rampyr'd gates, and they fliall ope : 
So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before, 
To fay thou't enter Friendly. 

l Throw thy Gloue, 
Or any Token of thine Honour elfe, 
Thit thou wilt vfe the warm as thy redrefle, 
And notasourConfufion: All thy Powers 
Shall maketheirharbourin ourTowne, till 
Haue feal'd thy full defire. 

Ale. Then there's my Gloue, 
Defend and open your vncharged Ports, 



Thofe Enemies of Tmont , and mine owne 
Whom you your felues (hall fet out for reproofe, 
Fall and no more ; and to attone your feares 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
Shall parte his quarter, or offend the ftreame 
Of Regular Iuftice in your Cittiei bounds. 
But (hall be remedied to your publique Lawes 
At heauieft anfwer. 

'Bub. "Tis molt Nobly fpoken. 

Ale. Defcend, and keepe your words. 



MtJ. My Noble Generall, Tnmn is dead, 
Entomb'd vpon the very hemme o'th'Sea, 
And on his Graueftonr, this Infculpturc which 
With wax I brought away : whofe foft 
Interprets for my poore ignorance. 

Aleibiadet readei tie Eftitafb. 
Hetrt liei a wretebed Qoatfe, ef wretebed Soule bereft, 
oVr^ net my name: A Plague eeufume yeu , nicieJ Caitift left; 
Heere lye I Timen,rrbe aiiue ,all liuing men did bate, 
Pajfeby^nd eurfe tby fit, but fage and pay met here tby gate. 
Thele well expreffe in thee thy latter fptrits: 
Though thou abhorrd'ft in vs our humane gricfes, 
Scornd'lt our Braines flow, and thofe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall ; yet Rich Conceit 
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weepe for aye 
On thy low Graue, on faults forgiuen. Dead 
Is Noble Time*, of whofe Memorie 
HecrcaftcT more. Bring me into your Citie, 
And I will vfe the Oliue, with my Sword : 
Make war breed peace ; make peace (lint wary 
Prefcribe to other, as each others Leach. 
Let our Drummes ftrike. 



FINIS. 
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THE TR AG ED I E OF 

IVLIVS CAESAR. 

zABus Primus. Sccena Trima. 



, Mnrellui , and cir taint 
tbt Stage. 



Flau'tta. 

HEnce : home you idle Creature*, get you home : 
It this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day, without the figne 
Of your Profeffion ? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 

Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy bert Apparrell on? 
You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Ceil. Truely Sir, in refpect of a fine Workman, I am 
but as you would fay, a Cobler. 

Mttr. But what Trade art thou ? Anfwer me directly. 

Cei. A Trade Sir, that I hope 1 may vfe, with a fafe 
Confcience, which is indeed Sir,a Mender of bad foule*. 

Fla. What Trade thou knaue ? Thou naughty knaue, 
what Trade? 

Ceil. Nay I befecch you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, I can mend you, 

Mur. What mean ft thou by that ? Mend mee, thou 
fawcy Fellow ? 

Cei. Why fir, Cobble you. 

Fla. Thou art a Cobler, art thou ? 

OA. Truly fir, all that I liue by, is with the Aule : I 
meddle with no Tradefmans matters, nor womens mat- 
ten; but withal I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old fhooet: 
when they are in great danger, I rccouer them. As pro- 
per men as euer trod vpon Neats Leather, haue gone vp- 
on my handy-worke. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 
Why do'ft thou leade thefe men about the ftreets? 

Cei. Truly fir, to weare out their ftiooes, to get my 
felfe into more worke. But indeede fir, we make Holy- 
day to fee Carfar, and to reioyce in his Triumph. 

Mur. Wherefore reioyce ? 
What Conqueft brings he home T 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Wheeles ? 
You Blockes,you ftones,you worfe then fenfleffe things: 
O you hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 
K«ew you not Pemfxy many a time and oft ? 
Haue you climb'd vp to Wallet and Battlements, 
To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 
Your Infants in your Amir , and there haue fate 
The liue-long day, with patient expectation, 



To fee great Pemfxy pafl"e the ftreets of 1 
And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 
Haue you not made an Vniuerfill Ihout, 
That Tyber trembled vnderneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your founds, 
Made in her Concaue Shores ? 
And do you now put on your beft attyrc ? 
And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 
And do you now drew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph ouer Pemfxytt blood ? 
Be gone, 

Runne to your houfes, fall vpon your knees, 
Pray to the Cods to intermit the plague 
That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla. Go, go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
AfTemble all the poore men of your fort ; 
Draw them to Tyber banket, and weepe your tcarcs 
Into the Channcll, till the loweft ftreame 
Do kiflc the mod exalted Shores of alL 

Exeunt alt the Cemmentrt, 
See where their baled mettle be not mou'd, i 
They vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltineflc : 
Go you downe that way towards the Capitoll, 
This way will I : Difrobe the Images, 
If you do fin Jc them deckt with Ceremonies. 

&fur. May we do fo ? 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupcrcall. 

Fla. It is no matter, let no Images 
Be hung with Or/an Trophees : He about, 
And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreets; 
So do you too, where you perceiue them thicke. 
Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Car/an wing, 
Will make him Aye an ordinary pitch, 
Who elfe would foare aboue the view of i 
And keepc vs all in feruile fearerulnefle. 

Enter Co" far , Antwy far tbt Cturjt y Qalfburnia , Pertia, De- 
em , Cicera fUrittiM , Cajjiui, .: Seotbfayer raf- 
ter tbem Murtl/ui and FlauiM. 
Corf. Calpburnia. 
Ca*{. Peace ho, Car/ar fpeakes. 
Of. Calfbnrnia. 
Calf. Heere my Lord. 
Cetf. Stand you directly in Antenie't way, 
When he doth run his courfe. Anttnie. 
Ant. far, my Lord. 
Catf. Forget not in your fpeed Antsnie, 
To touch Qaiftmnua : for our Elders fay, 
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The Barrerl touched in thii holy chace, 
Shake off their fterrile curfe. 

Ant. 1 (hill remember, 
When Ofar fayes,Do this ; it it perform'<l. 

Of bet on, and leaue no Ceremony out. 

Seotb. Ofar. 

Of. Ha? Who called 

Gu{. Bid euciy noyfe be (till : peace yet againc. 

Of. Who it it in the preiTe, that callct on me/ 
1 heare a Tongue thriller then all the Muficke 
Cry, Ofar : Speake, C'f' r » turn'd to heare. 

Sxtb. Beware the Idea of March. 

Of. What man it that ? 

Br. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Idet of March 
Of. Set him before me, let me fee hit face. 
G^f.Fcllow, come from the throng, look vpon Ofar. 
Of. What fayft thou to me now? Speak once againe. 
Setib. Beware the Ides of March. 
Of. He it a Dreamer, let Tt leaue him : PafTe. 

Sennit. Exturt. Mantt 'Brut. & Caff. 

Coffj. Will you go fee the order of the courfe ? 
'Brut. Not I. 
Cafli. I pray you do. 

Brut. I am not Camefom: I do lacke fome part 
Of that quicke Spirit that it in A'touj: 
Let me not hinder Caffm your defirea , 
He leaue you. 

Caff. 'Brum, I do obferue you now of late : 
I haue not from your eyes, that gentlenciTe 
And ihew of Loue.a I wat wont to haue :| 
You beare too (lubborne.and too Grange a hand 
Ouer your Friend, that louet yuu. 

Bru. Caffus, 
Be not deceiu'd : If I haue veyl'd my lookc, 
I turne the trouble of my Countenance 
Meerely vpon my felfe. Vexed I am 
Of late, with paflions of fome difference, 
Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, 
Which giue fome foyle (perhaps) to my Behauioun ! 
But let not therefore my good Friend* be greeu'd 
(Among which number Ctffius be you one) 
Nor conftrue any further my neglect, 
Then that poore Brutui with himfelr'e at warre, 
Forgett the fhewet of Loue to other men. 

Caff. Then 'Brutus, I haue much miftook your paflion, 
By meanet whereof, thit Bred of mine hath buried 



Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good 'Brutus, Can you fee your face ? 

Brutus. No Caffus t 
For the eye fees not it felfe but by reflexion, 
By fome other things. 

Capita. *Tis iuft, 
And it it very much lamented Brutus, 
That you haue no fuch Mirrors, at will turne 
Your hidden worthinciTc into your eye, 
That you might fee your fhadow : 
I haue heard, 

Where many of the bed refpefl in Rome, 
(Except immortal! Ofar) (peaking of Brutus' 
And groaning vndernca:h this Ages yoake, 
Haue wiflTd, that Noble Brutus had hit cyet. 

Bru. Into what dangert, would you 
Leade me Caffus ? 

That you would haue me feeke into my felfe, 
For that which is not in me' 

Caf. Therefore good Brutus, be prepared to heare : 



And fince you know, you cannot fee your felfe 
So well as by Reflection; I your Glade, 
Will modeftly difcouer to your felfe 
That of your felfe, which you yet know not of. 
And be not iealous on mc,grnt!c Brutus : 
Were I a common Laughter, or did vfe 
To ftjle with ordinary Oathes my loue 
To euery new Protefter : if you know, 
That I do fa wne on men, and hugge them bard, 
And after fcandall them : Or if you know, 
That I profefTe my felfe in Banquetting 
To all the Rout, the 




Bru. What meanet thit Showting f 
I do feare, the People choofe Ofar 
For their King. 

Caff. I, do you feare it? 
Then mull I thinke you would not haue it fo. 

Bru. I would not Caffus, yet I loue him well : 
But wherefore do you hold me heere fo long ? 
What it it, that you would impart to me ? 
If it be ought toward the general! good, 
Set Honor in one eye, and Death i'th other, 
And I will lookc on both indifferently I 
For let the Gods fo fpeed mee, as I loue 
The name of Honor, more then 1 feai 

Caff. I know that vertue to be in you 
At well at I do know your outward favour. 
Well, Honor is the fubiecl of my Story i 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Thinke of thit life : But for my Angle felfe, 
I had as liefe not be, at live to be| 
In awe of fuch a Thing, as 1 my felfe. 
I was borne free at Ofar, fo were yon, 
We both haue fed at well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters cold, at well as hee. 
For once, vpon a Rawe and Guftie day, 
The troubled Tyber, chafing with her Shores, 
Ofar faide to me, Dar'ft thou 0"/!"" now " 
Leape in with me into thit angry Flood, 
And fwim to yonder Point / Vpon the word, 
Accoutred at I was, I plunged in, 
And bad him follow : fo indeed he did. 
The Torrent rosr'd, and we did buffet it 
With lufty Sinewes, throwing it slide, 
And (lemming it with heart* of Controuerfic. 
But ere we could arriue the Point propot'd, 
Ofarciide, Helpe me Coffins, or I linke. 
I ( at eyfjreas, our great Anceftor, 
Did from the Flames of Troy, vpon his (boulder 
The o\d lAutbjfet beare) fo, from the wauet of Tyber 
Did I the tyred C*i* r '• And •W* M* n » 
It now become a God, and Caffm it 
A wretched Creature, and mud bend hit body, 
If Ofar careledy but nod on him. 
He had a Feauer when he wat in Spaine, 
And when the Fit wat on him, I did marke 
How he did (hake : Tit true, thit God did (hake, 
Hit Coward lippes did from their colour flye, 
And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the World, 
Did loofe hit Luftre : I did heare him grone i 
I, and that Tongue of hit, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Book™, 
Alas, it cried, Giue me fome drinke T,timms,\ 
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At a licke Girle : Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould 
So get the ftart of the Maicftickc world, 
And beare the Palme alone. 

Sb:ut. FLurifi. 

Bru. Another generall fhout ? 
I do beleeue, that thefe applaufes are 
For fome new Honors, that arc heap'd on Ct ■.;> 

Cojji. Why man, he doth beft.ide the narrow world 
Like a CololTus.and we petty men 
Walke vnder his huge legget.and peepe about 
To finde our felucs dilhonourable Graue*. 
Men atfometime, are Millers of their Fate*. 
The fault (deere'/jVif/wJi* not in our Starrei, 
But in our Scluei, that we are vnderling*. 
Brum and Qtfar I What thoulJ be in that Ctrfar I 
Why fhould that name be founded more then yours ? 
Write them together : Yours , is at faire a Name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth afwcll : 
Weigh them, it it as heauy | Coniure with 'cm, 
Brum will ftart a Spirit as foone as Cirjar. 
Now in the names of all the God* at once, 
Vpon what meatc doth this our Orfar feede, 
That he is growne fo great ' Age, thou art fliam'd. 
Rome, thou haft loft the breed of Noble Blood*. 
When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 
But it was fam'd with more then with one man f 
When could they lay (till now)that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walke* incompaft but one man ? 
Now is'it Rome indeed, and Roomc enough 
When there it in it but one onely man. 
O! you and I, haue heard our Father* fay, 
There wa» a 'Brum once, that would haue brook'd 
Th'etemall Diuell to keepe his State in Rome, 
At eafily as a King. 

Brit. That you do loue me, I am nothing iealou*: 
What you would worke me too, I haue fome ayme : 
How I haue thought of this, and of thefe time* 
I (hall recount heereafter. For this present, 
I would not fo (with loue I might intrcat you) 
Be any further moou'd j What you haue Cud, 
I will con fide ri what you haue to fay 
1 will with patience heare, and finde a time 
Both meete to heare , and anfwerfuch high things. 
Till then, my Noble Friend, chew vpon thi* i 
Brum bad rather be a Villager, 
Then to repute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vnder thefe hard Condition*,a* thi* time 
It like to lay vpon vs. 

Caiffi. I am glad that my weake word* 
Haue ftrucke but thut much fhew of fire from Brum. 



Ctrfar and bit Troint. 



'Brit. The Game* are done, 
And Ctrfttr it returning. 

CaJJi. A* they pafle by, 
Plucke Cw^ii by the Sleeue, 
And he will (after hit fowre fafhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

Bru. ] will do fo : but looke you Caffiut, 
The angry fpot doth glow on O/orr brow, 
And all the reft, looke like a chidden Traine ; 
Catyburnia'* Cheeke it pale, and Geero 
Looket with fuch Ferrct,and fuch fiery eye* ] 
At we haue fcene him in the Capitoll 

___ 



Being croft in Conference, by fome Senator*. 
Coffi. Quia will tell t* what the matter is. 
C*f. Anttnie. 
Ant. Crjar. 

Oef. Let me baue men about me, that are fat, 
Sleeke-headed men, and fuch affleepe a nights : 
Yond Caffiiu hat a leane and hungry looke, 
He thinkct too much : fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Feare him not Cnrfar, he'* not dangerous, 
He is a Noble Roman.and well giuen. 

£>/. Would he were ratter ; But I feare him not i 
Yet if my name were lyable to feare, 
1 do not know the man I ihould auoyd 
So foone as that fpare Cajfhu. He reade* much, 
He it a great Obleruer, and he lookes 
Quite through the Deed* of men. He loue* no Playe*, 
A* tbou doft Aiteny : be heare* no Mufkke ; 
Seldome he fmile*, and fmiics in fuch a fort 
A* if he mock'd himfelfe, and fcorn'd his fpirit 
That could be mou'd to fmile at any thing. 
Such men a* he, be neuer at hearts cafe, 
While* they behold, a greater then 
And therefore are they very dangerou*. 
I rather tell thee what it to be fear'd, 
Then what I feare : for alwayet I am Car/at. 
Come on my right hand, for thi* eare is deafe, 
And tell me truely, what thou think'ft of him. 

Extunt Offer and Ml Traine. 

Cas\. You pul'd me by the cloake, would you fpeake 
with me ? 

Bru. I Ow ty, tell v* what hath chane'd to day 
That Carfar looket fo fad. 

Cas\. Why you were with him, were you not ? 

'Bru. I should not then aske C M i-' what had chane'd. 

Cm;; Why there wat a Crowne ofTer'd him; le being 
ofTer'd him, he put it by with the backe of hi* hand thus, 
and then the people fell a shouting. 

Bru. What wa* the fecond noyfe for f 

Cu{. Why for that too. 

Cajji. They fhouted thrice: what wa* the last cry for? 

C*4. Why for that too. 

Bru. Wa* the Crowne ofTer'd htm thrice ? 

Catl(. I marry was't, and bee put it by 
time gentler then other ; and at euery 
boned Neighbor* ihowtcd. 

Caffi. Who ofTer'd him the Crowne ? 

C<k{. Why Antony. 

'Bnt. Tell vs the manner 

ofit.gentleCr*/^- 
Caify. I can a* well bee hang'd as cell the manner of 
it : It wa* meere Foolerie, 1 did not marke it. 1 fawe 
<Jrfarkf Antony offer him a Crowne, yet 'twas not a 
Crowne neyther, *twa* one of thefe Coronet* . and as I 
told you, hee put it by once : but for all that, to my thin- 
king, he would faine haue had it. Then hee offered it to 
him againe : then hee put it by againe t but to my think- 
ing, he wa* very loath to lay hi* finger* off it. And then 
he offered it the third time ; hee put it the third time by, 
and ftill at hee rcfus'd it, the rabblement howtcd, and 
clapp'd their chopt handt, and threw vppe their fweatie 
Night-cappes, and vttered fuch a dealc of ftinking 
breath, becaufe Cejar rcfut'd the Crowne, that it had 
falmoft) choaked Ctrfar : for hee fwoonded, and foil 
downe at it : And for mine owne part, I durft not laugh, 
for feare of opening my Lippes, and receyuing the bad 
Ayre. 
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Caffi. But foft I pray you : what, did Carfar f wound ? 

Gu{. He fell downe in the Market- ptace,and foam'd 
at mouth, and wat fpeechleffe. 

Brut. Tn very like he hath the Falling fkkneffe. 

Caffi. Ho,Gr/ar hath it not: but you, and I, 
And honeft Qufawc haue the Falling ficknefTe. 

&.<{. 1 know not what you rneanc by that, but I am 
fure Gr/ar fell downe. If* the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hiffe him, according as he pleas'd, and dif- 
pleas'd them, at they vfe to doe the Players in the Thea- 
tre, I am no true man. 

'Brut. Wharfaid he, when hecame vnto himfelfe? 

Cu{ Marry, before he fell downe, when he perceiu'd 
the common Heard wai glad he refus'd the Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and ofFer'd them his Throat 
to cut ; and I had beene a man of any Occupation, it I 
would not haue taken him at a word, I would 1 might 
poc to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. When 
he came to himfelfe againe, hee (aid, If hee had done, or 
faid any thing amifle,he defir'd their Worfliips to thinke 
it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I 
flood, cryed, Alaffe good Soule, and forgaue him with 
all their hearts: But there's no heed to be taken of them; 
ifO/jrhad ftab'd their Mothers, they would haue done 
no leffe. 

'Brut. And after that, he came thus fad away. 
Cmk. I. 

Caffi. Did Getre fay any thing : 
Cask. I , he fpoke Creeke. 
Caffi. To what effecl ? 

Coik^ Nay, and I tell you that, He ne're looke you 
i'th" face againe. But thofe that vnderftood him, i mi I'd 
at one another, and ihooke their heads: but for mine 
owne part, it wat Creeke to me. 1 could tell you more 
newes too : Murrtllm and Flauha, for pulling ScarfFes 
off C^fart Images, are put to filence. Fare you well. 
There was more Foolerie yet , if I could remem- 
ber it. 

Caffi. Will you fuppe with me to Night, Cmfy} 

Cu{. No, 1 am promised forth. 

Caffi. Will you Dine with me to morrow? 

Cai{. I, if I be aliue, and your minde hold, and your 
Dinner worth the eating. 

Caffi. Good, I will expetf you. 

Gu(. Doe fo : farewell both. Exit. 

'Brut. What a blunt fellow is this growne to bet 
He wat quick Mettle, when he went to Schoole. 

Caffi. So it he now, in execution 
Of any bold, or Noble Enter pi ire, 
How-euer he putt on this cardie forme : 
Thit Rudeneffe it a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which giuet men ftomacke to difgeft hit wordt 
With better Appetite. 

Brut. And fo it it : 
For thit time I will leauc you : 
To morrow.if you pleafe to fpeake with me, 
I will come home to you : or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Caffi. I will doe fo : till then, thinke of the World. 

Well Dm/aw, thou art Noble : yet I fee, 
Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought 
From that it is difpos'd : therefore it is meet, 
That Noble mindes keepe euer with their likes : 
For who fo firms . that cannot be fedue'd ? 
Co-far doth bearc me hard, but he loues Brutut. 



If I were 'Brutm now, and he were Caffm, 

He (hould not humor me. I will this Night, 

In feuerall Hands, in at his Windowet throw, 

As if they came from feuerall Citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obfeurely 

Co- fart Ambition fhall be glanced at. 

And after this,let Co-far feat him fure, 

For wee will (hake him, or worfe dayes endure. 

Exit. 



Lightning, 
and Cictro. 



Quia, 



Gc. Cood cucn.Cw.fj : brought you Catjar home? 
Why are you breathlefle, and why ftare you fo ? 

Ou\. Are not you mou'd.whcn all the fway of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing vnfirme ? O Cictro, 
I haue feene Tempeftt,when the fcolding Winds 
Haue riu'd the knottie Oaket,and I haue feene 
Th'ambitious Ocean fwell.and rage, and foame, 
To be exalted with the th reaming Clouds: 
But neuer till to Night, neuer till now, 
Did I goe through a Tempeft-dropping-fire. 
Eyther there is a Ciuill ftrife in Heauen, 
Or elfe the World, too fawcie with the Gods, 
Incenfet them to fend deftrudUon. 

Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful I ? 

Cailr. A common flaue, you know him well by fight, 
Held vp his left Hand, which did flame and burne 
Like twentie Torches ioyn'd; and yet hit Hand, 
Not fenfible of fire , rem ain'd vnftorch'd. 
Befidet, I ha' not fince put vp my Sword, 
A gain ft the Capitoll I met a Lyon, 
Who glax'd vpon me, and went furly by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawne 
Vpon a heape.a hundred gaftly Women, 
Transformed with their feare, who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire.walke vp and downe the ftreetet. 
And yefterday.the Bird of Night did fit, 
Euen at Noone-day, vpon the Market place, 
Howling, and wrecking. When thefe Prodigies 
Doe fo conioyntly meet, let not men fay, 
Thefe are their Reafons.they are Naturall : 
For I beleeue.they are portentous things 
Vnto the Clymate,that they point vpon. 

Gc. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time: 
But men may conftrue things after their fafhion, 
Cleane from the purpofe of the things themfelues. 
Comet Co-far to the Capitoll to morrow ? 

Guk^ He doth : for he did bid Anttmie 
Send word to you. he would be there to morrow. 

Or. Good-night then, Catlta : 
Thit difturbed Skie is not towalke in. 

Cmi. Farewell CW ExitGccr*. 

Enter Caffim. 
Caffi. Who's there? 
Gu^. ARomane. 
Caffi. Catlta, by your Voyce. 
Gu$. Your Eareisgood. 
Caffivt,wh»t Night is this ? 

Caffi. A very pleafing Night to honeft men. 
Gs#^. Who euer knew the Heauens menace fo ? 
Caffi. Thofe that haue knowne the Earth fo full of 

For 
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For my port, I iuuc walk'd about the ftreets, 

Submitting me vnto tbe perillous Night } 

And thus vnbraced,Cdu^j,a5 you fee, 

Haue bar'd my Bofomc to the Thunder-done: 

And when the erode blew Lightning feem'd to open 

The Breft of Heauen, I did prcfent my fclfe 

Euen in the ayme,and very flaih of it. (uens ? 

Coj{. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hes- 
It is the part of men, to feare and tremble, 
When the moft mightie Cods, by tokens fend 
Such dreadfull HerauIdt,to aftonifh vs. 

Cajji. You are dull, Gulp : 
And thofe fparlccsof Life, that fiSould be in a Roman, 
Vou doe want, or elfe you vfe not. 
You loolce pate, and gate, and put on feare, , 
And caft your felfe in wonder, 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heauens : 
But if you would confider the true caufe, 
Why all thefe Fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Brills, from qualitie and kinde, 
Why Old men,Fooles,and Children calculate, 
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures, and pre-fortned Faculties, 
To monftrous qualitie; why you (hall finde, 
That Heauen hath infus'd them with thefe Spirits, 
To make them Inilruments offeare,and warning, 
Vnto fomc monllrous State. 
Now could I CQu{a) name to thee a man, 
Moft like this dreadfull Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Craues,and roares, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll : 
A man no mightier then thy fclfe, or me, 
In perfonall action ; yet prodigious growne, 
And fearefull,as thefe ftrange eruptions are. 

Cas\. Tis Ctcjtr that you roeane t 
Is it not, Cajjim f 

Cijf:. Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Haue Thcwes,and Limbes, like to their Anceftors; 
But woe the while, our Fathers mindes are dead, 
And we are gouern'd with our Mothers fpirits, 
Our yoakc, and fufferance.fticw vs Womanilh. 

Ctu\. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow 
Meane to eftabliftt Cajur as a King : 
And he Ilia 11 wcare his Crowne by Sea, and Land, 
In euery place, faue here in Italy. 

Cajji. I know where I will weare this Dagger then ; 
Cafliiu from Bondage will deliuer Cajjim : 
Therein, yee Gods, you make the weake moft ftrong; 
Therein, yee Cods, you Tyrants doe defeat. 
Nor Stonie Tower, nor Walls of beaten Braffc, 
Nor ayre-leffe Dungeon, nor ftrong Linkes of Iron, 
Can be retentiue to the ftrcngth of fpirit : 
But Life being wearie of thefe worldly Barres, 
Neucr lacks power to difmiffe it felfe. 
If I know this, know all the World bclides, 
That part of Tyrannic that I doe beare, 
I can fluke off at pleafure. lluutUr JHli. 

Cu{. So can I i 
So euery Bond-man in his owne hand beares 
The power to cancel I his Captiuitie. 

Cajji. And why fliould Carjar be a Tyrant then ? 
Poore man, I know he would not be a Wolfe, 
But that he fees the Romans are but Sheepe s 
He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes. 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mightie fire. 
Begin it with weake Strawes. What train is Rome ? 
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What Rubbiftt.and what Offall? when it femes 
For the bafe matter, to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cajar. But oh Griefe, 
Where haft thou led me ? I (perhaps ) fpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man : then I know 
My anfwere muft be made. But I am arm'd, 
And dangers arc to me indifferent. 

Cat^. You fpeake to Cu^o, and to fuch a 
That is no Hearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand : 
Be factious for redreffc of all thefe Griefes, 
And I will fct this tout of mine at farre, 
As who goes fartheft. 



Cajji. There's a Bargaine I 
Now know you, Ouka, I haue mou'd already 
certaine of the Nobleft minded Romans 



To vnder-goe, with me, an Enterprise, 
Of Honorable dangerous conference ; 
And I doc know by this, they day for me 
< In Ptmfuyti Porch : for now this fearefull Night, 
j There is no ftirre,or walking in the ftreetes ; 
And the Complexion of the Element 
Is Fauors, like the Worke we haue in hand, 



Guid- Stand dofe a while, for 



Cajji. Tis G**a, I doe know him by his Gate, 
He is a friend. G<i»a, where hafte you fo f 

Cnna. To finde out you : Who's that, Mttellm 
Cymbtr* 

Cajji. No, it is Catka, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftay'd for, Guhm ? 

Cum. I am glad on't. 
What a fearenill Night is this ? 
There's two or three of vs haue fecne ftrange fights. 

Cajji. Am I not ftay'd for ? tell me. 

Crnna. Yes, you are. O Cajjim, 
If you could but winne the Noble Brutm 
To our party 

Cajji. Be you content. Good CWa.take this Paper, 
And looke you lay it in the Pretors Chayre, 
Where 'Brutm may but finde it : and throw this 
In at his Window ; fct this vp with Waxe 
Vpon old Brutm Statue : all this done, 
Repaire to Ptmftyt Porch, where you Hull finde vs. 
Is 'Decim Brutm and Trtbemm there t 

Cima. All, but Mtttllm Cjmi*r,ini hee's gone 
To feeke you at your houfe. Well, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me. 

Cajji. That done,repayre to P empty ti Theater. 

Exit Cinna. 

Come Catka, you and I will yet.ere day, 
See Brutm at his houfe : three parts of him 
Is ours alrcadie, and the man entire 
Vpon the next encounter, yet Ids him ours. 

Cat{. 0,he fits high in all the Peoples hearts : 
And that which would appcarc Offence in vs, 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymie, 
Will change to Vertue,and to Worthineffe. 

Cajji. Him,and his worth,and our great need of him, 
You haue right well conceited : let vs goe, 
For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 
We will awake him, and be fure of him. 
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in bit Orchard. 



Brut. What Lucius, hoc ? 
I cannot, by the progrefle of the Starret, 
Ciue guefTe how neere to day— Lucitu, I fay ? 
I would it were my fault to fleepe fo foundly. 
When Lucitu, when ? awake.I fay: what Lucitu > 
£«ttr Lucitu. 

Luc. Call'd you, my Lord? 

'Brut . Get me a Tapor in my Study, Luc'nu : 
When it i* lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my Lord. Exit. 

Brut. It mull be by hi* death t and for my part, 
1 know no pcrfonall caule, to fpurne at him, 
But for the general). He would be crown'd : 
How that might change hit nature, there'i the queftion? 
It i> the bright day, that bring* forth the Adder, 
And that craucs warie walking : Crowne him that, 
And then I graunt we put a Sting in him, 
That at hit will he may doe danger with. 
Th'abufe of GreatnetTc,it, when it dit-ioynes 
Remorfe from Power : And to fpeake truth of Ofar, 
I haue not knowne.when his Affefliont fway'd 
More then bi» Reafon. But 'tit a common proofc, 
That Lowlynefle ii young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber »pward turnes hit Face I 
But when he once attaines the vpmoft Round, 
He then vnto the Ladder turnes his Backe, 
Lookes in the Clouds, fcorning the bafe degree* 
By which he did alcend ; fo Ctrfar may ; 
Then lead be may,preuent. And (ince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour, for the thing he it, 
Falhion it thus; that what he is. augmented, 
Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities: 
And therefore thinke him at a Serpents egge, 
Which hatch'd, would at his kinde grow mifchieuout : 
And kill him in the fhell. 

Enter LtuilU. 

Luc. The Taper burnetii in your Clofet, Sir : 
Searching the Window for a Flint, 1 found 
Thit Paper, thus feaJ'd »p,and I am fure 
It did not lye there when I went to Bed. 

Giutt him the Letter. 

Brut. Get you to Bed againe,it it not day : 
It not to morrow ( Boy; the firft of March f 

Luc. I know not, .Sir. 

Brut. Looke in the Calender. and bring me word. 

Luc. I will, Sir. Exit. 

Brut. The exhalationa, whining in the ayre, 
Giue fo much light, that I may reade by them. 

Opent the Letter ,and r cadet. 
'Brum thou fieefi'fi ; <m(«, and fit thy filfe : 
Shall Rmu,&c. jg>ea^e,Jtri{e,rtdreffe. 
r Brutui, thou flee f>' ft : avakf. 
Snch inftigationt hatie beene often dropt, 
Where I haue tooke them vp : 
Shall Renu,&c. Thut mult 1 piece it out : 
Shall Rome ftand vnder one mant awe ? What Rome .' 
My Anceflort did from the Itreetet of Rome 
The Tarauin driue, when he wat call'd a King. 
■ •• ' ./>' ■ / rearejje. Am i i 



To fpcake,and ftrike ? O Rome, I make thee promiie, 
If the redreflc will follow, thou receiueft 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutut. 

Enter Luchu. 
Luc. Sir, March it wafted fifteene dayes. 
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Brut. 'Tit good. Go to the Gate,fome body knocks : 
Since Caffiut firft did whet me againft Ofar, 
I haue not dept. 

Betweene the acting of a dreadfull thing, 
And the firft motion, all the Interim it 
Like a Pbantafma,ot a hideous Dreame: 
The Gtum,*i\4 the mortall Inftrumentt 
Are then in counccll ; and the ftate of a man, 
Like to a little Kingdome, fuffer* then 
The nature of an Infurredion. 

Enter Lucitu. 

Luc. Sir,'tis your Brother Caffiut at the Doore, 
Who doth defrre to fee you. 

'Brut. It he alone f 

Luc. No,Sir,there are moe with him. 

Brut. Doe you know them t 

Luc. No, Sir, their Hatt are pluckt about their Earet, 
And halfe their Facet buried in their Cloakn, 
That by no meane* I may difcouer them, 
By any marke of rauour. 

'Brut. Let 'em enter : 
They are the FacTion. O Confpiracie, 
Sham'ft thou to Ihew thy dang'rou* Brow by Night, 
When euills arc molt free T O then, by day 
Where wilt thou finde a Caueme darke enough, 
To matke thy monftrou* Vifagc?Seek none Confpiracie, 
Hide it in Smilcs.and Afrabilitie : 
For if thou path thy natiue femblance on, 
Not Erebut it felfe were dimme enough, 
To hide thee from 



Enter the Coujpiratort, Caffiut, Catty, Dee'mt, 
Cinna, Metellut,and Trebonim. 

Qaff. I thinke we are too bold vpon your Reft : 
Good morrow 'Brutut, doe we trouble you? 

Brut. I haue beene vp this howre,awake all Night : 
Know I thefe men, that come along with you ? 

Caff. Ycs,eucry man of them { and no man here 
But honor* you : and euery one doth wifli, 
You had but that opinion of your felfe, 
Which euery Noble Roman beares of you. 
Thit it Trebonim. 

'Brut. He it welcome hither. 

Caff. Thit. Detiui 'Brutut. 

Brut. He is welcome too. 

Caff. Thia, Gtifct} thit, O**! "<1 *'»•» *M*»U»* 
Cymber. 

Brut. They are all welcome. 
What watchful! Caret doe interpofe themfeluet 
Betwixt your Eyes, and Night? 

Caff. Shall 1 entreat a word ? They xrhiffter. 

Dtcitu. Here lyet the Eaft : doth not the Day break e 
heere ? 

Cat{. No. 

On. O pardon,Sir,it doth ; and yon grey Linet, 
That fret the Cloudt, are MefTenger* of Day. 

Cas{. You (hall contelTc.that you are both deceiu'd : 
rfeere.as I point my Sword, the Sonne arifet, 
Which it a great way growing on the South, 
Weigh- 
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Weighing the youthfull Seaion of the yeare. 
Some two moncths hence, vp higher toward the North 
He firA prefent* hit fire, and the high bur 
Stands 31 the Capitoll, directly heere. 

'Bru. Giue me your hands all ouer,one by one. 

Caf. And let vi fweare our k dotation. 

'Brut. No, not an Oath : if not the Face of i 
The fufferance of oor Soules, the time* Abufe ; 
If thefe be Motiues weake, breake off betimei, 
And euery man hence, to bit idle bed : 
So let high-lighted-Tyranny range on, 
Till each man drop by Lottery. But if thefe 
(As 1 am Aire they do) beare fire enough 
To kindle Cowards, and to fceele with valour 
The melting Spirits of women. Then Countrymen, 
What nrede we any fpurre, but our owne caule, 
To pricke vi to redrelTe ? What other Bond, 
Then fee ret Romans, that haue fpoke the word, 
And will not palter ? And what other Oath, 
Then Honefty to HonefVy ingag'd, 
That this /hall be, or we will fall for it. 
Sweare Pridh and Cowards, and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering Soulcs 
That welcome wrongs : Vnto bad caufes, fweare 
Such Creatures as men doubtj but do not ftaine 
The euen vertue of our Enterpriie, 
Nor th'infuppremue Mettle of our Spirits, 
To thinke, that or our Caufe,or our Performance 
Did neede an Oath. When euery drop of blood 
That euery Roman beares, and Nobly beare* 
Is guilty of a feuerall Ba (far die, 
If he do breake the fmalleft Particle 
Of any promife that hath part from him. 

Caf. But what of Chert? Shall we found him 1 
I thinke he will (land very Arong with v*. 

Cat{. Let rs not leaue him out. 

Cyn. No, by no meanes. 

Metel. O let vt haue him, for hi* Siluer haire* 
Will purchafe vs a good opinion : 
And buy mens voycrt, to commend our deeds : 
It ihall be fayd, his iudgemcnt rul'd our hand*, 
Our youths,»nd wildenelTe.fhall no whit appeate, 
But all be buried in his Grauity. 

'Bru. O name him not ; let vs not breake with him, 
For he will neuer follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Caf. Then leaue him out. 

Catk^. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Deciui. Shall no man elfe be foucht.but onely Co-far ? 

Caf. Dtciut well vrg'd : I thinke it i* not meet, 
Mar Iff Antony, to well bclou'd of Co far, > 
Should out-liue Co-far, we ihall finds of him 
A Jhrew'd Contriuer. And you know, hit mtane* 
If he improue them, may well ftretch fo farre 
As to annoy v* all : which to preuenr, 
Let Antony and Co-far fall together. 

Bru Our coutfe will feeme too bloody, Carta Caftiut, 
To cut the Head off, and then backe the Lirobe*: 
Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterward*: 
For Antony, is but a Limbe of Cafar. 
Let's be Sacrifices, but not Butchers Cairn : 
We all Hand vp againtc the fpirit of Co-far, 
And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood : 
O that we then could come by Q*fart Spirit, 
And not difmember Co-far \ But(alas) 
Co-far muft bleed for it. And gentle Friends, 
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Let's kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully : 
Let's carue him, as a Di(h fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkaffe fit for Hounds: 
And let our Hearts, as fubtle Marten do, 
Stirre vp their Seruants to an a&e of Rage, 
And after feeme to chide 'em. This ihall ; 
Our purpofe NecelTaty,and not Enuious. 
Which fo appearing to the common eye*, 
We (hall be cail'd Purger*, not Murderer*. 
And for Afjr^c^fffwry.thinke not of him : 
For he can do no more then Co-fart Anne, 
When Co-fart head is off. 

Caf. Yet I feare him,' 
For in the ingrafted loue he beare* to Co-fur. 

*Bru. Ala»,good Cafiiui, do not thinke of him : 
If he loue Cafar, all that he can do 
It to himfclfe; take thought,and dye for Cafar, 
And that were much he ihould : for he it giuen 
To fportl, to wildeneffe, and much company. 

'Trtb. There it no feare in him; let him not dye, 
For he will liue, and laugh at thit heereafter. 

Ctetltt firsts. 

'Bru. Peace, count the Clocke. 

Caf. The Clocke hath ftricken three. 

Tret. Tis time to part. 

Caff Bnt it is doubtfull yet, 
Whether Co-far wilt come forth to day, or no : 
For he is Superfluous growne of late, 
Quite from the maine Opinion he held once, 
Of Fantafic, of Dreames, and Ceremonies : 
It may be, thefe apparant Prodigies, 
The vnaccuftom'd Terror of this night, 
And the perfwafion of hi* Augurer*, 
May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 

'Deciui Neuer feare that : If he be fo rcfolu'd, 
I can ore-fway him : For he loue* to heare, 
That Vnicorne* may be betray'd with Tree*, 
And Beares with Glades, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toylet, and men with Flatterer*. 
But, when I tell him, he hate* Flatterer*, 
He (ayes, he doe*} being then moft flattered. 
Let me worke t 

For I can giue his humour the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitoll. 

Caf. Nay, we will all of vs, be there to fetch him. 

Bru. By the eight houre,is that the vttermoft? 

Cm. Be that the vttermoft, and faile not then. 

Mtt, Qa'mt Ligariut doth beare Co-far bard, 
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pomfey ; 
I wonder none of you haue thought of him. 

'Bru. Now good sMtteUut go along by him : 
He louet me well, and I haue giuen him Reafont, 
Send him but hither, and He faihion him. 

Qaf. The morning come* vpon's: 
Wee'l leaue you 'Brutus, 

And Friends difperfe your felues; but all remember 
What you haue faid, and ihew your felues true Roman*. 

Bru. Good Gentlemen, looke frdh and merrily, 
Let not our looke* put on our purpofes, 
But beare it as our Roman Alton do, 
With vntyr'd Spirit*,and formal! i 
And fo good morrow to you euery I 

Manet Brutal. 
Boy : Lutiat : Faft afleepe ? It is no matter, 
Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber : 
Thou haft no Figure*, nor no Fantafies, 

Which 
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Which bufie care drawes, in the braincs of men ; 
Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found. 

Enter Portia, 
for. Brutus, my Lord. 

Bru. Portia: What meane you?wherfore rife you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weakc condition, to the raw cold morning. 

Pvr. Nor for yours neither. Y'hauc vngcntly 
Stole from my bed : and ycfternight at Supper 
You fodainly arofe,and walk'd about, 
Muling, and fighing, with your armes a-crolTe : 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ftar'd vpon me, with vngcntle lookes. 
1 vrg'd you further, then you fcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ftampt with your foote : 
Yet I infiftrd, yet you anfwer'd not, 
But with an angry wafcer of your hand 
due figne for me to leaue you : So 1 did, 
Fearing to ftrcngthcn that impatience 
Which feem'd too much inkindlcd ; and withatl, 
Hoping it was but an eftefl of Humor, 
Which i'omctime hath hi* houre with eucry man. 
It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor flerpe ; 
And could it worke fo much vpon your (hape, 
As it hath much preujyl'd on your Condition, 
I mould not know you Brutus. Deare my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of greefe. 

'Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Per. 'Brutus is wife, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the meanes to come by it. 

Bru. Why fo I do : good Portia go to bed. 

Per. WBrutus ficke> And is it Hhyficall 
To walke vnbraced, and fucke vp the humours 
Ofthedanke Morning? Wii.it, is 'Brutus ficke? 
And will he fteale out of his whollome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night? 
And tempt the Rhewmy.and vnpurged Ayre, 
To adde vnto hit fickne fie ? No my Brutus, 
You haue f'omc ficke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Right and Vcrtue of my place 
I ought to know of: And vpon my knees, 
1 charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowts of Loue, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and nuke vs one, 
That you vnfold to me, your felfc; your balfe 
Why you are heauy : and what men to night 
Haue had refort to you : for heere haue beene 
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their facea 
Euen from darkneffe. 

'Bru. Kneele not gentle Pcrtia. 

Par. I fhould not neeJe, if you wcte gentle 
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell roc Brutus, 
Is it excrpted, 1 mould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you ? Am I your Selfe, 
But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 
To kcepe with you at Mcales, comfort your Bed, 
And talke to you fometimes? Dwell 1 but in the 
Of your good plcal'ute ? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 

"Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As decre to me, as are the ruddy droppes 
That vifit my fad heart. 

Per. If this were true, then fhould I know thisifecret. 
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall, 
A Woman that Lord "Brutus tooke to Wife : 
I graunt I am a Woman; but withall, 
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A Woman well reputed : < :>.-:•. Daughter. 

Thinke you, I am no ftronger then my Sex 

Being fo Father Vl, and fo Husbanded ? 

Tell me your Counfcls, I will not difclofe 'em : 

I haue made flrong proofc of my Conftancie, 

Giuing my felfe a voluntary wound 

Heere, in the Thigh : Can I beare that with patience, 

And not my Husbands Secrets ? 

Bru. O ye Gods ! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. Kneel?. 
Harke,harke,one knockes : Ptrtia go in a while. 
And by and by thy bofome fhall partake 
The fecrets of my Heart. 
All my engagements, I will conftrue to thee, 
All the Chandlery of my fad browes: 
Leaue me with haft. Exit Portia. 

Enter Jjiciui and Ligarius. 
Lucius, who's that knockel. 

Luc. Heere is a ficke man that would fpeak With you. 

Bru. Cams Ligarius, that Mettllu* fpake of. 
Boy,ftand afide. Cuius Ligarius, how? 

Cat. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 

Bru. O what a time haue you chofe out braue Caiut 
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not ficke. 

Cai. I am not ficke, if Brutus haue in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 

Bru. Such an exploit haue I in hand Ligarius, 
Had you a healthfull eare to heare of it. 

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 
I heere d Heard my ficknefie. Soule of Rome, 
Braue Sonne, deriu'd from Honourable 
Thou like an Exorcifi, haft coniur'd vp 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And 1 will ftriue with things impoflible,i 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do ? 

'Bru. A perce of worke, 
That will make ficke men whole. 

Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make ficke? 

Bru. That muft we alio. What it is my 
I fhall vnfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muft be done. 

Cai. Set on your foote, 
And with a heart new-fiVd, I follow you, 
To do I know not what : but it fufficeth 
That 'Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. Follow in 
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Thunder (}* Lightning. 
Enter Iuliut Ceefar in bis sWigbt-gcmne. 

Ctrfar. Nor Heauen, nor Earth, 
Haue beene at peace to night : 
Thrice hath Calpburnia, in her fleepe cryed out, 
Helpe, ho : They murther Ceefar. Who's within ? 
Enter a Seruant. 

Ser. My Lord. 

Ceef. Go bid the Priefh do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefle. 

&r. I will my Lord. Exit 
Enter Calpburnia. 

GiAWhat mean you Cejar* Think you to walk forth > 
You fhall not ftirre out of your houfe to day. 

Of Ctrfar (hall forth; the thing* that threaten'd me, 
Ne're look'd but on my backe : When they fhall fee 
The face of £»r, they are vaniflied. 

Ca.'f,. 
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Calf. Cafar, I neuer flood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me : There it one within, 
Be fide* the thing* that we haue heard and feme, 
Recounts mart horrid fights Irene by the Watch. 
A Lionncfle hath whelped in the ftreets, 
And Granet haue yawn'd, and yeelded vp their dead j 
Fierce fiery Warriours fight rpon the Clouds 
In Rankes and Squadrons, and ri^ht forme of Warre 
Which drixel'd blood vpon the Capitoll: 
The noife of Battel! hurtled in the Ayre : 
Hordes do neigh, and dying men did gTone, 
And Ghofh did fhrieke and fqueale about the ftreets. 

0 Gr/ir, thefe things are beyond all vfe, 
And 1 do feare them. 

Caf. What can be auoyded 
Whofo end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Cafar fhall go forth : for thefe Predictions 
Are to the world in generall, as to Cafar. 

Calf. When Beggers dye, there are no Comets feen, 
The Heauens tbemleiuet blaze forth the death of Princes 

Corf. Cowards dye many times before their 
The valiant neuer taftc of death but once : 
Of all the Wonders that 1 yet haue heard, 
It feemes to me moft ftrange that men fhould fearc, 
Seeing that death, a neceflary end 
Will come, when H will come. 

Enter a Servant. 
What fay the Augurers ? 

Ser. They would not haue you to ftiire forth to day. 
Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They could not finde a heart within the beaft. 

Caf. The Gods do this in flume of Cowardice: 
Co-Jar fhould be a Beaft without a heart 
If he fhould fray at home to day for feare : • 
No Cajar fhall not; Danger knowes full well 
That Cafar is mote dangerous then he. 
We hcjre two Lyons litter' d in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible, 
And Cafar fhall go foorth. 

Cilp Alas my Lord, 
Your wifedome is confum'd in confidence : 
Do not go forth to day : Call it my feare, 
That keepes you in the houfe, and not your owne. 
Wee'l fend tMarl^ Anuny to the Senate houfe, 
And he Anil fay, vou are not well to day : 
Let me vpon my knee.preuaile in this. 

C*f. Mar{ Anttny fhall fay I am not well, 
And for thy humor, I will ft.iy at home. 

Enter Deem*. 
Heere't Deem Uruiui, he fhall tell them fo. 

Deei. Co-far, til haile : Good morrow worthy C*S ar * 

1 come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 

Ca-f. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bcare my greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that 1 will not come to day : 
Cannot, is falfe : and that I dare not, filler : 
I will not come to day, tell them fo Deeim. 

Calf. Say he is ficke. 

Ca-f. Shall Qa-for fend a Lye } 
Haue 1 in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arme fo farre, 
To be afear'd to tell Gray-beards the truth : 
Detitu, go tell them. Qafar will not come. 

'Deri. Moft mighty Co-far, let me know fome eaufe, 
Left I be laught at when 1 tell them fo. 

Ca-f. The caufe is in my Will, I will not come, 
That is enough to fatisric the Sei 
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But for your priuate fatisfaclion, 
Bccaufe I loue you, I will let you know. 
Calfburnta heerc my wife, ftayes me at home : 
She dreampt to night, fhe faw my Statue, 
Which like a fountaine, with an hundred fpoutt 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling,& did bathe their hands in it : 
And thefe does fhe apply, for warnings an 
And euils imminent ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that I will flay at home to day. 

Deci. This Dreame H all amide interpreted, 
It was a vifion, fairc and fortunate : 
Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which fo many fmiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies, that from you great Rome fhall fucke 
Reuiuing blood, and that great men fhall prefle 
For Tincxures,Stainrt,Relique»,and Cognifance. 
This by Catfburnia*i Dreame is fjgnificd. 

Ca-f. And this way haue you well expounded it. 

'Deci. I haue, when you haue heard what I can fay 
And know it now, the Senate haue concluded 
To giue this day, a Crowne to mighty Cafar. 
If you fhall fend them word you will not come, 
Their mindes may change. Ik-lid. -j, it were a 
Apt to be render'd, for fome one to fiy, 
Breake vp the Senate, till another time : 
When Co-fan wife fhall meete with better 
If Co-far hide himfelfe, fhall they not whifper 
Loe Co-far fa affraid } 

Pardon me Co-jar. for my dcere deere loue 
To your proceeding, bids me tell you this: 
And reafon to my loue is liable. 

QafHow foolifh do your fears feemc now Cilfburnia} 
I am afhamed 1 did yeeld to them. 
Giue me my Robe, for I will go. 

Enter •Br ittu!, Ligarm , Mttellui , Caska, Herein- 
n'm, Cyr.na,and Publmt. 
And looke where Publm is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow Cafar, 

Ca-f. Welcome Pub.m. 
What 'Brutta, ire you ftirr'd fo earely too ? 
Good morrow C^i" •' Cam Ligarm, 
Co-far was ne're fo much your enemy, 
As that fame Ague which hath made you leane. 
What i»'t a Clocke ? 

<Br«i. Co-far, "lis ftrucken eight. 

Ca-f. 1 tnanke you for your painet and curtefir. 
Enter Antony. 
See, Antony that Reuels long a-nights 
Is nntwithftanding vp. Good morrow Anteny. 

Ant. So to moft Noble Cafar 

Ca-f. Bid them prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for. 
Now Cynna, now Mttellm : what Trebenha, 
I haue an houre* talke in (lore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day : 
Be neere me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Cafar I will : and fo neere will I be, 
That your bed Friends fhall wifh I had beene further. 

O/.Good Friends 60 in,and fafte fome wine with me 
And we (like Friends) will ftraight way go together. 

Bm. That euery like is not the fame, O Cafar, 
The heart of Brutiu earnes to thinke vpon. 

Enter Arttmidtria. 
Cafar, bexeare of Brum, tai$ beetle of Cafuui ; come not 
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ntvt Caika,haue an eye to Cynna, truft not Trebtniut, mar{e 
null tMetellut Cymbtr, r Deciut Brutui louet tbtt net : 'Thou 
baft vrtng'd Camt Ligarius . There m but cue mtnde in ail 
tbeje men , and it u bent againft Ctefar : If than beeft net Im- 
mortall ,/oo^e about you : Security giuei way te Conjfiiracie . 
The mighty Gndt defend tbte. 

Thy Louer, Artemiderut. 
Hrere will 1 ftand, till C rfar pafTe along, 
And at a Sutor w'll I giue him this: 
My heart laments, that Vertue cannot Hue 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 
If thou reade thit, U Qrfar, thou mayeft Hue; 
If not, the Fatei with Traitor* do contriue. Exit. 
Enter Portia and Ludui. 

Per. I prythce Boy,run to the Senate-houlc, 
Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone. 
Why doeft thou flay ? 

Luc. To know my errand Madam. 

Per. I would haue had thee there and heere agen 
Ere I can tell thee what thou fhould'ft do there : 

0 Conftancie, be flrong vpon my fide, 

Set a huge Mountainc'twcenc my Heart and Tongue : 

1 haue a mam minde, but a womans might : 
How hard it it for women to keepe counfell. 
Art thou heere yet ? 

Luc. Madam, what mould I do? 
Run to the Capitol], and nothing elfe f 
And fo resume to you, and nothing elfe ? 

Per. Y«, bring me word Boy, if thy Lord look well, 
For he went fickly forth : and take good note 
What Carfar doth, what Sutors prtfle to him. 
Hcarke boy, what noyfc is that? 

Luc. I heare none Madam. 

Por. Prythce liften well i 
I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 

Luc. Sooth Madam. I hrarc nothing. 
Enter the Soothfayer. 

Par. Come hither Fellow, which way haft thou bin ? 

Sooth. At mine owne houfe,good Lady. 

Per. What is't a clocke ? 

Sooth. About the ninth houre Lady. 

Per. It Cttfar yet gone to the Capitoll ? 

Soetb. Madam not yet, I go to take my ftand, 
To fee him ruffe on to the Capitoll. 

Per. Thou had fome fuite to Cttj'ar, haft thou not? 

Sootb. That I haue Lady.if it will pleafe Cer/ar 
To be fo good to Cafir, as to heare me : 
I Hull befeech him to befriend himfelfe. 

Por. Why know'ft thou any harme's intended to- 
wards him ? 

Sootb. None that I know will be, 
Much that I feare may chance: 
Good morrow to you : heere the ftreet is narrow : 
The throng that followet Crfartt the heeles, 
Of Senators, of Prattors, common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feeble man (almoft) to death : 
He get me to a place more voyd, and there 
Speake tc great Ctrfar as he comes along. Exit 

for. 1 muft go in : 
Aye me I How weake a thing 
The heart of woman it? O Brutui, 
The Heauens fpeede thee in thine enterprize. 
Sure the Boy heard me : Brutm hath a fuite 
That Co-far will not grant. O, I grow faint : 
Run Lucius, and commend me to my Lord, 



Say I am 
And bring 



; Come to me ag-une, 
word what he doth fay to 



Aftus Tertius. 



Flourilb. 

Enter Co-far, 'Brutui, Cafftui, Ccukjt, Deciut, Mtteilut, Tre- 
bomut , Cynna, Antony, Lepidut , Artimtdarut , Pub ■ 
Hut. and the Soothfayer. 

Cof. The Ides of March are come. 

Sootb. I Qatar, but not gone. 

Art. Haile Co-far : Read this Scedule. 

Dtci. Trebtmim doth defire you to ore-read 
(At your bt ft leyfure) this hit humble fuite. 

Art. O Co-far, reade mine firft : for mine's a fuite 
That-touches Cafar neerer. Read it great Co-far. 

CerJ. What touches vs our fclt'c.fhall be Utt feru'd. 

A>t. Delay not Carfar, read it inftantly. 

Cof. What, it the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirra,giue place. 

Caffi. What,vrge you your Petitions in the ftreet ? 
Come to the Capitoll. 

Pepil. I «• ill your enterprise to day may thriue. 

Caff. What enterprise Pofil/itui 

Pepil. Fare you well. 

'Bru. What faid Popillm Lena ? 

Caffi. He wifht to day our enterprise might thriue : 
I fcarc our purpofe is difcoucred. 

'Bru. Looke how he makes to Cofor: marke him. 

Caff. Cm {a be fodaine.for we feare preuention. 
Brutm what fhall be done? If this be knowne, 
Caffau or Qtrfar neuer ihsll turnc backe, 
For 1 will flay my felfe. 

Bru. Caffui be conftant : 
Popilliui Lena fpeakes not of our purpofes, 
For looke he fmiles, and Co-far doth not change. 

Cajfi. Trtboniut knowes his time : tor look you Brutm 
He drawes Mar^ Antony out of the way. 

Deti. Where is Metellm Cimbtr, let him go, 
And prefently prefcrre his fuite to Cafar . 

Bru. He it addrcft : prefTe neere,and fecond him. 

On. Cat {a, you are the firft that reares your hand. 

Crf. Are we all ready? What is now amifTe, 
That Carfar and his Senate muft redrefle ? 

Mete/. Moft high.moft mighty, and moft puifant Co-far 
Metel/m Cymbtr throwes before toy Seate 
An humble heart. 

Co-f. 1 muft preucnt thee Cymbtr : 
Thefe couchings.and thcte lowly courteGes 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turne pre-Ordinance,and firft Decree! 
Into the lane of Children. Be not fond. 
To thinke that Co-jar beares fuch Rebel) blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth Fooles, 1 meane fweet words, 
Low -crooked -curtfiet. and bafe Spaniell fawning: 
Thy Brother by decree is banifhed : 
If thou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him, 
1 fpurne thee like a Curre out of my way : 
Know, Co-far doth not wrong, nor without caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. 

Mettl.lt there no voyce more worthy then my owne:, 

To 
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To found more fweetly in great Co-fart care, 
j For the repealing of" my banilb'd Brother .' 

Bru. I kiiTe thy hand, but not in Mattery Co-Jar *. 

Defiring thee, that Publim Cymbtr may 

Haue an immediate freedome of repcalc. 
Corf. What Brutm ? 
Caffi. Pardon Cafar : Co-far pardon s 

A» lovre as to thy ruote doth C"}/™" f^U 

To begge infranchifement for tubltm Cymber. 
Cat}. I could be well mou'd, if 1 were as you, 

If I could pray to mooue, Prayer* would mooue me : 

But I am conftant at the Northerne Sun*, 

Of whofe true fiat, and refting quality, 

There is no fellow in the Firmament. 

The Skies are painted with vnnumbred fpirkes, 

They are all Fire, and euery one doth mine : 

But, there's but one in all doth hold his place. 

So, in the World; 'Tis furnilh'd well with Men, 
; And Men are Flcih and Blood, and apprehenfiuc; 

Vet in the number, 1 do know but One 
j That vnaffaylcable holds on his Kanlce, 

Vnftuk'd of Motion : and that I am he, 

Let me a little (hew it, cuen in this : 

That I was conftant Cymbtr mould be banilh'd, 

And conftant do remaine to keepe him fo. 
Qnna. O f»r. 

Co-f. Hence : Wilt thou lift vp Olympus ? 

Decim. Great Co-jar. 

Of Doth not 'Brutus bootlefle kneele ? 

Ca/{. Speake hands for me. 

Tbty flab Co-far. 

Of. Et Tu <Br»ti f Then fall Cafar. Dyts 

Cin. Liberty, Freedome ; Tyranny is dead, 
Run hence, proclaimc, cry it about the Streets. 

Caffi. Some to the common Pulpits,and cry out 
Liberty, Freedome, and Enfranchifemcnt. 

Bra. People and Senators, be not affrighted : 
Fly not, ftand ftill : Ambitions debt is paid. 

Gu{. Go to the Pulpit Brutm. 

Dec. And Cajfim too. 

'Bru. Wheres Publiiu ? 

On. Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand fad together, lcaft fome Friend of Ofart 
Should chance 

Bru. Talke not of ftanding. Publim good checrc, 
There is no harmc intended :o your pcMon, 
Nor to no Roman elfe: fo tell them Publim. 

Caffi. And leaue vs Publiui, leaft that the people 
Rufliing on vs, mould do your Age fome mikhicfe. 

*Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deede, 
But we the Doers. 

Enttr Trebonim. 

Cajji. Where is Antony ? 

Trtb. Fled to his Houfe amaz'd: 
Men, Wiues,and Children, ftare.cry out, and run, 
As it were Doomefday. 

Bru. Fates,we will know your pleafures : 
That we Dull dye we know, 'tis but the time 
And drawing dayes out, that men ftand vpon. 

Cat^. Why he that cuts off twenty yeares of life, 
Cuts off fo many yeares of fearing death. 

'Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit : 
So are we OJart Friends, that haue abridg'd 
His time of fearing death. St nope Romans, ftoope, 
And let vs bathe our hands in Ofan blood 
Vp to the Elbowes, and befmeare our Swords: 
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> Then walke we forth, cuen to the Market place, 
And wauing our red Weapons o're our heads, 
Let's all cry Peace, Freedome, and Liberty. 

Caffi. Stoop then, and waft. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be aQcd ouer, 
In State vnborne, and Accents yet vnknowne? 

'Bm. How many times mail Ofar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pcmptyet Bafis lye along, 
No worthier then the duft ? 

Caffi. So oft as that Hull be, 
So often mall the knot of vs be call'd, 
The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 

'Dec. What, (hall we forth? 

Caffi. I, euery man away. 
Brutm (full leade, and we will grace his heeles 
I With the moft boldeft,and beft hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Seruant. 

Bru. Soft,who comes heere? A friend of Anton'ui. 

Ser. Thus 'Brutm did my Mafter bid me kneele; 
Thus did .\fjr{ tAnttny bid me fall downe, 
And being prottrate, thus he bad me fay : 
Brutm is Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ; 
Co-far was Mighty, Bold, Royal), and Louing : 
Say, I loue Brutm, and I honour him { 
Say, I fear'd Cafar, honour'd him, and lou'd him. 
If Brum will vouchfafe, that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be relblu'd 
How Cafar hath deferu'd to lye in death, 
Mart\ Antony, (hall not loue Cafar dead 
So well as 'Brutm liuing ; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Affayres of Noble Brutm, ■ 
Thorough the hazards of this vntrod State, 
With all true Faith. So fayes my Mafter Antony. 

Bru. Thy Mafter is a Wife and Valiant Romane, 
I ncucr thought him worfe : 
Tell him, fo pleafe him come vnto this place 
He (hall be fatisfied : and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch'd. 

Ser. He fetch him prefently. Exit Seruant. 

'Bru. 1 know that we (hall haue him well to Friend. 

Qaffi. I with we may : But yet haue I a minde 
That feares him much :and my mifgiuing ftill 
Fallcs fhrewdly to the purpofe. 

Enttr Antony. 

Bru. But heere comes Antony : 
Welcome Mai ^ Ar.teny. 

Ant. O mighty &r<ar _' Deft thou lye fo lowe? 
Are all thy Conquefts,Clories,Triumphes,Spoiles, 
Shrunke to this little Meafurc? Fare ihee well. 
I know not Gentlemen what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke : 
If I my felfe, there is no houre (b fit 
As Co-jar 1 deaths houre ; nor no Inftrumcnt 
Of halfe that worth, as thofe your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of all this World. 
I do befeech yee, if you beare me hard, 
Now, wb.il' ft your purpled hands do reeke and fmoake, 
Fulfill your pleafure. Liue a thoufand yecres, 
I (hall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye. 
No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death, 
As heere by Co-far, and by you cut off, 
The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

'Bru. O Antony J Begge not your death of vs : 
Though now we muft appeare bloody and cruel), 
As by our hands, and this our prcfent Adte 
You fee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 

And 
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And this, the bleeding bufinefte they haue dore: 
Our hearts you fee not, they are pittifull : 
And pitty to the general! wrong of Rome, 

I At fire driuei out fire, fo pitty, pitty 
Hath done this deed on Catjar. For your part, 
To you, our Sword* haue leaden point* Marty Annny : 
Our Armet in ftrength of malice, and our Heart* 
Of Brother* temper, do receiue you in, 
With all kinde loue, good thought*, and reuerence. 

Coffi Your voyce ftull be at (trung a* any man*, 
In the difpofing of new Dignities. 

Bru. Onely be patient, rill we haue appea*'d 
The Multitude, bcfide themfelues with feate, 
And then, we will deliuer you the caufe, 
Why I, that did loue Carfar when I ftrooke him, 
Haue thu* proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your Wiledome : 

I Let each man render me hi* bloody hand. 

\ Flrft cMarcw Bruttu will I make with you ; 

j Next Cairn Cajjmt do I take your hand ; 

i Now Dtcim Brutui yours; now your* Mtullut\ 
Yours Cmna; and my valiant Cattyi, yours; 

; Though laft, not leaft in loue, yours good Trtbcmu , 

I Gentlemen all : Alas, what ihall I fay, 
My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground, 
That one of two bad wayes you null conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 
That I did loue thee Carfar, O 'tis true : 
If then thy Spirit looke vpon vs now, 
Shall it not greeue thee deerer then thy death, 
To fee thy Antony making hi* peace, 
Shaking the bloody finger* of thy Foe*? 
Molt Noble, in the prefence of thy Coarfe, 

i Had I as many eyes, as thou had wounds, 
Weeping as fad as they ftreame forth thy blood, 
It would become me better, then to clofe 
In tearmes of Friendship with thine enemies. 
Pardon me Iu/im, heerc wa*'t thou bay'd braue Hart, 
Heere did'ft thou fall, and heere thy Hunter* ftand 
Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimfon'd in thy Lethee. 
O World ! thou waft the Forrcft to thi* Hart, 
And thi* indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deere, ftroken by many Princes, 
Doft thou heere lye ? 
Cajp. Mar^ Antony. 
A»t. Pardon me Caitu CaJJtui : 
The Enemie* of 0/*r,fliall fay this: 
Then, in a Friend, it i* cold Modeflie. 

Cajji. I blame you not for praifing Cerfar fo, 
But what compact meane you to haue with vs ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our Friends, 

i Or (hall we on, and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore 1 tooke your hands, but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point, by looking downe on Ca-jar. 

j Friends am I with you all, and loue you all, 
Vpon this hope, that you 4hall giue me Reafons, 
Why, and wherein, Of Jar was dangerous. 

Brv. Or elfe were this a fauage Spectacle : 
Our Reafons are fo full of good regard, 
That were you Antony, the Sonne of O/ar, 
You mould be fatisfied. 

Ant. That', all I feeke, 
And am moreouer futor, that I may 
Produce his body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit as become* a Friend, 
Speake in the Order of hi* Funerall. 



Ifrir. You Ihall Marty Antony. 

Cajfi. 'Brutm , a word with you ; 
You know not what you do; Do not confent 
That Antony fpeake in his Funeral): 
Know you now much the people may be mou'd 
By that which he will vtter. 

Bru. By your pardon : 
I will my felfe into the Pulpit firft, 
And mew the rcalbn of our Car/art death. 
What Starry ftull fpeake, I will proteft 
He fpeakes by leaue,and by permiftion: 
And that we are contented Carjar mail 
Haue all true Rites.and lawfoil Ceremonie*, 
It mail aduantage more, then do vs wrong. 

Cajji, I know not what may fall, I like it not. 

Bru. tMarl^ ^Antony, heere take you Carjart body : 
You mall not in your Funerall fpeech blame vs, 
But fpeake all good you can deuife of Carfar, 
And lay you doo't by our permtiiion .* 
Etfe Ihall you not haue any hand at all 
About hi* Funerall. And you Ihall fpeake 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my fpeech i* ended. 

Ant. Be it fo : 
I do defire no more. 

Bra. Prepare the body then, and follow vs\ Exeunt. 
Manet Antony. 
O pardon me, thou bleeding peece of Earth : 
That I am meeke and gentle with thefe Butcher*. 
Thou art the Ruine* of the Nobleft man 
That euer liued in the Tide of Time*. 
Woe to the hand that ihcd thi* coftly Blood. 
Oucr thy wound*, now do I Prophefie, 
(Which like dumbe mouthe* do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and vtterance of my Tongue) 
A Curfe mail light vpon the limbrt of men j 
DomeAicke Fury, and fierce CiuilljArife, 
Shall cumber all the part* of Italy t 
Blood and deftruQion fliill be lb in vfe, 
And dreadfull Obiefls fo familiar, 
That Mothers ftull but fmile.when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the hands of Warre: 
All pitty choak'd with cuftome of fell deeds, 
And Co-fan Spirit ranging for Reuenge, 
With Ate by his fide.come hot from Hell, 
Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarkes voyce, 
Cry hauoeke, and let Hip the Doggc* ofWarre, 
That thi* foule decdc, Ihall fmell aboue the earth 
With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall. 

Enter Ofiaun't Seruant. 
You ferue Oftauuu Oefar, do you not? 

Srr. I do Marty A' tony. 

Ant. C*S ar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Ser. He did receiue hi* Letter*, and is comming, 

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth 

O Ceejov ! 

Ant. Thy heart i* bigge : get thee a-part and weepe : | 
Pafsion I fee is catching from mine eyes, 
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow ftand in thine, 
Began to water* Is thy Mailer comming ? 

Ser. He lies to night within feueti Leagues of Rome. 

Ant. Poft backe with fpeede, 
And tell him what hath chanc'd : 
Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of fafety for O&auim yet, 
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a-while, 
Thou 1 
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Thou (halt not backe, till 1 haoe borne this courfe 
Into the Market place: There (hall I try 
In my Oration, how the People take 
The cruell iflue of thefe bloody men, 
According to the which, thou lhalt difcourfe 
To yong Oaauim, of the f 
Lend me your " 



F.xrunt 



Brutm and gut into tbt Pulpit 'and Cnjji- 
Mi, with tbt Plrhtiant. 



Pit. We will be fatiified : let r» be fatisfied 

*Bru. Then follow me, and giue me 
Cajjhu go you into the other ftreete, 
And part the Numbers : 

Thofe that will heare me fpeake, let 'em ftay heere; 
Thofe that will follow Oiffnu, go with him, 
And publike Reafont mall be rendred 
Of Crrfari death. 

i .Pit, 1 will heare Brutus fpeake. 

2. I will heare CjJ/im,ind compare their Reafoni, 
When feuerally we heare them rendred. 

3. The Noble Brutm is afcended: Silence. 
'Bru. Be patient till the lait. 

Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, heare mee for my 
caufe, and be filent, that you may heare. Beleeuc me for 
mine Honor, and haue refpeQ to mine Honor, that you 
may beleeue. Cenfure me in your Wifedom, and awake 
your Senfes, that you may the better ludge. If there bee 
any in this Aflembly, any deere Friend of Carfnrt, to him 
I fay, that Brutm loue to Qrfar, was no lefle then his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why 'Brutm role againft O- 
Jar, this is my anfwer : Not that 1 lou'd drfar lefTe, but 
that 1 lou'd Rome more. Had you rather Offer were li- 
uing, and dye all 51aues ; then that O/jr were dead, to 
Hue all Free-men ' A* Ctefar lou'd mee, I weepe for him ; 
as he was Fortunate, I reioyce at it ; as he was Valiant, I 
honour him : But, as he was Ambitious, I flew him .There 
is Teares, for his Loue : Ioy, for his Fortune : Honor, for 
his Valour : and Death, for his Ambition. Who is heere 
fo bafe, that would be a Bondman r If any,fpeak,for him 
haue I offended. Who is heere fo rude, that would not 
be a Roman? If any,fpeak, for him haue I offended. Who 
is heere fo vile, that will not loue his Countrey? If any, 
fpeake, for him haue I offended. I paufe for a Reply. 
tAII. None Btuiiu, none. 

Brutal. Then none haue I offended. I haue done no 
more to C*far,thtn you (hall do to 'Brutm. The Qiitfti- 
on of his death, is inroll'd in the Capitol! : his Glory not 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en- 
fore'd, for which he fuffered death. 



<&far{ Antony, with Crtfan body. 



Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Mai w Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, mall receiue the be- 
nefit of his dying, a place in the Comonwealth, as which 
of you Hull not. With this I depart, that as I flewe my 
beft Louer for the good of Rome, 1 haue the fame Dag- 
ger for my felle.when it mail pleafe my Country to need 
my death. 

All. Liue 'Brutus, line, liue. 

1. Bring him with Triumph home vnto his houfe. 
1. Giue him a Statue with his Anceftors. 

3. Let him be Ctfar. 

4. Cfjtin better psrts, 



Shall be Crown 'd in Brutm. 

1. Wee'l bring him to his Houfe, 
With Showts and Clamors. 

Brm. My Country-men. 

a. Peace, filence, Brutm 

I. Peace ho. 

"Bru. Good Countrymen, let 
And (for my fake)ftay heere with Antony; 
Do grace to Or fan Corpes,and grace his Speech 
Tending to Car/art Glories, which Markf Antony 
(By our permiilion) is allow'd to make. 
I do intreatyou,nota man depart, 

Saue I alone, t ill Antony haue fpoke. Exit 
1 Stay ho , and let vs heare Marl^ Antony. 

3 Let him go vp into the publike Chaire, 
Wee'l heare him ; Noble Antony go vp. 

Ant. For 'Brutm fake, I am beholding to you. 

4 What does he fay of Brutm 7 

3 He fayes, for Brutm fake 

He findes himfrlfe beholding to vs all. ' 

4 Twere beft he fpeake no harme of Brutm heere ? 
1 This Ctrjar was a Tyrant. 

3 Nay that's certaine 1 
We are bleft that Rome is rid of him. 

* Peace, let vs heare what ./fa/wry can fay. 

Ant. You gentle Romans. 

All. Peace hoe, let vs heare him. 

y&.Friends , Romans, Countrymen, lend me your ears: 
I come to bury Qmjar, not to praife him 1 
The euill that men do, liues after them, 
The good is oft enterred with their bones, 
So let it be with drfar. The Noble 'Brutm, 
Hath told you drfar was Ambitious: 
If it were fo, it was a greeuous Fault, 
And grrcuoufly hath Corfar anfwer'd it. 
Heere, vnder leaue of Brutus, uni the reft 
(For Brutui is an Honourable man, 
So are they all; all Honourable men; 
Come I to fpeake in Ofari Funerall. 
He was my Friend, nuthfoll,and iuft to me ; 
But Brutui fives, He was Ambitious, 
And 'Brutui is an Honourable man. 
He hath brought many Captiues home to Rome, 
Whofe Ranfomcs, did the generall Coffers fill t 
Did this in drfar feeme Ambitious ? 
When that the poore haue cry'de, Ctrfar hath wept : 
Ambition fttould be made of fterner ftuffe, 
Yet 'Brutui fayes, he was Ambitious t 
And 'Brutui is an Honourable man. 
You all did fee, that on the Luftrcall, 
I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crowne, 
Which he did thrice refofe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet 'Brutui fayes, he was Ambitious : 
And Aire he is an Honourable man. 
I fpeake not to difprooue what 'Brutui fpoke, 
But heere 1 am, to fpeake what 1 do know ; 
You all did loue him once, not without caufe, 
What caufe with-holds you then, to mourne for him ? 
O Iudgement ! thou are fled to brutiftt Beads, 
And Men haue loft their Reafon. Beare with me, 
My heart is in the Coffin there with drfar, 
And I muft paw tc, till it come backe tome. 

1 Me thinkes there is much reafon in his fayings. 

a If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
drfar ha's had great wrong. (his place. 

3 Ha's hee Mafters ? I feare there will a worfe come in 
I I 4 Marke 



Digitized by Google 



122 



The Tragedie of 'Julius C<xfar. 



4. Mark'd ye hit words? he would not take y Crown, 
Therefore '(it certaine,he was not Ambitious., 

1 . If it be (bund fo, Tome will deere abide it. 

2. Poore foolc, his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

3. There's not a Nobler man in Rome then Antony. 

4. Now marke him, he begins againe to fpeake. 
Ant. But yeAcrday, the word of Co-far might 1 

Hauc flood againft the World : Now lies he there, 
And none fo poore to do him reuerence. 

0 Maifters ! If 1 were difpos'd to ftirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 

1 would do Urittut wrong, and djjm wrong : 
Who (you all know) are Honourable men. 

1 will not do them wrong : 1 rather choofe 

To wrong the dead, to wrong my felfe and you, 

Then I will wrong fuch Honourable men. 

But heerc'sa Parchment, with the Seale ofCorfar, 

I found it in his ClcfTet, 'tis his Will : 

Let but the Commons heare this Teltamcnt : 

("Which pardon me) I do not meane to reade, 

And they would go and kilTe dead Co-fan wounds, 

And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood ; 

Yea, begge a haire of him for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Willcs, 

Bequeathing it as a rich Legacie 

Vnto their iffue. 

4 Wee l heare the Will, reade it Mar^t Antony. 

Alt. The Will, the Will; we will here Ojon Will. 

Ant. Haue patience gentle Friends, 1 muft not read it. 
It is not meete you know how Co-far lou'd you : 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 
And being men, hearing the Will of Co-far, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad ; 
'Tis good you know not that you are his Heires, 
For if you thou Id, O what would come of it? 

4 Read the Will,wce'l heare it Antony: 
You (hall reade vs the Will, Co-fan Will. 

An. Will you be Patient? Will you flay a-while ? 
I haue o'rcftiot my felfe to tell you of it, 
1 feare 1 wrong the Honourable men, 
Whofe Daggers haue ftabb'd Co-far : I do feare it. 
4 They were Traitors : Honourable men ? 

All. The Will.the Teftament. 

a They were VilUinct,Murdcrcrs:the Will, read the 
Will. 

Ant. You will compel! me then to read the Will t 
Then make a Ring about the Corpcs of Co-far, 
And let me ihrw you him that made the Will : 
Shall I defcend? And will you giue me leauc / 

All. Come downe. 

3 Defcend. 

3 You ihall haue leauc. 

4 A Ring, ftand round. 

1 Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 

2 Roome for Antony, moft Noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay preffe not fo vpon me, ftand farrr off. 
All. Stand backe: roomc.bcare backe. 
Ant. If you hauc teaies .prepare to fticd them 

You all do know this Mantle, 1 remember 
The firft time euer Cottar put it on, 
'Twas on a Summeis turning in his Tent, 
That day he ouercame the Ntruy. 
Lookc.in this place ran Caffm Dagger through : 
See what a rent the enuious Gulp made : 
Through this, the wel-beluucd Urutm ftabb'd, 
And as he pluck'd his curfed Steele away : 



ee l dy with 
(you vp 



Marke how the blood of Co far followed it, 
As ruining out of doorcs, to be refolu'd 
If Brutut fo vnkindely knock'd,or no : 
For < Brutm,u you know,was Co-Jart Angel. 
Iudge,0 you Gods,how dcerely Co-far lou'd him: 
This was the moft vnkindeft cut of all. 
For when the Noble Co-far faw him ftab, 
Ingratitude, more ftrong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquifli'd him -.then burit his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, muffling vp his face, 
Euen at the Bafe of Pomftyti Statue 
(Which all the while ran blood)great Co-far fell. 
O what a fall was there.my Countrymen? 
Then I,and you,and all of vs fell downe, 
Whil'ft bloody Treafon flourifli'd ouer v». 

0 now you weepe, and I perceiue you fcele 
The dint of pitty : The fc are gracious droppes. 
Kinde Soulrs,what weepe you, when you but behold 
Our Co-fart Veflure wounded ? Looke you heere, 
Heere is Himfclfc.marr'd as you fee with Traitors. 

1. O pitteous fpc&acle ! 

2. O Noble Co-far ! 

3. O wofull day ! 

4. O Traitors, Villaines ! 
1. O moft bloody fight! 
a. We will be reueng'd : Reuenge 

About, feeke, burne, fire, kill, flay, 
Let not a Traitor iiue. 
Ant. Stay Country-men. 

1. Peace there, heare the Noble Antony, 

2. Wee'l heare him,wee'l follow him, 
him. 

Ant. Good Friends, fweet Friends, let me not ftirre 
To fuch a fodaine Flo-»d of Mutiny : 
They that haue done this Deede,are honourable. 
What priuate greefes they haue, alas I know not, 
That made them do it : They are Wile, and Honourable, 
And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you. 

1 come not (FriendsJ to ftcale away your hearts, 
I am no Orator, as "Brutm is ; 

But (as you know me all) a plaine blunt man 

That loue my Friend, and that they know full well, 

That gaue me publike leaue to lpeake of himt 

For 1 haue neyther writ nor words, nor worth, 

Aclion, nor Vtterancc, nor the power of Speech, 

To ftirre mens Blood. I onely fpeake right on : 

I tell you that. which you your felues do know. 

Shew you fweet Co-fan wounds, poor poor dum mouths 

And bid them fpeake for me : But were 1 Bruitu, 

And -Bru:us Antony, there were an Antony 

Would ruffle vp your Spirits^nd put a Tongue 

In eucry Wound of Co-far, that ihould moue 

The ftones of Rome, to rife and Mutiny. 

*All. Wee'l Mutiny. 

I Wee'l burne the houfe of Brutut. 

3 Away then, come,feekc the Confpirator*. 

Ant. Yet heare me Countrymen , yet heare me fpeake 

Ail. Peace hoe, heare Antony, v., 1* Noble Antony. 

Ant. Why Friends, you go to do you know not what: 
Wherein hath Carfar thus deferu'd your loues? 
Alas you know not, I muft tell you then : 
You haue forgot the Will I told you of. 

All. Moft true, the Will, let's ftay and heare the Wil. 

Ant. Heere is the Will, and vnder Co-fan Scale: 
To euery Roman Cltiien he giue*, 
To eucry feucrall man,feuenty fiue Drachmae*. 

2. PI,. 
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a PU. Mo ft Noble Gr/ar ,vtet'l reuenge hi* death. 

3 PU. O Royal I Gt(ar. 

Ant. Heare me with patience. 

All. Peace hoe 

Ant. Moreouer, he hath left you all hit Walkei, 
Hit priuate Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, 
On thil fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 
And to your heyret for euer : common plcafures 
To walke abroad, and recreate your felues. 
Heere wat a Gefan when come* fuch another? 

1 , PU. Never, neuer : come, a way , a way : 
Wee'l burne hit body in the holy place, 
And with the Brandt lire the Traitors houfe*. 
Take vp the body* 

2. Pit. Go fetch fire. 

yPU. Plucke downe Benches. 

+.PU. Plucke downe Formes, Windowet,any thing. 

Exit Plibtiant. 

Ant. Now let it worke : Mifcheefe thou art a-foot, 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt. 
How now Fellow i 

Enttr Servant. 

Str. Sir. O&M&M it already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where it hee f 

Str. He and Lepidtu are at Ca-fart houfe. 

Ant. And thither will I ftraight.to vifit him t 
He comet vpon a wilh. Fortune it merry. 
And in thi* mood will giue yt any thing. 

Str. I heard him lay, Brutus and Cajfw 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike they had fome notice of the people 
How I had moued them. Bring me to Oclauitu. Exeunt 

Enttr C'mna the Pott.and after bim the PUbttanu 

Gnna. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with Cat/or , 
And thing* vnluckily charge my Fantafie : 
I haue no will to wander foorth of doores, 
Yet fomething lead* me foorth. 

1. What it your name? 

a. Whether are you going ? 

3. Where do you dwell T 

4. Are you a married man, or a Batchellor? 
a. Anfwer euery man directly. 

I. ],and breefely. 
4. I, and wifely. 

3. I, and truly, you were be ft. 

Cn. What it my name/ Whether am I going? Where 
do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a Batchellour ? Then 
to anfwer euery man, directly and breefely, wifely and 
truly : wifely 1 fay, 1 am a Batchellor. 

a That** as much at to fay, they are foolet that mar- 
rie : you'l beare me a bang for that I feare : proccede di- 
rectly. 

Gnna. Directly I am going to Cafart FuneraJl. 

1. At a Friend, or an Enemy ? 

Gnna. At a friend. 

a. That matter it anfwered directly. 

4. For your dwelling : breefely. 
Gnna. Breefely,! dwell by the Capitoll. 

3. Your name fir, truly. 
Gnna. Truly, my name i* Gnna. 

J. Teare him to peeces, hee'l a Confpirator. 
Gnna. I am Gnna the Poet, I am Gnna the Poet. 

4. Teare him for hit bad vcrfet, teare him for hit bad 
Verfet. 
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Cn. I am not Gnna the Confpirator. 

4. It it no matter, hit name'* Gnna, plucke but hi* 
name out of hi* heart, and turne him going. 

3. Teare him, tear him; Come Brandt hoe, Firebrands: 
to 'Brum, to Gijjtnt, burne all. Some to 'Deem Houfe, 
and fome to Guka't; fome to Ligarim : Away, go. 

Exeunt all lit PUbtiant. 



Attus Quartus. 



Enter Antony ,0t7aviul , and LtpidtU. 

Ant.Thek many then Ihall die, their names are prickt 

Ofla.YouT Brother too muft dye:confcnt you Lepidut ? 

Lef. I do confent. 

Ofia. Pricke him downe Antony. 

Lef. Ypon condition Publiut mail not Hue, 
Who i* your Sifters fonne, Marly Antony. 

Ant. He Ihall not Hue; looke, with a fpot I dam him. 
But Lefidm, go you to Gr/art houfe : 
Fetch the Will hither.and we (hall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in Legacies. 

Lep. What? fhall I finde you hcere ? 

Oaa. Or heere, or at the Capitoll. Exit Lepidtu 

Ant. Thi* it a (light vnmentable man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands : it it fit 
The three-fold World diuided, he fliould ftand. 
One of the three to llure it f 

O&a. So you thought him, 
And tooke hi* voyce who ftiould be prickt to dye 
In our blacke Sentence and Profcription. 

Ant. Otlauitu, I haue feene mote daye* then you, 
And though we lay thrfe Honour* on thi* man, 
To eafe our felue* of diucrs fland'rous loadt, 
He Ihall but beare them, as the Alle beares Gold, 
To gToane and fwet voder the Bufincffe, 
Either led or driuen.a* we point the way: 
And hauing brought our Treafure, where we will, 
Then take we downe hi* Load, .m l turne him off 
(Like to the empty AlTe)to lhake hi* eare*, 
And graae in Common*. 

Ofla. You may do your will : 
But hee't a tried, and valiant Souldier. 

Ant. So it my Hurfe Oilamtu, and for that 
I do appoint him ftore of Prouender. 
It i* a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To winde, to ftop, to run directly on : 
Hi* corporall Motion, gouern'd by my Spirit, 
And in fume tafte, i* Lepidtu but fo : 
He muft be taught, and train'd,and bid go forth : 
A barren fpirited Fellow; one that feed* 
On Obiectt, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of vfe.and ftal'de by other 1 
Begin his falhion. Do not talke of him, 
But as a property : and now OBauim, 
Liften great things. Bmtui and Gtjfiut 
Are leuying Power*; We muft ftraight 1 
Therefore let our Alliance be cum bin 'd, 
Our be ft Friends made, our meanes ftretcht, 
And let v* prefently go fit in Councell, 
How couert matter* may be beft difclos'd, 
And open Peril* fureft anfwered. 

Ocla. Let v» do fo : for we are at the ftake, 

11a ' And 
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And bayed about with many Enemies, 

And fome that fmile haue in their heart* I feare 

Millions ofMifcheefes. 



Exeunt 



•Bruttu, Luci/tius, and tbe Army. TttiniM 



Stand ho. 
Lucil. G'lae the word ho, and Stand. 
Rru. What now Laciilim, is Cajfut neere T 
Lucil. He is at hand, and Pindarut \* come 
To do you falutation from his Mafter. 

Uru. He greets me well. Your Mailer Pindarut 
In his owne change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath giuen me fome worthy caufe to wilh 
Thing* done, vndone : But if he be at hand 
I (hall be fatisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt 
But that my Noble Mafter will appeare 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 

Bra. He is not doubted. A word Laciilim 
How he receiu'd you : let me be refolu'd. 

Lucil. With courtefie.and with 
But not with fuch familiar i 
Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference 
As he hath va'd of old. 

Bm. Thou haft defcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling : Euer note ImcUHw, 
When Loue begins to ficken and decay 
It vfetb an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no trickes, in plaine and iimple Faith : 
But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand, 

" i of their Mettle : 

Leu Mjreb xtittin. 
But when they mould endure the bloody Spurre, 
They fall their Crefh.and like deceitfull lades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on ? 

Lucit.Tbey mesne this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater part, the Horfe in general! 
Are come with Coffirn. 

Enter Coffin and Ink Pmn. 
'Bra. Hearke,be is arriu'd ! 
March gently on to meete him. 
Coffi. Stand ho. 

Bra. Stand ho, fpeake the won! along. 
Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand. 

Coffi. Moft Noble Brother.you haue done me wrong. 

Bra. Iudge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not fo, how (hould I wrong a Brother. 

Ctf,. l Hruiut t this fober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 

'Brat. Coffin, be content, 
Speake your greefes foftly, I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our Armies heere 
(Which (hould perceiue nothing but Loue from vs.) 
Let »s not wrangle. Bid them moue away : 
Then in my Tent Caffius enlarge your Greefes, 
And I will giue you Audience. 

Coffi. Pindarut, 
Bid our Commanders leade their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 

'Bra. Lucillim, do you the like, and let no man 
Come to our Tent, rill we haue done our Conference. 
Let Lucius and Tttinitn guard our doore. 



Coffi. That you haue wrong' J me, doth appear in this: 
You haue condemned, and noted Lariat Ptlla 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my Letters, praying on his fide, 
Becaufc I knew the man" was (lighted off. 

'Bm. Yoo wrong'd your felfe to write in fuch a cafe. 

Coffi In fuch a rime as this, it is not meet 
That euery nice offence (hould beare his Comment. 

Bra. Let me tell you Coffiui, you your felfe 
Are much condemn'd to hate an itching Palme, 
To fell.and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Vndeferuers. 

Coffi. I, an itching Palme > 
You know that you are "Bratat that fpeakes this, 
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were el(e your laft. 

"Bra. The name of Coffiut Honors this corruption, 
And Chaftkement doth therefore hide his head. 

Coffi. Chafticement? 

'Bra. Remember March, the Ides of March 
Did not great Ialiut bleede for Iuftice fake ? 
What Villaine touch'd his body, that did ftab, 
And not for Iuftice ? What? Shall one of V h 
That ftrucke the Formoft man of all this World, 
But for fupporting Robbers : (hall we now. 
Contaminate oar fingers, with bafe Bribes ' 
And fell the mighty fpace of our large Honors 
For fo much train, a j may be grafped thus? 
I had rather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone, 
Then fuch a Roman. 

Coffi. Bratut, baite not me, 
He not indure it : you forget your felfe 
To hedge me in. I am a Souldier, I, 
Older in practice, Abler then your felfe 
To make Conditions. 

'Bra. Go too : you are not Coffin. 

Coffi. I am. 

'Bra. I fay, you are not. 

Coffi. Vrge me no more, I (hall forget my felfe : 
Haue minde vpon your health : Tempt me no farther. 
Bra. Away (light man. 
Co If- I*'t poffible ? 
'Bra. Heare me, for I will fpeake. 
Muft I giue way, and roome to your raft) Choller? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman (tares -' 

Coffi. O ye Gods, ye Gods, Muft 1 endure all this? 
Bra. All this? I more : Fret till your proud hart break. 
Go (hew your Slaues how Chollericke you are, 
And make your Bondmen tremble. Muft 1 bouge t 
Muft I obferue you ? Muft I (land and crouch 
Vnder your Teftie Humour ? By the Gods, 
You (hall digeft the Venom of your Spleene 
Though it do Split you. For, from this day forth. 
He Tfe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Wafpifti. 
Coffi. Is it come to this ? 
'Bra. You fay, you are a betteT Souldier : 
Let it appeare fo; make your vaunting true, 
And it (hall pleafe me well. For mine owne part, 
I (hall be 'glad to learne of Noble men. 

Caff. You wrong me euery way : 
You wrong me Bratut : 
I (aide, an Elder Souldier, not a Better. 
Did I fay Better ? 

Bra. If you did, I care not. (me. 
Caff. When Cmjar liu*d,he durft not thus haue mouM 
durft not fo haue tempted him. 

C"(T 
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C<#. I dorft not. 
Bru. No. 

Caffi. What? durft not tempt him ? 

Jm. For your life you durft not. 

Cajji. Do not prrfume too much vpon my Loue, 
I may do that I lhall be furry for. 

•H'-a. You haue done that you ihould be forry for. 
There if no terror Cajjtut in your threats : 
For I am Arm'd fo ftrong in Honefty, 
That they pafle by me, as the idle winde, 
Which I refpec"l not. I did fend to you 
For certaine fummes of Gold, which you deny'd me, 
For I can raife no money by vile meanes : 
By Heauen, I had rather Coine my Heart, 
And drop my blood for Drachmaes, then to wring 
From the hard hands of Peaxants, their vile tram 
By any indirection. 1 did fend 
To you for Cold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny'd me : was that done like Cajfiut ? 
Should I haue anfwer'd Cahu Cajfim fo ? 
When Marrut Brutux growes fo Couetous, 
To locke fuch Rafcall Counters from his Friends, 
Be ready Gods with all your Thunder -bolts, 
Daflj him to pccccs. 

Cajfi. I deny'd you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Caffi. I did not. He was but a Foole 
That brought my anfwer back.\cW«i hath riu'd my hart: 
A Friend mould beare his Friends infirmities} 
But Brutus makes mine greater then they are. 

'Bru. I do not, till you practice them on me. 

Cijfs. You loue me not. 

'Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Qajfi. A friendly eye could neuer fee fuch faults. 

Bru. A Flatterers would not, though they do appeare 
As huge as high Olympus. 

Caffi. Come A-.t and yong 0<.'7oiuiiicomc,t 
Rcuenge your felues alone on Cajfius, 
For Cajfius is a- weary of the World : 
Hated by one he loues, brau'd by his Brother, 
Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obferu'd, 
Set in a Notc-bookc, learn 'd,and con'd by roate 
To caft into my Teeth. O I could weepe 
My Spirit from mine eyes. There is my Dagger, 
And heere my naked Breaft : Within ,a Heart 
Deerer then P/uto't Mine, Richer then Gold: 
If that tbou bce'ft a Roman, take it foortb. 
I that deny'd thee Cold, will giue my Heart : 
Strike as thou did'ft at C*far : For 1 know, 
When thou did'ft hate him worfl, y loued'ft him better 
Then euer thou loued'ft Cajfius. 

'Bru. Sheath your Dagger : 
Be angry when you will, it lhall haue fcope : 
Do what you will, Di (honor, Dull be Humour. 
O Cajfsus, you are yoaJted with a Lam he 
That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 
Who much inrbrced, ftewes a haftie Sparke, 
And frraitc is cold agen. 

Cajji. Hath Gr^i liu'd 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his 'Brutus, 
When greefe and blood ill ttmper'd, vexcth him ? 

'Bru. When 1 fpoke that, I was ill remper'd too.t 

Caffi. Do you confeflir fo much? Giue me your hand. 

'Bru. And my heart too. 

Caffi. O'Brututl 

Bru. What's the matter ? 
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Caffi. Haue not you loue enough to beare with me, 
When that raft humour which my Mother gaue ma 
Makes me forgetful!. 

Bru. Yes Cafsius , and from henceforth 
When you are ouer-earneit with your Brutus, 
Hee'l think* your Mother chides, and leaueyou fo. 

Enter g Put. 

Poet. Let me go in to fee the Generals, 
There is fomc grudge betweeoe 'em, 'tis not meete 
They be alone. 

Ludl. You mail not come to them. 

Put. Nothing but death lhall tay roe. 

Caf. How now? What's the matter f 

Poet. For Ihame you Generals; what do you roeanc? 
Loue,and be Friends, as two fuch men mould bee, 
For I haue feene more yecres Pme fure then yee. 
Caf. Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime? 

'Bru. Get you hence firra : Sawcy FclIow,hence. 

Caf. Beare with him 2?r«f«j,'tu bis falhion. 

Brut. lie know his humor, when he knowes his time : 
What mould the Warres do with thefit Figging Feoles f 
Com pa nion , hence. 

Caf. Away, away be gone. Exit Put 

Bru. Lutillius and Tuin'mt bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to night. 

Caf. And come your felues, & briog Meffala with you 
Immediately to vs. 

'Bru. Lucius,* bowle ofWine. 

Caf. I did not thinke you could haue bin fo angry. 

*Bru. O Cafft*i,l am ficke of many greefet. 

Caf. Of your Philofophy you make no vfe, 
If you giue place to accidental! cuius. 

Bru. No man beares for row belter. Portia is dead. 

Caf. HtfPortial 

'Bru. She is dead. 

Caf. How fcap'd I killing .when I croft you fo ? 

0 infupportable, and touching lofle ! 
Vpon what ficknefle? 

'Bru. Impatient of my abfence, 
And greefe, that yong Otfauiut with Mar\ Antony ' 
Haue made thcmfelues fo ftrong : For with her death 
That tydings came. With this fte fell diftraa, 
And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow'd fire. 

Caf. Anddy'dfo? 

*Bru. Euen 10. 

Caf. O ye immortall Gods ! 

EiUr'Boy with Vine, and Tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more of henGiue me a bowl of wine, 
In this I bury all vnkindnefle Cafiiut. DriuJtet 

Caf My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge. 
Fill Lsteius, till the Wine ore-fwell the Cup t 

1 cannot drinke too much o( 'Brutus loue. 

Enter Tttiuim and Meffala. 

'Brutus. Come in Tuium : 
Welcome good *Meffa!a: 
Now (it we dofe about this Taper heere, 
And call in queftion our neccflities. 

Caff. Tortia, art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more I pray you. 
Mejfala, I haue heere receiued Letters, 
That yong Oflavmt, and Mar\e Antony 
Come downe vpon vs with a mighty power, 
Bending their Expedition toward Pbil.ffi. 

11 3 Miff. 
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Miff. My felfe haue Letter* of the felfe-frme Tenure. 
Bru. With what Addition. 

Mff. That by profcription.and billei of Outline, 
i Oftauiut, ytnttny, and Lrpidul, 
\ Hauc put to death, an hundred Senators. 

Bru. Therein our Letters do not well agree : 
Mine fpeake of fcuenty Senators, that dy'de 
By their proscriptions, Cutro being one. 
Caff. Cicert one ? 

Mfffa.Cictre is dead, and by that order of profcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No Mtffala. 

Miffa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing Mtffala. 
Mtffa. That me rhinkes is ftrange. 
Bru. Whyaskeyou? 
Heare you ought of her, in yours? 
Mtffa. No my Lord. 

'Bru. Now as you are a Roman tell me true. 

tMtffa. Then like a Roman, bea e the truth I tell. 
For crrtaine (he is dead, and by ftrange manner. 

'Bru. Why farewell Portia: We mull die Mtffala : 
With meditating that (he mull dye once, 
1 haue the patience to endure it now. 

sAftffa. Euen fo great men, great lodes (hold indure. 

Caff. I haue as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not beare it fo. 

Bru. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinke 
Of marching to Pbilippi prefcntly. 

Caff. 1 do not thinke it good. 

Bru. Vour reafon ? 

Caff. This it is: 
Tu better that the Enemie feeke vs, 
So (hall he wafte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himfelfe offence, whil'ft we lying (till, 
Arc full of reft, defence, and nimblenefle. 

'Bru Good reafons muft of force giue place to better : 
The people 'twixt Pbilifrfri, and this ground 
Do (land but in a fore'd affecYion : 
For they hauc grug'd vs Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them (hall make a fuller number vp, 
Come on re/reftit, new added, and encourag'd : 
From which aduantage (hill we cut htm off. 
If at PbiRfpi we do face him there, 
Thefe people at our backe. 

Caffi. Heare me good Brother. 

"Bru. Vnder your pardon. You muft note befide, 
That we haue tride the vtmoft of our Friends: 
Our Legions arc brim full, out caufe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreafeth euery day, 
We at the height, are readie to decline. 
There is a Tide in the arTayrcs of men, 
Which taken at the Flood, leades on to Fortune: 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life, 
Is bound in Shallowes,and in Mifrries. 
On fuch a full Sea are we now a -float, 
And we muft take the current when it femes. 
Or loofe our Ventures. 

Caff. Then with your will go on : wee'l along 
Our (clues, and meet them at Philippi. 

'Bru. The deepe of night is crept vpon out talke, 
And Nature muft obey Neceffitie, 
Which we will niggard with a little reft : 
There is no more to fay. 

Caff. No more, good night, 



Early to morrow will we rife, and hence. 

Enttr Lue'm. 

Bru. Lue'nu my Gowne: farewell good Mtffala, 
Good night Tttiniut : Noble.Noble Caffrnt, 
Good night, and good repofe. 

Caff. O my deere Brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the night: 
Neuer come fuch diuifion ' twecne our foules : 
Let it not Brum. 

Enttr Luthu with the Gsmnt. 

'Brn. Euery thing is well. 

Caff. Cood night my Lord. 

'Bru. Good night good Brother. 

Tit. Mtffa. Good night Lord Brurus. 

'Bru. -Farwell euery one. E**unt. 
Giue me the Gowne. Where is thy lnftrument ? 

Luc. Heere in the Tent. 

'Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily? 
Poore knaue I blame thee not, thou art ore-watch'd. 
Call Claudit, and fome other of my men, 
lie haue them fleepc on Cufhions in my Tent. 

Luc. I 'arm i, 2nd Claudia. 

Enttr Varrui and Claudia. 

Var. Cals my Lord ? 

'Bru. I pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe, 
It may be I (hall raife you by and by 
On bufinefle to my Brother Caffrnt. 

Var. So pleafe you, we will (land, 
And watch your plealure. 

Bru. I will it not haue it fo : Lye downe good fin, 
It may be 1 (hall otherwife bethinke me. 
Looke Luciut, heere's the booke I fought for fo : 
I put it in the pocket of my Gowne. 

Luc. I was fure your Lordfhip did<not giue it me. 

Bru. Beare with me good Boy, I am much forge tfull. 
I Can ft thou hold vp thy heauie eyes a-while, 
• And touch thy lnftrument a ftraine or two. 

Luc. I my Lord, an't pleafe you. 

'Bru. It does my Boy : 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty Sir. 

'Brut. I (hould not vrge thy duty paft thy might, 
I know yong bloods looke for a time of reft. 

Luc. I haue flept my Lord already. 

'Bru. It was well done.and thou (halt fleepe againc: 
I will not hold thee long. If 1 do hue, 
I will be good to thee. 

Mujic\e, and a Seng. 
This is a fleepy Tune : O Murd'rous Humbler f 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace vpon my Boy, 
That playes thee Muiicke ?Gentle knaue good nigftt : 
i I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee: 
If thou do'ft nod, thou break'ft thy lnftrument. 
He take it from thee, and (good Boy) good night. 
Let me fee, let me Ire, is not the Leafe tum'd downe 
Where I left reading / Heere it is I thinke. 

Enter tbt Gbefl of Cttfar. 
How ill this Taper burnes. Ha ! Who cornea heere ? 
I thinke it is the weakenefTe of mine eyes 
That fhapes this monftrous Apparition. 
It comes vpon me : Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou fome God, fome Angell, or fomcDiueU, 
That mak'ft my blood cold, and my haire to flare t 
Speake to me, what thou art. 

Gbcft. Thy euill Spirit Brutut » 

Bru. Why coro'ft thou » 
Gbcff 
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Cbejl. To tell thee thou (halt fee me at Pbilippi. 
Brat. Well : then I flu 11 fee thee againe f 
Gbcft. I, at Pbtlitfi. 

Brut. Why 1 will fee thee at Pbiliffi then: 
Now I haue taken heart, thou ▼anifheft. 
Ill Spirit, I would hold more talke with thee. 
Boy, Lucim .firm , Claudia , Sir* : Awake : 

On*. 

The firing* my Lord, are falfe. 
Bru. He thinke* he ftM is at hit Inftrument. 
L»Kh& t awake. 
Luc. My Lord. 

'Bru. Did'ft thou dreame Luem, that thou fo cryedft 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

"Bru. Ye* that thou did'ft : Did'ft thou fee any thing? 

Luc. Nothing my Lord. 

Bru. Sleepe againe Lattm\ Sirra Claudia, Fellow, 
Thou: Awake. 
Var. My Lord. 
Ci.ru. My Lord. 

'Bru. Why did you fo cry out fin.in your fleepe ? 
Beth. Did we my Lord ? 
Bru. I : faw you any thing? 
y*r. No my Lord, 1 (aw nothing. 
Cia*. Nor I my Lord. 

'Bru. Co, and commend me to my Brother Cajjim : 
Bid him fet on hi* Powrc* betimes be/ore, 
And we will follow. 

Both. It mall be done my Lord. 



Attus Quintus. 



Euter Offauim,Anteny,and their Army. 

Offa. Now Antony, our hope* are anfwered , 
You faid the Enemy would not come downe, 
But keepe the Hille*and vpper Regions: 
It proues not fo : their battailes are at hand, 
They meane to warne ys at Pbiliffi heere : 
Anfwering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut I am in their bofomes,and I know 
Wherefore they do it : They could be content 
To vifit other places, and come downe 
With fearefull brauery: thinking by this face 
To fallen in our thoughts that they haue Courage ; 
But 'tis not fo. 

Enter a Mejjenger. 
Mtf. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant (hew: 
Their bloody figne of Battel! it hung out, 
And fomething to be done immediately. 

Vpon the lefthan'd ofthe euen Field. * ' 

Offa. Vpon the right hand I, keepe thou the left. 

Am. Why do you crofTe me in this exigent. 

0.1s. I do not crofTe you : but 1 will do fo. March. 

Drum. Emir Brutm , Cajpm,& thtir Army. 
Bru. They Hand, and would haue parley. 
Qajji. Stand raft Tuinim, we mull out and talke. 
Ofla. Mar\ Anteny, (hall we giue figne of Battaile ? 
Ami. No Gr/«r,we will anfwer on their Charge. 
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Make forth, the Generals would haue (bote word*. 

Off. Stirre not vntill the Signall. 

Bru. Words before blowes J it it fo Countrymen? 

Offa. Not that we loue worda better, as you do. 

Bru.Goad word* arc better then bad frrokes Offauim . 

An.ln your bad ftrokes 'Brutm, you giue 
Witnefle the hole you made in Car/art heart, 
Crying long liue, Haile Cetjar. 

^ajfi. unntcny, 
The pofture of your blowes are yet mknowne 
But for your words, they rob the Hthla Beet, 
And leaue them Hony-leffe. 

Ant. Not ftinglcffe too. 

'Bru. O ye*, and foundlefTe too : 
For you haue ftolne their bulling Antony, 
And very wifely threat before you fling. 

Ant . Villains : you did not fo, when your 
Hackt one another in the fide* of Orjar .- 
You fhew'd your teethe* like Apes, 
And fawn'd like Hounds, 

And bow'd like Bondmen, killing Co-fan feere ; 
Whil'ft damned CM", Bk* a Curre, behinde 
Strooke Cajar on the necke. O you Flatterer*. 

Cajji. Flatterers? Now 'Brum thanke your felfe, 
This tongue had not offended fo to day, 
1/ Cajjim might haue rul'd. 

Offa. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make v* fwet, 
The proofe of it will turne to redder drops : 
Looke, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators, 
When thinke you that the Sword goes vp againe ? 
Neuer till Crjan three and thirtie wound* 
Be well aueng'd; or till another Carjar 
Haue added (laughter to the Sword of Traitors. 

'Brut. Carjar, thou canft not dye by Traitors hands, 
Vnlcfle thou bring'ft them with thee. 

Off j. So I hope: 
I wa» not borne to dye on 'Brutm Sword. 

Bru. O if thou wer't the Nobleft of thy Straine, 
Yong-man, thou could'ft not dye more honourable. 

Cajji. A peeoifh School-boy, worthies of fuch Honor 
loyn'd with a Masker.and a Reueller. 

Ant. Old Cajjim ftill. 

Offa. Come tAntany : away: 
Defiance Traitors, hurle we in your teeth. 
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field ; 
If not, when you haue ftoraacke*. 

Exit Offauim , Anttay , and Army 

Cajji. Why now blow winde, fwell Billow, 
And lwimme Barke : 
The Storme i* vp, and all is on the hazard . 

'Bru. Ho LutilHm, hearke, a word with you. 

LueiUim and Mejfala fiend ftrth. 

Luc. My Lord. 
Cajft Mijjala. 

Mtjja. What faye* my Gen trail ? 

Cajji. <afefala,tha is my Birth-day t as this »ery day 
Was Cajjim borne. Giue me thy hand Meffaia : 
Be thou my witnefle, that againft my will 
(A* Pmmfey was) am I compell'd to fet 
Vpon one Battell all our Liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurm ftrong, 
And hi* Opinion : Now 1 change ray minde, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Comming from Sard*, on our former En figne 
Two mighty Eaglesfell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldier* hand*, 

w ho 
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Who to Pbihppi heere conforted vs : 
This Morning are they fled away.and gone, 
And in their ftccds,do Rauens,Crowes,aod Kite* 
Fly ore our headland downward looke on vs 
At we were rickety prey ; their ftiadowcs fee me 
A Canopy moft fatall, vnder which 
Oar Army liet, ready to giue vp the Choft. 
*3>ftffa. Bcleeue not fo. 
Caffi. I but bcleeue it partly, 
For I am frelh of fpirir,and refolu'd 
To meete all perils, very conftantly. 
Bru. Euen fo Lucilliut, 
Qaffi. Now moft Noble Uruxut, 
The Gods to day (land friendly, that we may 
Louers in peace, leade on our J jyes to age. 
But fince the aftayres of men reft* ft ill incertaine, 
Let's reafon with the worft that may befall. 
If we do lofe this Battaile, then is this 



The very laft time we Dull fpeake together : 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru. Euen by the rule of that Philofopby, 



By which I did blame f° r the death 
Which he did giue himfclfc, I know not 
But I do finde it Cowardly, and vile, 
For re a re of what might fall, fo to preuent 
The time of life, arming my felfc with patience, 
To ftay the proujdence of fame high Powers, 
That gouerne vt below, 

Caffi. Then, if we loofc this Battaile, 
You are contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ftrects of Rome. 

Bru. No Caffiut,noi 
Thinke not thou Noble Romane, 
That euer Brutut will go bound to Rome, , 
He beares too great a minde. But this fame day 
Muft end that worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we Dull meete againe, I know not : 
Therefore our euerlafting farewell take: 
For euer, and for euer, farewell Caffius, 
If we do meete againe, why we fliall fmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Caffi. For euer, and for euer, farewell Brutus : 
If we do meete againe, wee'l fmile indeede , 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then leade on. O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes buuncfte, ere it come : 
But it fufficetb, that the day will end, 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho.away. 



Brum and Mtffali. 

'Bru. Ride, ride Mtjfala, ride and giue thefe Billes 
Vnto the Legions, on the other fide. 

Lewd Alarum. 
Let them fet on at once i for I perceiue 
But cold demeanor in Oftauio't wing : 
And fodaine pufti giues them the ouerthrow : 
Ride, ride Mtjfala, let tbem all come downe. Exrunt 



AJarumt. 



Enter Caffiut and Tit in int. 



Caffi. O looke Titiniut, looke, the Villaines flye : 
My (elre haue to mineowne turn'd Enemy: 
This Enfigne heere of mine was turning backe, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 

Titin. O Cjffiui, Brum gaue the worJ too early, 



Who hauing Tone aduantage on Oflauhtt, 
Tooke it too eagerly : bis Soldiers fell to fpoyle, 
Whil'ft we by Antony are all inclos'd. 

Enttr Pindarut. 

Pind. Fly further ofT my Lord : flye further ofF, 
Mar^ Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 
Flye therefore Noble Caffiut, flye farre off. 

Caffi. This Hill is farre enough. Looke,look Titinim 
Are thofe my Tents where I perceiue the fire ? 

Tit. They are, my Lord. 

Caffi. Titinim, it thou I. weft me, 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres in him, 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopcs 
And heere againe, that I may reft aflur'd 
Whether yond Troopei.are Friend or Enemy. 

Tit. I will be heere againe, euen with a thought.farrV. 

Caffi. Go Pindarut, get higher on that hill, 
My fight was euer thicke : regard Titinitu, 
And tell me what thou not'ft about the Field. 
This day I breathed firft. Time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there (hall I end, 
My life is run hiscompafle. Sitra, what newes ? 

Pind. %Aln*t. O my Lord. 

Caffi. What newes ? 

Pind. Tttiniut is endofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spurre, 
Yet he fpurres on. Now they are almoft on him : 
Now Tttiniut. Now fome light : O be lights too. 
Hee's tane. Sb±»t. 
And hearke, they Ihout for ioy. 

Caffi. Come downe, behold no more I 
O Coward that I am, to liue fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend tane before my face. 

Enttr Pindarut. 
Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take thee Prifoner, 
And then I fwore thee, fauing of thy life, 
That whatfoeuer I did bid thee do, 

Thou Ihould'ft attempt it. Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now be a Free-man, and with this good Swoid 
That ran through Co-jars bowels, fearch this bofotne. 
Stand not to anfwer: Heere, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is coucr'd,as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword Co-jar, thou art reueng'd, 

Euen with the Sword that kill'd thee. 

Pin. So, I am free, 
Yet would not fo haue beene 
Durft I haue done my will.O Caffiut, 
Farre from this Country Pindarut fliall run, 
Where ncuer Roman /hall take note of him. 



Enter Tttiniut and Mtffala. 

Mtffit. It is but change, Tttiniut : for OBauiut 
Is ouerthrowne by Noble Brutus power, 
As Caffiut Legions arc by Antony. 

Titin. Thefe tydlngs will well comfort Caffiut. 

M'ffa. Where did you leaue him. 

Tttxn. All difconfolate, 
With Pindarut his Bondman, on this Hill. 

MtJJa. Is not that he that lyes vpon the ground ' 

Titin. He lies not like the Liuing. O my heart ! 

Mtffit. Is not that hee ? 

Titin. No, this was he Mtffala, 
But Caffius is no more. O letting Sunne : 
As in thy red Riyes thou doeft finke to night j 
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So in hi> red blood Cajsius day is fct. 
The Sunne of Rome n let. Our day ii gone, 
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
Miftruft of my fucceflc hath done this deed. 

Mtffa. Miftruft of good fucceffe hath done this deed. 

0 hatcfull Error, Melancholies Childe : 

Why do'ft thou fliew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O Error foone conceyu'd, 
Thou neucr com'ft vnto a happy b . r*h, 
But kil'ft the Mother that engendred thee. 

Tit. What Pindartu* Where art thou Pindanssf 
M>jJ"a. Seelce him Tirinitu , wh'M I go to meet 
The Noble Bruius, thrufting this report 
Into his cares; 1 may fay thiufting it : 
For piercing Steele, and Darts inuenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the caret oi'Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight. 

Tit. Hve you Meffala, 
And I will fecke for Pindamt the while I 
Why did'ft thou fend me forth brauc Cajsius * 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
Put on my Browes this wreath of Viftorie, 
And bid me giue it thee? Did'ft thou not heare their 
Alas, thou haft mifconfhued euery thing. (fliowta? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy Brutus bid me giue it thee, and 1 
Will do his bidding. 'Brutus, come apace, 
And fee how 1 regsrded Cuius Cajsius : 
By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part, 
Come Cajsius Sword, and findc Titinius hart. Dies 

Alarum. Enttr 'Brutus, Meffala, yong Cato, 
Strata, Vilumnius , and Lucillius. 
Bru. Where, where Mrjfala, doth his body lye? 
Mtffa. Loe yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
'Bru. Tttinius fjee is vpward. 
Caw. He is fiaine. 

Bru. O lufiut Co-far, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turncs our Swords 
In our owne proper Entrailcs. Ltw Alarums. 

Cats. Braue Titinius, 
Loo Ice where he haue nut crown'd dead Cajsius. 

Bru. Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefc ? 
The laft of all the Romans, far thee well : 
It is impoffible, that euer Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends I owe mo tearcs 
To this dead man, then you ftiall fee me pay. 

1 (hall finde time, Cajsius : 1 mall finde time. 
Come therefore, and to Tbarjus fend his body, 
His Funerals flull not be in our Campe, 
Leaft it difcomfort ts. Luei/iius come, 

And come yong Cato, let vs to the Field, 

Labia and Flauio fet our Battailes on : 

Tis three a clocke, and Romans yet ere night, 

We (hall try Fortune in a fecond fight. Extunt. 

Alarum. Enttr Brutus, Mtffa/a, Cata, Lucillius, 
and F/auiut. 

'Bru. Yet Country-men yet, hold rp your heads. 
Cata. What Baftard doth riot? Who will go with me? 
1 will proclaime my name about the Field. 
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cata, hoe. 
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Countries Friend. 
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cum, hoe. 

Enter Sauldiers .and jiget. 
And T am 'Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I, 
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Brutus my Countries Friend : Know me for Brutus. 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cata, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titinius, 
And may'ft be honour'd, being Csfo's Sonne. 

Sc/d. Yeeld, or thou dyeft. 

Luc. Onely I yeeld to dye : 
There isfo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight ; 
Kill 'Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 

&ld. We muft not : a Noble Prifoner. 

Enter tAntany. 

l.Seld. Roome hoe : tell Antany, Brutus is tane. 

1 .Said. He tell thee newes. He err comes the Generall, 
Brutus is tane, Bruius is tane my Lord. 

Ait. Where is hee ? 

Luc. Safe A'tany, Brutus is fafe enough : 
I date afliire thee, that no Enemy 
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brutus : 
The Gods defend him from lb great a flume, 
When you do finde him, or aliue, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himfelfo. 

Ant. This is not 'Brutus friend, but I allure you, 
A prise no le«Te in worth ; keepe this msn fafe, 
Giue him all kindneiTe. I had rather haue 
Such men my Friends, then Enemies. Go on, 
And fee where Brutus be aliue or dead. 
And bring vs word, vnto O&auius Tent : 
How euery thing is chane'd. Extant. 

Enter 'Brutus, Dardanhu, Clitsu, Strata, 
and Volumniw. 
'Brut. Come poore remaincs of friends, reft on this 
Rocke. 

C/ir. Statillisu fhew'd the Torch-light, but my Lord 
He came not backe: he is or tane, or fiaine. 

'Brut. Sit thee downe, Clitsu : flaying is the word, 
It is 1 deed in fafliion. Hcarke thee, Clitsu. 

Qit. What I, my Lord ? No, not for all the World. 

Brut. Peace then, no words. 

Clit. He rather kill my felfe. 

Brut. Hearke thee, Dardaniui . 

Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed? 

Clit. O Dardanius. 

Dard. O Clttm. 

Clit. What ill requeft did 'Brutus make to thee ? 

Dard. To kill him.C''""- - looke he meditates. 

Oit. Now is that Noble VeiTell foil of griefe, 
That it runnes ouer euen at his eyes. 

Brut. Come hither,good Valumniut ,Yi& a word. 

Datum. What fayes my Lord ? 

^Br»r. Why this, y»lumnm : 
The Ghoft of Orjar hath appear'd to me 
Two feuerall times by Night : at Sardis.once ; 
And this laft Night, here in Philippi fields: 
I know my houre is come. 

l r alum. Not fo, my Lord. 

Brut. Nay, I am fure it is, I'dummus. 
Thou feeft the World, Valuwnim, how it goes, 
Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit : Lev Alarums. 
It is more worthy, to leape in our feluet, 
Then tarry till they puflj vs. Good f'Jumriut, 
Thou know'ft,that we two went to Schoole together: 
Euen for that our loue of old, I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileft I runne on it. 

Pol. That's not an Office for a friend, my Lord. 

Alarum Bill. 

Oil. Fly, 
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Cly. Fly, flye my Lord, there it no tarrying heere. 

Uru. Firewell to you, and you, ind you Vtlumnm, 
Strato, thou haft bin all thii while aflcepc : 
Farewell to thee, to Strato, Countrymen : 
My heart doth ioy, that yet in all my life, 
I found no man, but he was true to me. 
i I lhall haue glory by this looting day 
More then OQauim, and Marine tAntcny, 
By this vile Conqueft (halt attaine vnto. 
So fare you well at once, for Brum tongue 
Hath almoft ended his liues Hiftory : 
Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would reft, 
That haue but Ubour'd, to attaine this houre. 



Cry within, Flje,fiyt,fiyt. 
Cly. Fly my Lord, flye. 
Bru. Hence : I will follow : 
I prythee Strata, ftay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpecl : 
Thy life hath had Tome fmatcb of Honor in it, 
Hold then my Sword, and turne away thy face, ) 
While I do run vpon it. Wilt thou Strato ? 

Stra. Giue me your hand firft. Fare you wel my Lord. 

Bru. Farewell good Strata. C*-jar, now be Mill, 

I Itill'd not thee with halfe fo good a will. Dyn. 



Enttr Antony, OSIauiui, MtJJfala, 
Lucilliu4,and tbt Army. 
it that? 



Matters man. Strato, where is thy Matter ? 



tMtffa. M, Mil 

Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in Mtjala, 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him : 
For Brum onely ouercame himfclfc, 
And no man clfe hath Honor by hi* death. 

Lut'iU So Brum ihould be found. 1 thank thee 
That thou haft prou'd Lutill'm faying true, 

Ofta. All that feni'd 'Brum,l will entertaine 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me? 

Stra. I, if Mtffala wilt preferre me to you. 

OH a. Do fo , good Meffala. 

zMtffa. How dyed my Mafter Strato} 

Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 

Mijfa. Oftauiw, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft feruice to my Mafter. 

Ant. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all : 
All the Confpirators faue onely hee, 
Did that they did, in cnuy of great Cefar: 
He, onely in a generall honeft thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand vp, 
And fay to all the world; This was a man. 

0;la. According to his Vertue, let vs vfe him 
Withal! RefpeQ.and Rites of Buriall. 
Within my Tent his bones to night ftull ly, 
Moft like a Souldier ordered Honourably : 
So call the Field to reft, and let's away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. 



FINIS. 
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THE TR AGE DIE OF 

MACBETH. 



nASlus ^Primus. Sccena Trima. 




I Hen Dull we three meet againe? 
InThunder,Lightning,orinRaine ? 

l. When the Hurley-burley's done, 
When the Battiile's loft, and wonne. 
3. That will be ere the fet of Sonne. 
1. Where the place? 
a. Vpon the Heath. 
3. There to meet with Maebttb. 
I. I come, Gray-Mal^in. 

All. PaJee( calls anon : raire il fbule, and route is faire, 
Houer through the fogge and filthie ay re. Extant. 



Scena Secunda. 



within. Enttr King cMalesmt, Dtnal- 
atttnda»t,,i 



King. What bloody man is that ? he c; 
As feemeth by his plight, of the Reuolt 
The neweft ftate. 

Mai. This is the Serieant, 
Who like a good and hardic Souldier fought 
'Gainft my Captiuitie : Haile braue friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the Broyle, 
As thou didft leaue it. 

Cap. Doubtfull it flood, 
As two fpent Swimmers, that doe cling together, 
And choake their Art t The mercilefle Matdtnrmald 
(Worth ie to be a Rebel), for to that 
The multiplying Villanics of Nature 
Doe fwarmc vpon him) from the Wefterne '. 
Of Kernes and Gallowgroflcs is lupply'd, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry imiling, 
Shew'd like a Rebells Whore : but all's too v 
For braue Maebttb (well hee deferues that Name) 
Difdayning Fortune, with hit brandi&t Steele, 
Which fmoak'd with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) caru'd out his paflagc, 
Till hee fae'd the Slaue 1 

Which neu'r fhooke hands, nor bad farwell to him, 
Till he vnfeam'd him from the Naue toth' Chops, 
And nVd bis Head vpon our f 
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King. O valiant Coufin, worthy Gentleman. 

Cap. As whence the Sunne 'gins his reflection, 
Shipwracking Stormcs, and direfull Thunders : 
So from that Spring, whence, comfort fecoi'd to . 
Difcomfort fwells: Marke King of Scotland, 1 
No fooner luftice bad, with Valour arm'd, 
Compell'd thefe skipping Kernes to truft their hcclcs, 
But the Norweyan Lord, furucying vanuge, 
With furbuftit Armes, and new fupplyes of men, 
Began a frefh a (Fault. 

King. Difmay'd not this) our Ca plaints, Maebttb and 
Hanqueb } 

Cap, Yes, as Sparrowes, Eagles ; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon : 
If I (ay (ooth, I mult report they were 
As Cannons ouer-charg'd with double Cracks, 
So they doubly redoubled ftroakes vpon the Foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds, 
Or memoriae another Colgctba, 
I cannot tell : but 1 am taint, 
My Gafhes cry for helpe. 

King. So well thy words become thre, as thy 
They froaek of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons. 

Enter Reft and Angm. 
Who comes here? 

Mai. The worthy Tbant of Rofle. 

Lenox. What a hafte lookes through his eyes? 
So (hould he looke, that feemes to fpeake things ftrange 

Rsft. God laue the King. 

King. Whence cam'ft thou, worthy Tbant T 

RjJJe. From Fiffe, great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie, 
And fanne our people cold. 
Nurvay himfclfe, with terrible numbers, 
Aflifted by that mod difloyall Traytor, 
The Tbant of Cawdor, began a dilmall Conflict, 
Till that TUltona't Bridegroome, lapt in proofe, 
Confronted him with felfc-comparifont, m 
PiJnt againft Point, rebellious Arme 'gainft Arme, 
Curbing his lauift fpirit : and to conclude, 
The Vidorie fell on vs. 

King. Great happineffe. 

Reft. That now, Sumo, the Norwayes King, 
Craues compofition : 

Nor would we dcigne him buriall of his men, 
Till he disburfed, at Saint Qtlmn yncb, 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our generall vfe. 

King. No 

__ _ _ _ 
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King. No more that Tbane of Cawdor ihill dcceiue 
Our Bofome intereft : Goe pronounce hit prefent death, 
And with hi* former Title greet Matbttb. 

RoJJe. He fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft, Noble Macbetb hath wonne. 



Seen a Tertia . 



Tbunder. Enter the tbrtt Vitcbei. 

I. Where haft thou beene,Sifter ? 
1. Killing Swine. 
3. Sifter, where thou ? 

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuo in her Lappe, 
And mouncht,* mouncht,and mouncht : 

Giue me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee, Witch, the rompe-fed Ronyon cryes. 
Her Husband's to Aleppo gonc.Mafter o'th Tiger: 
But in a Syue He thither fayle, 
And like a Rat without a tayle, 
He doe, He doc, and He doe. 

2. He giue thee a Winde. 
1. Th'art kindc. 

3. And I another. 

1. I my felfe haue all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know, 
I'th' Ship-mans Card. 
He dreyne him drie as Hay: 
Sleepe ftiall neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Pent-houfe Lid : 
He ftiall Hue a man forbid 1 
Wearie Seu'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine : 
Though his Barke cannot be loft, 
Yet it ft>all be Tempeft-toft. 
Looke what I haue. 

». Shew me, ASew me. 

I. Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt.as homeward he did come. Drumwitbim. 

3. A Drumme, a Drum me : 
Macbttb doth come. 

All. The weyward Sifters, hand in hand, 
Pollers of the Sea and Land, 
Thus doe goe, about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice agiine,to make vp nine. 
Peace, the Charmc's wound *p. 

Enter Macbttb and Banjuo. 

Mack* So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. 

'Banauc. How far re is't call'd to Soria? What are thefe, 
So wither'd, and fo wilde in their attyre, 
That looke not like th'Jnhabitants o'th'Earth, 
And yet are on't ' Liue you, or are you aught 
That man may qucftion ? you feeme to vnderftand me, 
By each at once her choppie finger laying 
Vpon her skinnie Lipi: you fliould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete 
That you are fo. 



Mae. Speake if you can : what are you ? 

1. All haile Macbttb,hi\\c to thee Tbane of Glamis. 

3. All haile Macbttb, haile to thee Tbane of Cawdor. 

3. All haile Maebttb t thu Quit be King hereafter. 

'Bona. Good Sir, why doe you Hart, and fceme to feare 
Things that doe found fo faire ' i'th'name of truth 
Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye fhcw r My Noble Partner 
You greet with prefent Grace, and great prediction 
Of Noble hauing.and of Royall hope, 
That he feemes wrapt withall : to me you fpeake not. 
If you can looke into the Scedes of Time, 
And fay, which Graine will grow, and which will not, 
Speake then to me,who neyther begge,nor feare 
Your fauors,nor your hate. 

1. Hayle. 

a. Hayle. 

3. Hayle. 

1. Letter then Macbttb,»ni greater. 

%. Not fo happy, yet much happyer. 

3. Thou fttalt get Kings, though thou be none : 
So all haile Macbttb,*n<i Banana. 

1. 'Banaua,ind Macbetb, all haile. 

Ma. b. Stay you imperfect Speakcrs,tell me more: 
By StneJJt death, I know I am Tbane of Glamis, 
But how, of Cawdor ? the Tbane of Cawdor Hues 
A profperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Sands not within the profpec* of belccfe, 
No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence^ why 
Vpon this blaftcd Heath you ftop our way 
With fuch Prophetique greeting? 
Speake,! charge you. fVitcbet vani/b. 

Bana. The Earth hath bubbles,a* the Water ha's, 
And thefe are of them : whither are they vanWh'd ? 

Macb. Into the Ayre : and what feem'd corporall, 
Melted, as breath into the Winde. 
Would they had ftay'd. 

< Banq. Were fuch things here, as we doe fpeake about ? 
Or haue we eaten on the infane Root, 
That takes the Reafon Prifoner f 

Macb. Your Children mall be Kings. 

Bana. You ftiall be King. 

Macb. And Tbane of Cawdor too : went it not fo ? 
Bana. Toth* felfe- fame tune,and words: who's here? 



RsJJi The King hath happily rcceiu'6, Macbttb, 
The newes of thy fuccefle : and when he reades 
Thy perfbnaJl Venture in the Rebels fight, 
His Wonders and his Prayfes doc contend, 
Which fhould be thine,or his: filenc'd with that, 
In viewing o're the reft o'th'felfe-fame day, 
He findea thee in the ftout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death, as thick as Tale 
Can poft with poft, and cuery one did beare 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomes great defence, 
And powr'd them downe before him. 

Ang. Wee are fent, 
To giue thee from our Royall Mafter thanks, 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight, 
Not pay thee. 

A' ;.V. And for an earneft of a greater Honor, 
He bad me.from him.call thee Tbane of Cawdor : 

In 
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In which addition, baile molt worthy Thane, 
For it is thine. 

Banq. What, can the Deuill fpeake true? 

Mad. The Thane of Cawdor liues : 
Why doe you drefle me in borrowed Robes ? 

Ang. Who was the Tbane,liaei yet, 
But vnder heauie lodgement beare* that Life, 
Which he deferues to loofe. 

Whether be was combin'd with thofe of Norway, 
Or did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 
And vantage , or that with both he labour'd 
In his Countreyes wracke, I know not : 
But Treafons Capitall, confefs'd,and prou'd, 
Haue ouerthrowne him. 

Maeb. C iUmys, and 'Thtnt of Cawdor : 
The greateft is bchinde- Thanlces for your paines. 
Doe you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 
When thofe that gaue the Than* of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no lefle to them. 

"Banq. That trufted home, 
Might yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne, 
Befldes the.7i<w of Cawdor. But 'tis ftrange : 
And oftentimes, to winne vs to our harme, 
The Inftruments of DarkneiTe tell v» Truths, 
Wmne vs with honeft Trifles, to betray's 
In deepcft confe<]uence. 
Cou fins, a word, 1 pray you. 

Mad. Two Truths are told, 
As happy Prologues to the fwelling A<ft 
Of the Imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen : 
This fupernaturall folliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 
If ill? why hath it giuen me earned of fuccefle, 
Commencing in a Truth ? I am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good ? why doe I yeeld to that fuggcftion, 
Whofe horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire, 
And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes, 
Againft the vfe of Nature? Prefent Fearea 
Are leiTe then horrible Imaginings: 
My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticalt, 
Shakes fo my fingle ftate of Man, 
That Function is fmother'd in furmife, 
And nothing is, but what is not. 

Banq. Looke how our Partner's rapt. 

Math. If Chance will haue me King, 
Why Chinee may Crowne me, 
Without my ftirre. 

Banq. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrange Garments, cleaue not to their mould, 
But with the aid of vfe. 

Math. Come what come may, 
Time, and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 

Banq. Worthy eMatbetb, wee ftay vpon your ley- 
fure. 

Mad. Giue me your fauour : 
My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentlemen, your paines are regiftred, 
Where euery day 1 turne the Leafe, 
To reade them. 

Let vs toward the King : thinke vpon 
What hath chanc'd : and at more time, 
The Interim hauing weigh'd it, let vs fpeake 
Our free Hearts each to other. 

Banq. Very gladly. 

Mad. Till then enough : 
Come friends. Exeunt. 
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Flturijb. Enter King, Lenox, Malcelme, 
Donalboine, and Attendanti. 

King. Is execution done on Cavrdtr ? 
Or not thofe in Commiflion yet return'd ? 

Mai. My Liege, they are not yet come back. 
But I haue fpoke with one that law him die : 
Who did report, that very frankly hee 
Confefs'd his Treafons, implor'd your HigbnefTc Pardon, 
And fet forth a deepe Repentance : 
Nothing in his Life became him, 
Like the leauing it. Hee dy'de, 
As one that had beene ftudied in his death, 
To throw awav the deareft thing he ow'd, 
As 'twere a careleflc Trifle. 

King. There's no Art, 
To finde the Mindes conftruftion in the Face : 
He was a Gentleman, on whom I built 
An abfolutc Truft. 

Enter Macbeth, Banque , Ri(fe, and Angm. 

0 worthyeft Coultn, 

The fmne of my Ingratitude euen now 

Was heauie on me. Thou art fo farre before, 

That fwifteft Wing of Recompence is flow, 

To ooertake thee. Would thou ha ill IcfTe dcferu'J, 

That the proportion both of thanks, and payment, 

Might haue beene mine : onely I haue left (o fay, 

More is thy due, then more then all can pay. 

Mad. The feruice.and the loyaltie I owe, 
In doing it, payes it felfe. 
Your HighnelTe part, is to receiuc our Duties: 
And our Duties are to your Throne.and State, 
Children, and Seruants; which doc but what they mould, 
By doing euery thing fafe toward your Loue 
And Honor. 

King. Welcome hither : 

1 haue begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banque, 
That haft no lefle defcru'd,nor muft be knowne 
No lefle to haue done fo t Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. 

"Banq. There if I grow, 
The Harueft is yourowne. 

King, My plenteous Ioyes, 
Wanton in fulnefle.feeke to hide themfelues 
In drop* of forrow. Sonnes,Kinfmen,'7&aiiri, 
And you whofe places a.re the neareft, know, 
We will eftablifl) our Eftate vpon 
Our t\dea,Matcctme, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompaniedjinuefl him onely, 
But fignes of NoblcnciTe.iike Starres,<hall ftune 
On all deferuers. From hence to Envemes, 
And binde vs further to you. 

Macb. The Reft is Labor, which is not vs'd for you : 
He be my felfe the Herbenger,and make ioyfull 
The hearing of my Wife, with your approach : 
So humbly take my leaue. 

King. My worthy Candor. 

Maeb.Tbe Prince of Cumberland: that is a ftep, 
On which I muft fall downe,or elfc o're-leape, 
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^ or in my way it lyes. Starres hide your fires, 
Let not Light fee my black and deepe defires : 
The Eye winke at the Hand 5 yet let that bee, 
Which the Eye re ire*, when it it done to fee. £ariV. 

King. True, worthy Banam: he il full fo valiant, 
And in hi. commendations I am fed : 
It i* a Banquet to me. Let"* after him, 
Whofe care i* gone before, to bid vi welcome : 
It h a peerelefle Kinlinan. Fltunjb. 



Scena Quinta. 



Enttr tMacbetbi fFife altnt with a Letter. 

Lady. They met me in the day of fueeeffe 1 and I haue 
learn'd by the perfeeTfl report, tbtf baut mere in them, then 
mortall (n.wledge. When 1 burnt in dtfirt it auefinm them 
farther, tbey made tbemje/uet Ayre, into which they vanijh'd. 
Vbilei I food raft in tbt wonder of it , (ante Mijjiues from 
tbt King, who all-bait d me Thane of Cawdor, by wbieb Title 
before, theft weyward Siftert fainted me, and referred me to 
tbt eommtng on of time, with baile King that fbalt be. This 
bane I thought good to deliuer tbte ( my deartfi Partner of 
Greatneffe ) that tboa might'/} not /ooje tbt dues of reioyeing 
by being ignorant of what Greatneffe it promie'd tbte. Lay 
it to thy heart, and farewell. 
Glamys thou art, and Cawdor, and (halt be 
What thoo art promis'd: yet doe I feare thy Nature, 
It U too full o'th' Milke of humane kindnefie, 
To catch the neereft way. Thou would'ft be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The illnefle (hould attend it. What thou would'ft highly, 
That would'ft thou holily: would'ft not play falfe, 
And yet would'ft wrongly winne. 
Thou'ld'ft haue, great Glamyt, that which cryw, 
Thui thou muft doe, if thou haue it ; 
And that which rather thou do'ft feare to doe, 
Then wifheft fliould be vndone. High thee hither, 
That I miy powre my Spirit* in thine Eire, 
And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue 
All that impeide* thee from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyseal! ayde doth feeme 
To haue thee ctown'd withall. Ente, 
What i* your tiding*? 

Meff. The King come* here to Night. 

Lady. Thou'rt mad to lay it. 
It not thy Mafter with him .' who, wer't fo, 
Would haue inform'd for preparation. 

Meff.So pleafe you, it is true: our Thane is 
One of my fellowe* had the fpeed of him ; 
Who almoft dead for breath, h»d fcarcely more 
Then would make vp hi* MefTage. 

Lady. Giue him tending, 
He bring* great newe*. Exit M'ffenger. 

The Rauen himfelfe i* hoarfe, 
That croake* the fatall entrance of Duncan 
Vnder my Battlement*. Come you Spirits, 
That tend on mortall thoughts, vnfex mc here, 
And fill me from the Crowne to the Toe, top-full 
Of direft Cnieltie : make thick my blood, 
Stop vp th'accelTe.and pafltage to Remorfe, 
That no compunctious vifiting* of Nature 



Shake my fell purpofe, nor kecpe peace betweene 
Th'effe£l,and hit. Come to my Woman* Breft», 
And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniflers, 
Where-cuer,in your fightlefle fubftances, 
You wait on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thick Night, 
And pall thee in thedunneft fmoake of Hell, 
That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it makes, 
Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the darkc, 
To cry, hold, hold. 
Great Glamya, worthy Cawdor, 
Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter, 
Thy Letter* haue tranfported me beyond 
This ignorant prefenr,and I feele now 
The future in the inftant. 

Moth. My deareft Loue, 
Duncan comes here to Night. 
Lady. And when goes hence. 1 
Macb. To morrow, as he purpoles. 
Lady. O neuer, 
Shall Sonne that Morrow fee. 
Your Face, my Thane, is as a Booke, where men 
May reide ftrange matter*, to beguile the time.- 
; the time, I 



Looke like the time,be»re welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hand, your Tongue: looke like th'innocent flower, 
But be the Serpent vnder't. He that'* comming, 
Muft be prouided for : and you fttall put 
This Nights great BufinrfTe into my difpatch, 
Which dull to all our Nights, and Dayes to come, 
Giue folely foueraigne fway,and Mafterdome. 
Math. We will fpcake further. 
Lady. Onely looke vp clcare ! 
To alter fVior,euer is to feare : 
Leaue all the reft to me. Exeunt. 



Scena Sexta. 



Hoboyet , and Tore bet. Enter King . Malcolm e , 
Donalbaiae,Hanque, Lenox, Macduff, 
Riffc, Aigiu,and Attendants. 

King. This Caftle hath a pleal'ant feat, 
The ayre nimbly and fweetly recommends it felfe 
Vnto our gentle fence*. 

Hana. This Gueft of Summer, 
The Temple-haunting Barlet does approue, 
By his loued Manfonry, that the Heauens I 
Smells wooingly here: no Iutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle, 
Where they muft breed, and haunt: I haueobferu'd 
The ayre is delicate. Enter Lady. 

King. See, fee, our honor'd Hofteffc : 
The Loue that followes vs, fometime is our trouble, 
Which ftill we thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you. 
How you fhall bid God-eyld vs for your paines, 
And thanke vs for your trouble. 

Lady. All our feruice, 
In euery point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poore,and (ingle Bufinefle. to contend 
Againft thole Honors deepe,and broad, 
Wherewith your Maieflie loades our Houfe : 
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap'd vp to them, we reft your Ermites. 

King. Where's 
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King . Where'* the Thane of Cawdor ? 
We courft him at the bcelrt, anil had a purpose 
To be his Purueyor : But he ride* well, 
And his great Loue (fharpe at his Spurrejhath holp him 
To his home before vs : Faire and Noble Hofteffc 
We are your gueft to night. 

La. Your Seruants euer, 
Haue theirs, themfelues,and what is theirs in compt, 
To make their Audit at your Highnefle pleafure, 
Still to rctume your owne. 

King. Giue me your hand : 
Conduct me to mine Hull we loue him highly, 
And mall continue, our Grace* towards him. 
By your leaue Hoflcffc. Exeunt 


Which thou efteem'ft the Ornament of Life, 
And liue a Coward in thine owne Eftecmc? 
Letting 1 dare not, wait vpon 1 wuuld, 
Like the poore Cat i'th'Addage. 

Much, Prythee peace : 
I dare do all that may become a man, 
Who dare* no more, is none. 

La. What Beat was t then 
That made you breake this enterprise to roe ? 
When you durft do it, then you were a man : 
And to be more then what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
Did rhen adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They haue made themfelucs, and that their fttnefle now ', 
Do's vnmake you. 1 baue giuen Sucke, and know 
How tender 'tis to loue the Babe that milkes me, 
I would, while it was fmyling in my Face, 
Haue pluckt my Nipple from his Bonelcffc Gummcs, 
And dafht the Braine* out, had I fo lwornc 
A* you haue done to thi*. 

Mad. If we Ihuuld faile ? 

Lady. We faile ? 
But fcrew your courage to the flicking place, 
And wee'le not fayle : when Duncan is afleepe, 
(Whereto the rather fhall his dayes hard Iourney 
Soundly inuite him) his two Chamberlainc. 
Will I with Wine.and WalTell.fo conuince, 
That Memorie,the Warder of the Braine, 
Shall be a Fume, and the Receit of Reafon 
A Lymbeck onely : when in Swiniftt flcepe, 
Their drenched Nature* lye* a* in a Death, 
What cannot you and 1 performe vpon 
Th'vnguarded Duncan? What not put vpon 
Hi* fpungie Officers? who ftull beare the guilt 
Of our great quell. 

Macb. Bring forth Men-Children onely : 
For thy vndaunted Mettle fhould compute 
Nothing but Male*. Will it not be recciu'd, 
When we haue mark'd with blood thole lleepie two 
Of hi* owne Chamber, and vs'd their very Daggers, 
That they haue don't ? 

Lady. Who dire* recciue it other, 
As we fhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, 
Vpon his Death ? 

Macb. 1 am fettled, and bend vp 
Each corporal! Agent to thi* terrible Feat. 
Away, and mock the time with r' n:.it (how, 
Faile Face muft hide what the falfe Heart doth know. 


Scena Septima. 


Ha-bcyes. Tercbet. 
Enter a Surer, and diners Scruantt a,:t 'Dijbet and Strmc< 
autr the Stage. Tien enter Macbeth. 

Matb.lfh were done, when 'tis done, then "twer well, 
It were done quickly : ll'th Ailaiiination 
Could trammell vp the Confequenee.and catch 
With his furceafe, SucceiTc : that but thi* blow 
Might be the be all, and the end all. Heere, 
But heere, vpon this Banke and Schoole of time t 
Wee'ld iumpe the life* to come. But in thefe Cafe*, 
We dill haue iudgement hecie, that we but teach 
Bloody Inflruilions, which being taught, returne 
To plague th'lnuenter, This euen-handrd luilice 
Commends th'ingredience of uur poyfim'd Challice 
To our owne lips. Hee's heere in double truft; 
Firft,as I am his Kinfman, and his Sub'tccl, 
Strong both againft the Deed : Then, a* his Hod, 
Who fhould againft hit Murtherer (hut the doore, 
Not beare the knife my felfe. Befides,thit 'Duncan* 
Hath borne his Faculties lb meekc ; hath bin 
So cleere in hi* great Office, that his Vertues 
Will pleade like Angel*, Trumpct-tongu'd againft 
The deepe damnation of hi* taking off : 
And Pitty, like a naked New-borne-Babe, 
Striding the blaft, or Heauens Cberubin, hon'd 
Vpon the fightlefTe Curriors of the Ayre, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye, 
That teares Hull drownc the win je. I haue no Spurre 
To pricke the fides of my intent, but onely 
Vaulting Ambition, which ore-leape* it felfe, 
And faltct on th'other. Enter Lady. 
How now ? What Newes ? 

La.Ht has almoft fupt: why haue you left the chamber ? 

Mat. Hath he atle'd for me ? 

La. Know you not, he ha'*? 

Mac. We will proceed no further in thi* BufinelTe : 
He hath Honour'd me of late, and 1 haue bought 
Golden Opinion* from all fort* of people, 
Which would be worne now in their neweft gloffe, 
Not caft afide fo foone. 

l*a. wat trie nope arunice, 
Wherein you dreft your felfe ? Hath it flrpt fince ? 
And wake* it now to looke fo greene, and pale, 
At what it did fo freely t From thi* time, 
Such 1 account thy loue. Art thou affcar'd 
To be the fame in thine owne Act, and Valour, 
A* thou art in defire ? Would'ft thou haue that 


Aft us Secundus. Scena^Prima. 


Enter t Banqno ,awd Flcanctywitb a Torch 
be/ere bim . 
'Banq. How goe* the Night, Boy? 
Fltanct. The Moone it dowoe i I haue not heard the 
Clock. 

Banq . And (he goe* downe at Twelue. 

Fleanct. I take't,'tit later, Sir. 

Banq. Hold, take my Sword : 
There's Husbandry in Heauen, 
Their Candle* are all out: take thee that too. 
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A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me, 
And yet 1 would not fleepe : 

Mo j i full Powers, reftraine in me the curfed thoughts 
That Nature giues way to in repofe. 



Enter Mattetb,and a Servant with a Tcreb. 

Giue me my Sword : who's there ? 
Matb. A Friend. 

•Rjua.What Sir, not yet at reft? the King's a bed. 
He hatfc beene in vnuiuall Pleafurc, 
And fent forth great Largefle to your Office*- 
This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall, 
By the name of moft kind HoftefTe, 
And (hut vp in meafurelefle content. 

Mac. Being vnprcpar'd, 
Our will became the feniant to defeO, 
Which elfe ftiould free haue wrought. 

< Bana. All's well. 
I dreamt laft Night of the three weyward Sifters : 
To you they haue ihcw'.j fome truth. 

Matt. 1 thinke not of them : 
Yet when we can entreat an houre to feme, 
We would fpend it in fome words vpon that Bufinefle, 
If you would graunt the time. 

Banj. At your kind'ft leyfure. 

Matt. If you ftull cleaue to my confent, 
When 'tis, it ftull make Honor for you. 

Banj. So I lofe none, 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill keepe 
My Bofome franchis'd,and Allegeance cleare, 
I wall be counfail'd. 

Matt. Good repofe the while. 

Sana. Thankes Sir: the like to you. Exit Banqu*. 

Matt. Cot bid thy MiftreflV, when my drinke U ready, 
She ftrike vpon the Bell. Get thee to bed. Exit. 
Is this a I>agger,which I fee before me, 
The Handle toward my Hand?Come,let tne clutch thee: 
I haue thee not, and yet I fee thee ftill. 
Art thou not fatall Vifton, fenfible 
To feeling,as to fight? or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Minde.a ftlfe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreffed Braine ( 
1 fee thee yet, in forme as palpable, 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marftnll'ft me the way that I was going, 
And fuch an Inftrument I was to vfe. 
Mine Eyes are made the fooles o'th'other Sencet, 
Or elfe worth all the reft : I fee thee ftill ; 
And on thy Blade,and Dudgeon,Gouts of Blood, 
Which was not fo before. There's no fuch thing: 
It is the bloody Bufinefle, which infbrmes 
Thus to mine Eyes. Now o're the one halfe World 
Nature feemes dead, and wicked Dreames abufe 
The Curtain'd fleepe : Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heteati Oflfrings : and wither'd Murther, 
Alarum'd by his Ccntincll,the Wolfe, 
Whofe howle's his Watch, thus with his ftealthy pace, 
With Targuint rauifhing fides, towards his defigne 
Moues like a Ghoft. Thou fowre and firme-fet Earth 
Heare not my fteps, which they may walke, for fcare 
Thy very ftones prate of my where-about, 
And take the prcfent horror from the time, 
Which now futes with it. Whiles I threat, he liueat 
Words to the heat of deedes too cold breath giuet. 

*A Bell ring,. 



I got, and it is done : the Bell yiuitcs me. 
Heare it not,Dnncan, for it is a Knell, 
That fummons thee to Heauen,or to HelJ. 



Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Lady. 
La.Thtt which hath made the - drunk.hath 
What hath quench'd them, hath giuen me fire. 
Hearke, peace: it was the Owle that ftuick'd, 
The fatall Bell-man, which giues the ftern'ft good-night. 
He is about it, the Doom are open : 
And the furfcted Groomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores. I haue drugg'd their PofTets, 
That Death and Nature doe contend about them, 
Whether they liue,or dye. 

Enter Maetttb. 

Matt. Who's there? what hoa? 

Lady. Alack, I am afraid they haue awak'd, 
And 'tis not done: th'attempt,and not the deed, 
Confounds vs: hearke: I lay'd their Daggers ready, 



the Crickets cry. 



He could not mifle 'em. Had he not 
My Father as he flept, I had don't. 
My Husband ? 

Matt. I haue done the deed : 
Didft thou not heare a noyfe ? 

Lady.l heard the Owle " 
Did not you fpeake ? 
Matt. When? 
Lady. Now. 
Matt. As I defcended? 
Lady. I. 

Matt. Hearke, who lyes i'th'fecond Chamber/ 

Lady. *Danaltaine . 

Mae. This is a forty fight. 

Lady. A foolifti thought, to> fay a forry fight. 

Mact. There's one did laugh in's fleepe, 
And one cry'd Murther, that they did wake each other : 
I ftood,and heard them : But they did fay their Prayers, 
And addreft them againe to fleepe. 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Matt. One cry'd God blefle vs,and Amen the other, 
As they had feene me with thefe Hangmans hands : 
Liftning their fcare, 1 could not fay Amen, 
When they did fay God blefle vs. 

Lady. Confider it not fo deepely. 

Mac . But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moft need of Blcfling,and Amen ftuck in my throat. 

Lady. Thefe deeds mult not be thought 
After thefe wayes : fo,it will make vs mad. 

Mact. Me thought 1 heard a voyce cry, Sleep no more: 
cMacbetb does murther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe, 
Sleepe that knits vp the rauel'd Sleeue of Care, 
The death of each dayes Life, fore Labors Bath, 
Balme of hurt Mlndes, great Natures fecond Courfe, 
Ch.efc nourifher in Life's Feaft. 

Lady. What doe you meane ? 

Mact. Still it cry'd, Sleepe no more to all the Houfc : 
Glamu hath murther'd Sleepe, and therefore Ctr*dtr 
Shall fleepe no more: Macbeth fliall fleepe no more. 

Lddy.Viho was it, that thus cry'd? why worthy Thane, 
You doe vnbend your Noble ftrength,to thinke 
So braine-fickly of things : Goe get fome Water, 

And 
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And widi this fikhie Witneffe from your Hand. 
Why did you bring thefe Dagger* from the place ? 
They muft lye there : goe carry them, and fmeare 
The fleepie Groomes with blood. 

Macb. lie goe no more : 
I am afraid, to thinke what 1 haue done : 
Loolce on't againe, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirme of purpofe : 
Giue me the Dagger* : the fleeping, and the dead, 
Are but a* Pictures : 'tit the Lye of Child-hood, 
That feares a painted Deuill. If he doe bleed, 
He guild the Face* of the Groomes withall, 
For it muft feeme their Guilt. Exit. 

fCnoc^e within. 

Macb. Whence i* that knocking ? 
How ia't with me, when eucry noyfe appall* me ? 
What Hand* are here ? hah : they pluck out mine Eye*. 
Will all great Neftunet Ocean waffa thi* blood 
Cleane from my Hand? no: this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sea* incaraardine, 



Enter Lad}. 

Lady. My Hands are of your colour : but I flume 
To weare a Heart fo white. Kneckf. 
I heare a knocking at the South entry : 
Retyre we to our Chamber : 
A little Water clevet vt of this deed. 
How eafie it it then ? your Conftancie 
Hath left you vruttended. Knock*. 

Get on your Night-Gowne,leaft occafion call v», 
And mew vs to be Watcher*: be not loft 
So poorely in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, Knock*. 
Twere beft not know my felfe. 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking s 
I would thou could'ft. 



Scena Tertia. 



a Perttr. 



Perter. Here't a knocking indeede 1 if a 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee mould haoe old turning the 
Key. Knock.. Knock, Knock, Knock. Who't there 
i'th'name of Beltebubf Here't a Farmer, that hang'd 
himfelfe on th'expcftscion of Flentie:Come in rime, haue 
Napkint enow about you, here you'le fweat for't. Knock. 
Knock, knock. Who't there in th 'other DcuilsNamer' 
Faith here't an Equiuocator, that could fweare in both 
the Scales againft eyther Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for Gods fake, yet could not equiuocate to Hea- 
uen : oh come in, Equiuocator. Knock- Knock, 
Knock, Knock. Who't there ? 'Faith here't an Englifh 
Taylor come hither , for Dealing out of a French Hole : 
Come in Taylor, here you may roft your Goofe. Knock- 
Knock, Knock. Neuer at quiet s What are you ? but this 
place is too cold for Hell, lie Deuill-Porter it no further: 
I had thought to haue let in fome of all Profeffions, that 
goe the Primrofe way to th'cuerlafting Bonfire. Knoc{. 
Anon,anon,I pray you remember the Porter. 



Macd. Wat it fo late, friend, ere you went to Bed, 
That you doe lye fo late ? 

Ptrt. Faith Sir, we were carowfing till the fecond Cock : 
And Drinke,Sir,ia a great prouoker of three thingt. 

Macd. What three thing* does Drinke especially 
prouoke i 

Part. Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lecherie, Sir, it prouoket, and ▼□prouoket : it prouoket 
the defire,but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
Drinke may be laid to be an Eauiuocator with Le- 
: it makes him, and it marres him; it fets him on, 



and it takes him off} it perfwadet him, and dif-1 
him , makes him ftand too.and not ftand too 1 in 
lion.equiuocates him in a (leepe,and giuing him the Lye, 
leaues him. 

Macd. 1 beleeue, Drinke gaue thee the Lye laft Night. 

Pert. That it did,Sir,i'the very Throat on me: but I 
requited him for his Lye, and (1 thinke )bcing too ftrong 
for him,though he tooke vp my Legges fometimc, yet 1 
made a Shift to caft him. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macd. Is thy Mafler ftirring \ 
Oar knocking ha's awak'd him: here he comet. 

Lenox. Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

Matb. Good morrow both. 

Macd. Is the King ftirring, worthy Than, ? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
I haue almoft dipt the bourc. 

Ma b. lie bring you to him. 

Macd. 1 know this is a ioyfull trouble to you : 
But yet 'tit one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in.Phyfickt paine: 
This it the Doore. 

Macd. lie make fo bold to call, for 'tit my 
fr ruu f. Exit Macduffe. 

Lenox. Goes the King hence to day ? 

Macb. He doet : he did appoint fo. 

Lenox. The Night ha's been vnruly : 
Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne downe, 
And (at they fay) lamentings heard i'th'Ayre 
Strange Schreemet of Death, 
And Propheoying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dyre Combuftion, and confus d Euents, 
New hatch'd toth* wofull time. 
The obfeure Bird clamor'd the liue-long Night. 
Some lay, the Earth wat feuorout, 
And did (hake. 

Macb. Twa* a rough Night. 

Lenox. My young 
A fellow to it. 

Enter t^rfacduff. 
Macd. O horror, horror, horror, 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceiue, nor name thee. 
Macb. and Lenox. What'* the matter ' 
Macd. Conrufion now hath made hit 
Moft facrilegiout Murther hath broke opc 
The Lordt anoynted Temple,and ftole thence 
The Life o'th' Building, 



Macb. What it't you fay, the Life f 
Meane you his Maieftie ? 



Macd. Approch the 
With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid 



fight 
See, 
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Where our Fate hid in an augure hole, 
May rufli, and leixe vs ? Let's away, 
Our Tcarei are not yet brew'd. 

Mai. Nor our ttrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion. 

Banq. Lookc to the Lady : 
And when we haue our naked Frailties hid, 
That fufter in expofure ; let vs meet, 
And queltion this molt bloody piece of worke, 
To know it further. Fcares and fcruplc* fluke vs: 
In the great Hand of God I ftand.and thence, 
Againft the vndivulg'd pretence, 1 fight 
Of Trtafonous Mallice. 

Macd. And fo doe I. 

All. So all. 

Macb. Let's briefely put on manly readinefle, 
And meet i'th'Hall together. 

All. Well contented. Exeunt. 

Male. What wilt you doe? 
Let's not confort with them : 
To (hew an vnfclt Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falfc aun do's ealie . 
lie to England. 

D*n. To Ireland, I : 
Our feperated fortune mall keepe vs both the fafer : 
Where we are, there's Daggers in mens Smile*; 
The neere in blood, the nccrcr bloody. 

Male. This murtherou* Shaft that's fliot, 
Hath not yet lighted:and our fated way, 
Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horle, 
And let vs not be daintie of leauc-taking, 
But fltift away : there's warrant in that Theft, 
Which ftcalciit felfe, when there's no mercie left. 



See,and then fpeake your felues : awake, awake, 

Extunt Macbetb and Ltnex. 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murthcr, and Treafon, 
'Bunqvc, and Denalbaine : Malcelme awake, 
Shake off this Downey fleepe, Deaths counterfeit, 
And lookc on Death it felfe : vp,vp,and fee 
The great Doomcs Image: Malctlme, B.uifm, 
As from your Crauesrile vp,and walke like Sprighu, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 

B<ll ringt. Enter Lady. 

Lady What's the BufmefTe f 
That iuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The fleepers of the Houfe? fpeake, fpeake. 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 
Ti$ not for you to heare what I can fpeake : 
The repetition in a Woman* eare, 
Would murther as it fell. 

Enttr I Barqtto. 

0 <Rirfuo,'Banf U c, Our Royall Matter's murther'd. 
ImuIj. Woe , alas : 

What, in our Houfe? 

Ban. Too cruell.any where. 
Dcare Duf,l prythee contradict thy felfe, 
And fay, it is not fo. 

Enter Macbeth , Ltnex , and Ruffe. 

Macb. Had I but dy'd an houre before this chance, 

1 had liu'd a biefTed time : tor from thi. inftant, 
There's nothing fcrious in Mortalitie : 

All is but Toyes : Renowne and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life is drawnc.and the meerc Lee* 
Is left this Vault, to brag of. 

Enter Malcelme and Donalbaint. 

Denal. What is amifTe ; 

Macb. You are, and doe not know't : 
The Spring, the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ftopt, the very Source of it is ftopt. 

Macd. Your Royall Father's murther'd. 

Mai. Oh, by whom ? 

Lenox. Thofe of his Chamber.as it fecm'd.had don't : 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their Daggers, which vnwip'd,we found 
Vpon their Pillowes: they ftar'd.and were dittoed, 
No mans Life was to be trotted with them. 

Macb. O.yet I doc repent me of my furie, 
That 1 did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? 

Macb.Vfho can be wife,amax'd,temp'rate,& furious, 
Loyall.and Neutrall.in a moment ? No malt I 
Th'expcdition of my violent Loue 
Out-run the pawfer, Rcafon. Here lay Duncan, 
His Siluer skinne, lae'd with hi* Golden Blood, 
And his gatti'd Statu, look'd like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruines waftfull entrance : there the Murtherer*, 
Steep'd in the Colour* of their Trade ; their Dagger* 
Vnmannerly breech 'd with gore : who could rcfrainc, 
That had a heart to loue ; and in that heart, 
Courage, to make's loue knowne ? 

Lady. Helpe me hence, hoa. 

Macd. Looke to the Lady. 

Mai. Why doe we hold our tongues, 
That mod may clayme this argument for ours ? 

2W. What fhoold be fpoken here, 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter RoJft,vltb an Old man. 

Old man. Thrcefcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time.l haue fcene 
Hourcs dreadfull.and things ftrangc: but this lore Night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Roffe. Ha, good Father, 
Thou feeft the Heauens, as troubled with man* Act, 
Threatens his bloody Stage : byth' Clock 'tis Day, 
And yet darke Night ffrangles the trauailing Lampe : 
Is't Nights predominance, or the Dayes fliame, 
That DarknefTe does the face of Earth intombe, 
When liumg Light fhould kiffe it ? 

Old man. "1 is vnnaturall, 
Euen like the deed that's done : On Tuefday laft, 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Mowiing Owle hawkt at,and kill'd. 

Rojfe. And Duncans Horfes, 
(A thing moft ftrange, and ceruine) 
Beauteous, and fwift,the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wilde in nature, broke their ttalls,Aong out, 
Contending 'gainft Obedience, as they would 
Make Warre with Mankinde. 

Old man. 'Tis faid.they eate each other. 

Rojft. They did fo: 

To 
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I To rh'amazement of mine ryet that loolc'd vpon't 
Enter Macduffe. 
Heere comes the good Macduffe. 
How goes the world Sir, now I 
Maid. Why fee you not ? 
Rt-Jj Is't known who did this more then blood 
Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath fuine. 
Roff. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend ? 

Maed. They were fubborned, 
MaLolme, and Dtatalbaime the Kings two Sonnes 
Are ftolne away and fled, which puts vpon them 
Sufpirion of the deed. 

Rtffe. 'Gainft Nature (till, 
ThnttlciTe Ambition, that will rauen vp 
Thine owne liues meanes : Then 'tis mod like, 
The Soueraignty will fall vpon Macbeth. 

zMacd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone 
To be inucfted. 

Rojpe. Where is Duncans body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmekill, 
The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predeceflbrs, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 
Will you to Scone ? 
T .acd. No Cofin, lie to Fife. 
<RJJr Well.l will thither. 

AUf^.Well may you fee things wel done there: Adieu 
Leaft our old Robrs lit eafier then our new. 
"Rtjje. Farewell, Father. 

Old M. Gods benyfon go with you, and with thofe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes. 



AttusTertius. Scena c Prima. 



. Thou haft it now, King, Cawdor, Gbmis, all, 
As the weyard Women promis'd, and I fcare 
Thou playd'ft moft fowly for't : yet it was faL'e 
It mould not ftand in thy Pofteriry, 
But that my felfc mould be the Roote,and Father 
j Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
j As vpon thee eftfacbetb, their Speeches fhine, 
I Why by the verities on thee made good, 
, May they not be my Grades as well, 
And fet me vp in hope* But hufh,no 1 



Stmit ftnndtd.^ Enter Macbeth <u King, Lady Len=x , 

Macb. Heere's our chicfe Gueft. 
La. If he had beenc forgotten, 
It had bene as a gap in our great Feaft, 
And all-thing vnbecomming. 

Macb. To night we hold a folemne Supper (ir, 
And lie requcft your prefence. 

Banq. Let your HighnefTe 
Command vpan me, to the which my duties 
Are with a moft indifTbluble tye 
For euer knit. 

Macb. Ride you this afternoone / 
Ban. J, my good Lord. 

i. We would haue elfe defir'd your good aduice 



7*9 



(Which ftill hath been both graue,and profperous) 
In this dayes Councell : but wee'le take to morrow. 
Is't farre you ride ? 

'Bam. As farre, my Lord, as will fill vp the time 
'Twixt this, and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better, 
I muft become a borrower of the Night, 
For a darke houre,or twaine. 

Macb. Faile not our Feaft. 

Sn My Lord, I will not. 

Macb. We heare our bloody Cotens are beftow'd 
In England, and in Ireland, not confefsing 
Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearers 
With Orange inuention. But of that to morrow, 
When therewithal!, we (hall haue caufe of State, 
Crauing vs ioyntly. Hye you to Horfe : 
Adieu, till you returne at Night. 
Goes Yleance with you ? 

'Bam. I, my good Lord : our time does call vpon's. 

Macb. 1 wifh your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot : 
And fo I doe commend you to their backs. 
Farwell. £jo7 Banquo. 

Let euery man be maftcr of his time, 
Till ftuen at Night, to make focietie 
The fweeter welcome : 

We wilt keepe our felfe till Supper time alone : 
While then, God be with you. Exeunt Lords. 

Sirrha, a word with you : Attend thofe men 
Our pleafure ? 

Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Gate. 

Macb. Bring them before vs. Exit Seruant. 

To be thus, is nothing, but to be fafely thus : 
Our feares in 'Banqm fticke drepe, 
And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that 
Which would be fear'd. ' Tis much he darts, 
And to that dauntlefle temper of his Minde, 
He hath a Wifdome, that duth guide hi* Valour, 
To ad in fafetie. There is none but he, 
Whofe being I doe feare : and vnder him, 
My Genhu is rebuk'd.as it is faid 
Mat I Antbtnitt was by Carjar. He chid the Sirtcrs, 
When firft they put the Name of King vpon me, 
And hid them fpeake to him. Then Prophet-like, 
They hay I'd him Father to a Line of Kings. 
Vpon my Head they plac'd a fruitlefle Crownc, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand, 
No Sonne of mine fucceeding : if't be fo, 
For Barquo's HTue haue I fil'd my Minde, 
For them, the gracious Duaeam haue I murther'd, 
Put Rancours in the VefTell of my Peace 
Onely for them, and mine cternall Iewell 
Giuen to the common Enemie of Man, 
To make them Kings, the Seedes of 'Bamqtn Kings. 
Rather then fo,come Fate into the Lyft, 
And champion me to th'vtterance. 
Who's there? 

Emttr Seruant t and two Mw therers. 

Now goe to the Doore, and ftay there till we call. 

Exit Seryamt. 
Was it not yefterday we (poke together ? 

Murtb. It was, fo pleafe your HighnefTe. 

Macb. Well then, 
Now haue you confider'd of my fpeeches : 

Know, 
a » 
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Know, that it was he, in the timet paft, 

Which held you fo vndcr fortune, 

Which you thought had been our innocent fclt'e. 

This 1 made good to you, in oar lad conference, 

Pari in probation with you : 

How you were borne in hand, how croft: 

The lnftruments : who wrought with them: 

And all things t lie, that might 

To hjlte a Soule,and to a Notion crat'd, 

Say, Thus did 'Bauque. 

I . Murtb. You made it knowne to vs. 

Maib. I did fo: 
And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 
Doc you finde your patience fo predominant, 
In your nature, (hat you can let this goe ? 
Are you fo Colpell'd,to pray for this good man, 
And for his llTuc, whofe heauie hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grauc, and beggerd 
Yours for eucr t 

1 . Murtb. We are men, my Liege. 

Matt. I, in the Catalogue ye goe for men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, MungrcU, Spaniels, Curies, 
Showghrs, Water-Rugs, and Dcmy-Wulues arc dipt 
All by the Name of Dogges : the valued file 
Diftinguifhes the fwift.the flow.the fubtle, 
The Huufl- keeper, the Hunter, euery one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd: whereby he does receiuc 
Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike : and fo of men. 
Nuw.it 'you haue a flation in the file, 
Not i'th' worit rankc of Manhood, iay't, 
And I will put that BuUnelTe in your Bofomcs, 
Whofe execution takes your Enemic off, 
Grapples you to the heart;and loue of vs. 
Who weare our Health but fickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfect. 

X. Murtb. I am one, my Liege, 
Whom the vile Blowcs and Buffets of the World 
Hath fo - J, that 1 am recklelfe what I doe, 
To fpight the World. 

1. Murtb. And I another, 
So wearie with Difafters, tugg'd with Fortune, 
That I would fet my Life on any C 
To mend it. or be rid on't. 

Macb. Both of you know 'Bar qua was your I 

Murtb. True, my Lord. 

Macb. So is he mine: and in inch bloody 1 
That ejery minute of his being, thrufts 
Agiinit my neer'ft of Life: and though 1 could 
With bare-fae'd power fwecpe him from my fight, 
And bid my will auouch it ; yet I muft not, 
For ci rtaine friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whofe loues I may not drop, but wayle his fall, 
Who I my lelfe (truck downe : and thence it is, 
That I to your alM-ince doc mike loue, 
Masking the BufinefTc from the common Eye, 
For fun dry weigh tie Reafons. 

2. Murtb. We ih ill,my Lord, 
Per for it <• what you command vs. 

I. Murtb. Though our Liucs — 

Macb. Your Spirits fhine through you. 
Within this houre, at molt, 
I will aduife you where to plant your felues, 
Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o'th'time, 



The moment on't,for't muft be done to Night, 
And fomething from the Palhce : alwayes thought, 
That I require a cleareneiTe ; and with him, 
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke : 
FUant,Ku Sonne, that keepes him companie, 
Whofe abfence is no lefle materiall to me, 
Then is his Fathcrs,muft embrace the fate 
Of that darke houre : refolue your felues apart, 
lie come to you anon. 

Murtb. We are refolu'd.my Lord. 

Macb. lie call vpon you ftraight : abide within, 
It is concluded : < Banq tie, thy Soules flight, 
If it finde Heauen,muft finde it out to Night. 



Scena Secunda. 



cMacbtlb, Lady, 



Lady. Is Bsmquo gone from Court ? 

Seruttnt. I, Madame, but return es againe to Night. 

Lady. Say to the King.l would attend his leyfurc, 
For a few words. 

Sermmt. Madame, I will. Exit. 

Lady. Nought's had, all's fpent, 
Where our defire is got without content ! 
"lis fafer.to be that which wc deftroy. 
Then by deftrudion dwell in doubtfull ioy. 

Enttr eyW acbetb. 
How now,my Lord, why doe you keepe alone ? 
Of fbrryeft Fancies your Companions making, 
Vling thofe Thoughts, which fhould indeed haue dy'd 
With them they thinke on: things without all rcmcdie 
Should be without regard: what'sidone, is done. 

Ma<b. We haue fcorch'd the Snake,not kill'd it: 
Shee'le clofr,and be her felfe, whileft our poore Mallice 
Remaines in dinger of her former Tooth. 
But let the frame of things dif-ioynt, 
Both the Worlds fuffer, 

Ere we will eate our Meale in feare.and fleepe 
In the arfliclion of thefe terrible Dreames, 
That (hake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to giyne our peace, haue fent to peace, 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye 
In refUelfe extafic. 
'Duncan is in his Graue : 
After Liles fitfull Fcuer, he flee pes well, 
Treafon ha's done his word : nor Steele, nor Poylbn, 
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing, 
Can touch him further. 

Lady. Come on : 
Gentle my Lord,f1eeke o're your rugged Lookes, 
Be bright and Iouiall among your Guefts to Night. 

Macb. So (hall I Loue, and fo I pray be you : 
Let vour remembrance apply to Barque, 
Prrfent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue : 
Vnfafe the while, that wee muft laue 
Our Honors in thefe flattering 
And make our Faces Vizards to our 
Difguifing what they arc. 

Lady. You muft leaue this. 

Ma<b.O,fM of Scorpions is my Minde,deare Wife : 
Thou know'ft,that Banquo and his Flcant liues. 

Lady. But 
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Lady. But in them, Natures Coppie'i not eterne. 

Macb. There's comfort yet. they are aflaileablc, 
Then be thou iocund : ere the Bat hath flowne 
Hit Cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Hereati fummons 
The fl»rd-borne Beetle, with his drowfie 
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale, 
There fliall be done a deed of drcadfull 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed: Come,feeling Night, 
Skarfe vp the tender Eye of pittifull Day, 
And with thy bloodie and inuifible Hand 
Cancell and leare to pieces that great Bond, 
Which keepesme pale. Light thickens, 
And the Crow makes Wing tot h" Rookie Wood : 
Good things of Day begin to droopc,and. drowfe, 
Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowfe. 
Thou marueli'ft at my words : but hold thee ftill, 
Things bad begun, make ftrong themfelues by ill : 
So prythee goe with me. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enur three Murtbtrert. 

I. But who did bid thee ioyne with vs? 
3. Macbeth. 

a. He needes not our miftruft, fince he deliuers 
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, 
To the direction iuft. 

1. Then (land with vs : 
The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreakes of Day. 
Now fpurres the lated Traueller apace, 
To gayne the timely lnne, end neere approches 
The fubieel of our Watch. 

3. Heart-, i heare Horfes. 

'Banana within. Giue vs a Light there, hoa. 

a. Then 'tis hee : 
The reft, that are within the note of esp 
AlreaJic are i'th'Court. 

1 . His Horfes goe about. 

3. Almoft a mile : but he does vfually, 
So all men doe, from hence toth' Pallace C 
Make it their Walke. 



Gate 



Enter Banana and Fleatu,irith a Torch. 

a. A Light, a Light. 
3. Tis hee. 
1. Stand too't. 

Ban. It will be Rayne to Night. 
1. Let it come downe. 
•ftrit. O, Trecherie ! 
Flye good Fleans, flye, flye, five, 
Thou may'ft reuenge. O Slaue ! 
3. Who did ftrike out the Light ? 
I. Was't not the way ? 
3. There's but one downe: the Sonne is fled, 
a. We haue loft 

halte of our Affaire. 
1. Well, let's away, and dy how much is 
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Sccena Quarta. 



Banquet prepar d. Enter e^facbeth, Lady, R jjty Lenox, 
Lords, and ^Attendant,. 



Macb. You know your owne degrees, lit 
At firft and hit, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty. 

Macb. Our lelfe will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble I i it : 
Our Hoftefle keepes her State, but in beft time 
We will require her welcome. 

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, 
For my heart fpeakes,they are welcome. 

Enter firfl cMurtberer. 

Maet.Se* they encounter thee with their harts thanks 
Both fides are euen : heere lie fit i'th'mid'ft. 
Be large in mirth, anon wee'l drinke a Meafure. 
The Table round. There's blood vpon thy face. 

Mur. Tis 'Ban^uo t then. 

Macb. Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Is he difpatch'd f 

Mur. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him. 

Mae. Thou art the beft o'th'Cut-throats, 
Yet hee'sgood that did the like for Fleam : 
If thou did 'ft it, thou art the Non-pareill. 

Mur. Moft Royall Sir 
Fleam is fcap'd. 

e^facb. Then comes my Fit againe : 
I hid clfc beene perfect ; 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and generall, as the cafing Ayre: 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd. confin'd, bound in* 
To fawcy doubts, and feares. But Barquo'i fafe ? 

Mur. I, my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched games on his head , 
The leaft a Death to Nature. 

Macb. Thankes for that: 
There the grownc Serpent lyes, the worrae that's fled 
Hatli Nature that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th'prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our felues againe. Exit Murderer. 

Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You do not giue the Cheere, the Feaft is fold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making : 
"Tis giuen, with welcome : to fecde were beft at home : 
From thence, the fawce to meate is Ceremony, 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Enter the Ghtft of Ban^andfit, in Macbeth, place. 

cXfacb. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now good digeftion waite on Appetite, 
And health on both. 

Lenox. May't pleafe your Highnefle fit. 

Macb. Here had we now our Countries Honor, root 'd, 
Were the grae'd perfon of our 'Banjuo prelent : 
Who, may I rather challenge for vnkindnefle, 
Then pitty for Mifchance. 

Ruffe. Hisabfcnce(Sir) 
Layes blame vpon his promifc. Pleas't your Highnefle 
To grace vs with your Royall Company f 

Meab. 
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Matt. The Table 1 * full. 

Lenox. Heere i» a place refcru'd Sir. 

Macb. Where? 

Lenox. HeeTc my good Lord. 
What ii't thatmoue* your HighnefTe f 

cMaeb. Which of you haue done thit ? 

Lords. What, my good Lord ? 

Macb. Thou canft not fay I did it: neuer (hake 
Thy goary lockes at me. 

Rifft. Gentlemen rife, hit Highnefle it not well. 

Lady. Sit worthy Friends : my Lord it often thu», 
And hath becne from his youth. Pray you keepe Seat, 
The fit it momentary, vpon a thought 
He will againe be well. If much you note him 
You (hall ofTend him, and extend hit PjfTion, 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 

Macb. I, and a bold one, that dare looke on that 
Which might appall the Diuell. 

La. O proper ftufte ! 
This it the very painting of your feare : 
This ii the Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to 'Duncan. O, thtfe flawes and ftart* 
(Impoftort to true feare) would well become 
A woman* ftory, at a Winters fire 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : (name it felfe, 
Why do you make fuch face.? When all's i 
You looke but on a ftoole. 

Mack. Prytbee fee there : 
Behold, looke, loe, how fay you : 
Why what care I, if thou canft nod, fpeake too. 
If Charnell houfes, and our Graucs muft fend 
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawcs of Kyrej. 

La. What? quite vnmann'd in folly. 

Macb. If 1 (land heere, I faw him. 

La. Fie for flume. 

Macb. Blood hath bene flied ere now, i'th'olden time 
Ere humane Statute purg'd the gentle Weale : 
I, and fince too, Murthen haue bene perform 'd 
Too terrible for the eare. The time* ha* bene, 
That when the Braine* were out, the man would dye, 
And there an end : But now they life againe 
With twenty mortall murthen on their crownes, 
And pufli vs from our ftoole*. This is more ftrange 
Then fuch a murther is. 

La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friend* do lacke you. 

Macb. I do forget: 
Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friend*, 
1 haue a ftrange infirmity, which i* nothing 
To thofe that know me. Come, loue and health to all, 
Then lie fit downe : Giuc me fome Wine,fill full : 

Enltr Gboft. 
I drinke to th "general! ioy o'th'wholc Table, 
And to our deere Friend '■Banquc, whom we miffe : 
Would he were heere : to all, and him we thirft, 
And all to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

e^for.Auant, & quit my fight, let the earth hide thee: 
Thy bones are marrowlcfle, thy blood it cold : 
Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eye* 
Which thou doft glare with. 

La. Thinke of thit good Peere* 
But at a thing of Cuftomc : 'Tit no other, 
Onely it fpoyles the pleafure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare : 



mock'ry hence. Why fo, being 
nan againe: pray you fit ftill. 
Vou haue difplac'd the mirth, 



I Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Beare, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger, 
Take any flnpe but that, and my rirmc N cruet 
Shall neuer tremble. Or be aliue againe, 
And dare me to the Defart with thy Sword : 
If trembling I inhabit then, protcft mee 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible (hadow, 
Vnreall 
I am a man 
La. You 

Broke the good meeting, with moft admir'd diforder. 

Macb. Can fuch things be, 
And ouercome vs like a Summers Clowd, 
Without our ipeciall wonder? You make me ftrange 
Euen to the difpofition that I owe, 
When now 1 thinke you can behold fuch fights, 
And keepe the naturall Rubie of your Cheekes, 
When mine itblanch'd with feare. 
Rofft. What fightt.my Lord? 

La. I pray you fpeake not : he growe* worfe it worfe 
Qucftion enrage* him : at once, goodnight. 
Stand not vpon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Left. Good night, and better health 
Attend hi* Maiefty. 

La. A kinde goodnight to all. Exit Lards. 

Macb. It will baue blood they fay : 
Blood will haue Blood : 

Stone* haue beene knowne to moue,& Treet to fpeake : 
Auguret , and vnderftood Relations, haue 
By Maggot Pyes,& Choughet, tc Rooke* brought forth 
The fecret'ft man of Blood. What is the night? 

La. Almoft at oddes with morning, which i* which. 

Macb.How fay "ft thou that Macduff denies hit perion 
At our great bidding. 

La: Did you fend to him Sir ? 

Macb. I heare it by the way : But I will fend : 
There's not a one of them but in hi* houfe 
I keepe a Scruant Feed. I will to morrow 
(And berime* I will) to the weyard Siftert. 
More (hall they fpeake : for now I am bent to know 
By the woift meane*, the worft, for mine owne good, 
All caufet Hull giuc way. I am in blood 
Stept in fo farre, that mould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go ore : 
Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand, 
Which muft be afied, ere they may be fcand. 

La. You lacke the feafon of all Nature*, fleepe. 

Macb.Come, wee'l to fleepe : My Arange & felf-abufe 
I* the initiate feare, that want* bard vfe : 
We ate yet but yong indeed. 



Scena Quinta. 



Tlumier. 



Enter the three Witches, meeting 

17,,-, 

ticca t . 



I. Why how now Heat, you looke a 
lite. Haue I not reafon (Beldams) at you 
Sawcy,and oucr-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Trafficke with Macbeth, 
In Riddle*, and Affaire* of death ; 



And 
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And I the Miftris of your Channel, 

The clofe contriuer of all harmes, 

W« neuer call'd to beare my part, 

Or Ihew the glory of our Art f 

And which is worfe, ail you haue done 

Hath bene but for a wayward Sonne, 

Spight foil, and wrathfoll, who (as others do) 

Louei for his owne end«, not for you. 

But make amends now : Get you gon, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meete me i'th'Morning : thither he 

Will come, to know his Deflinie. 

Your Yeflels, and your Spels prouide. 

Your Charmes,and euery thing befide ; 

I am for th'Ayre : This night lie fpend 

Vnto a difmall, and a Fatatl end. 

Great bufinefle mult be wrought ere Noone. 

Vpon the Corner of the Moone 

There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 

He catch it ere it come to ground ; 

And that diflill'd by Magicke flights, 

Shall raife foch Artificiall Spright., 

As by the ftrength of their illufion, 

Shall draw him on to his Conl'ufion. 

He (hall ipurne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare 

His hopes 'boue Wifedome, Grace, and Feate: 

And you all know, Security 

Is Mortals ehccfeft Encmie. 

At*J!c kf,and a Seng. 
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ftayes for me. 

Sing rtitbin. Qrmi array, (tme «*ay,&<. 
1 Come, let's make haft, flice'l foone be 
Backe againe. Exeunt. 


Where he be ft owes himfelfc? 

Lard. The Sonnes of Duneane 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 
Liues in the Engliw Court,and is receyu'd 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 
That the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high refpecl. Thither Maxduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland , and warlike Styward, 
That by the helpe of thefe (with him iboat) 
To ratifie the Workc) we may againe 
Giue to our Tables meate, fleepe to our Nights: 
Free from our Feafts,and Banquets bloody kniues; 
Do faithlull Homage, and receiuc free Honors, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that bee 
Prepares for fome attempt of Warre. 

Leu. Sent he to Matduffe f 

Lord. He did : and with an abfolute Sir, not I 
The dowdy MetTcnger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who ihuuld fay, you'l rue the lime 
That clogges mc with this Anfwer. 

Lenox. And that well might 
Aduife him to a Caution, t hold what diftance 
His wifedome can prouiuc. Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of England, and vnfold 
His Meflage ere he come, that a fwift blefflng 
May foone returne to this our : . re ring Country, 
Vnder a hand accurs'd. 

Lord. He fend my Prayers wuh him. Exeunt 


Aft us Quart us. ScenaTrima. 


Scana Sexta. 


Thunder. Enter the three mtchei . 

i Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd. 

a Thrice, and once the Hedge-Pigge whin'd. 

3 Harpier cries, 'tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Round about the Caldron go : 
In the poyfond Entrailes throw 
Toad, that vnder cold ftone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one 1 
Sweltred Venom Deeping gor, 
Boyle thou firft i'lh'charmed pot. 

All. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

a Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 
Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge : 
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lit ards legge, and Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powrefoll trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble. 

.All. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

N<*al#" nf Ijncrrin 1 fintn Wnltr 

Witches Mummey, Maw,and Gulfe 

Of the rauin'd fait Sea fharke : 

Roote of Hemlocke, digg'J i'th'darke : 

Liuer of Blafpheming lew, 

Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew, 

Sliuer'd in the Moones Ecclipfe : 

Nof e 


Enter Lenox^nd another Lord. 

. 1 •■■ > My former Speeches, 
Haue but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther :Onely 1 fay 
Things haue bin ftrangcly borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pittied of Matbtib : marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Ba*yue walk'd too late, 
Whom you may fay (ift pleafe you ; Fleam kill'd, 
For Fleam fled : Men muft not walke too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monftrous 
It was for Maltolme, and for LknaJhane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fac5, 
How it did greeue Macbttb ? Did he not ftraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents teare, 
That were the Slaues of drinke, and thralles of fleepc ' 
Was not that Nobly done' 1, and wifely too : 
For 'twould haue anger'd any heart aliue 
To heare the men deny't. So that I fay, 

Wi* hj'l hnfflp all fhtftiFC ur#1l anri 1 An rhtnlr^ 
* 1 1 ij« v wi n c an tilings wni, ana i uo iijiiikc, 

That had he Dnutam Sonnri vnder his Key, 
(As,and't pleafe Heauen he (hall not) they would finde 
What 'twere to kill a Father : So would Fleam. 
But peace ; for from broad words, and caufc he fayl'd 
His prefence at the Tyrants Feaft, 1 heare 
tMaedufft liues in difgrace. Sir,can you tell 
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Sale of Turk c, and Tartars lips : 
Finger of Birth-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliuer'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grewell thicke, and 
Adde thereto a Tigen Chawdton, 
For th'Ingrcdiencr of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, royle and trouble, 
Fire burne.and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 
Then the Charme is firme and good. 

Enter Httat,and the other three Uitcbet. 

lite. O well done: I commend your paints, 
And euery one (hall fharc i'th'gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron ling 
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 

Mafieie and a Sang. <Blacke Spirit t, &C. 

2 By the pricking of my Th urn bet, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Locke*, who euer knocke*. 

Enter Matbetb. 

Maeb.How now you fecret, black, tc midnight Hags' 
What is't you do? 

AIL A deed without a name. 

Macb. I coniure you, by that which you Profefle, 
(How ere you come to know it) anfwer me : 
Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight 
Againft the Churches: Though the yefty Waues 
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd.Jc Trees blown downe, 
Though Caftlcs topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Pallaces, and Pyramids do Hope 
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the trcafure 
Of Natures Germaine, rumble altogether, 
Euen till deftruclion ficken : Anfwer me 
To what I aske you- 

i Speake. 

l Demand. 

3 Wec'l anfwer. 

I Say, if th'ha : ft rather heare it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Marten. 

Mad. Call 'em : let me fee 'em. 
I Powre in Sowes blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Greaie that's fweatcn 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

All. Come high or low : 
Thy Selfe and Office dcaftly (how. Thunder. 

I . Appar ation,au 
Macb. Tell me, thou vnknowne power. 
I He knowes thy thought : 
Heare his fpecch, but fay thou nought. 
1 Appar. Matbetb, Macbeth, Matbetb: 



Beware the Thane of Fife : difmiue me. Enough. 

He 'Defccndt. 

Macb.Vlhit ere thou art, for thy good caution, thanks 
Thou haft harp'd my fearc aright. But one word more. 

1 He will not be commanded : becre's another 

More potent then the firft. Thunder. 

2 Apparition, a Bltody Chi/de. 

2 Appar. tMatbetb, Macbeth, Macbeth. 
Macb. Had I three eares, Il'd heare thee. 
2 Appar. Be bloody, bold,& refolute : 



<Dtf<endt. 

of thee I 



TirCerwA 



good : 



Laugh to fcurne 
The powre of man : For 
Shall harme Macbeth. 

Mac. Then liue Matdufr.whit need 1 
But yet He make aflurance : double lure, 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou flult not liue, 
That I may tell pale-hearted Fearc, it lies ; 
And lleepe in fpight of Thunder. Thunder 

3 Apparatnn,t Cb.ldt Qrwed, with a Tree k hit 
What is this, that rife* like the iflue of a King, 
And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soucraignty ? 

jtll. Liften, but fpeake not too't. 

3 Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care: 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers are : 
Macbeth mall nruer vanquiuVd be, vnbll 
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunlmane Hill 
Shall come againft him. 

Macb. That will neuer bee : 
Who can imprclTe the Forrcft, bid the Tree 
Vnfi*e his earth-bound Root ? Sweet 
Rebellious dead, rife ncuer till the Wood 
Of Byrnan rife, and our high plac'd Matbetb 
Shall liue the Leale of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuftome. Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing : Tell me, it your Art 
Can tell fo much : Shall Banque t iflue euer 
Reigne in this Kingdom*- ? 

All. Secke to know no more. 

Macb. I will be fatisfied. Deny me this, 
And an eternal! Curfe fall on you : Let me know.j 
Why finkes that Cldron/A what noUe is this? Hcfryti 

1 Shew. 

2 Shew. 

3 Shew. 

All. Shew his Eyes, and gTeeue his Hart, 
Come like fliadowes, fo depart. 

Ajhrvr tf eight Ktngi , and'Banauo Uft ,vtth a glajjt 

Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down: 
Thy Crowne do's fearc mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firft : 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, , 

Why do you fliew nie this? A fourth ? Start eyes ! 

What will the Line ftretch out to'th'cracke of Doome ? 

Another yet ? A fcauenth? 11c fee no more : 

And yet the eight appeares, who bearea a glade, 

Which fhewes me many more: and fome 1 fee, 

That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 

Horrible fight : Now I fee 'tis true, 

For the Blood-bolter'd Banquo fmiles vpon me, 

And points at them for his. What? is this fo ? 

I I Sir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands eMoxbetb thus amasedly ? 
Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights, 
And ftew the beft of our delights. 
He Charme the Ayre to giue a found, 
While you performe your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly fay, 
Our duties, did his welcome pay. Mujkk*. 

The rVttches Dance, and vanijb. 
tMacb. Where are they ? Gone i 
Let this pemitious houre, 
Stand aye accurfed in the Kalender. 
Come in, without there. 

What's your Graces will. 

Maeh. 
7I4~ 
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Mjcb. Saw you ibe Wcyard Sifters ' 

Lenox. No my Lord. 

Macb. Came they not by vuu I 

Ltnox. No indeed my Lord. 

Mtitb. Infected be the Ayre whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thole that trufl them. I did heare 
The gallopping of Horfe. Who vtas't came by I 

Len. Tis two or three my Lord, that bring you word : 
MjcJuff ii fled to England. 

Ma<b Fled to England ? 

Ltn. I, my good Lord. 

Macb. Time, thou anticipat'ft my dread exploits: 
The flighty purpole neuer is o're-tooke 
Vnlcfle the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very fir ft lings of my heart dull be 
The firftlings of my hand. And euen now 
To Crown my thoughts with Alts: be it thoght 4c done: 
The Caftlc of Maeduff, I will furprif e. 
Seiie vpon Fife; giue to th'edge o'th'Sword 
His Wife, hit Babes, and all vnfortunate Soules 
Tint trice him in his Line. No boailing like a Foole, 
This deed He do, before this putpofe coole, 
But no more fights. Where aie thefe Gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they are. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Macduffti Wift,ter Son, an J Rjfe. 

Wlft. What had he done, to make him fly the Land ? 

'Rjfe. You mud haue patienc 

Wife. He had none : 
His flight was madnelTe : when < 
Our feares do make vi Tiaitors. 

Rojfe. You know not 
Whether it was his wifedome.or his feare. 

U ft. Wifedom' to leaue his wife, to leaue his Babes, 
His Manfion.and hii Titles, in a place 
From whence him idle do's flyer He loues vs nor, 
He want) the naturall touch. For the poore Wren 
(The mod diminitiue of Birds) will fight, 
Her yong ones in her Ned. againd the Owle : 
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Loue ; 
As little is the Wifedome, where the flight 
So runnel againd all reafon. 

1{ajfe. My decreft Cooa, 
I pray you fchoole your felfe. But for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wife, Iudicioui,and beft knowes 
The fits o'th'Seafon. 1 dare not fpeake much further, 
But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors 
And do not know our felues : when we hold Rumor 
From what we feare, yet know not what we feaie, 
But floate vpon a wilde and violent Sea 
Each way,and moue. I take my leaue of you ; 
Shall not be long but He be heere againe : 
Things at the word will ceaie.or elle climbc vpward. 
To what they were before. My pretty Coline. 
B'elTing vpon you. 

Wife. Father'd he is, 
And yet hee's Father-lefle. 

K, ' im f° much a Foole,<houId I flay longer 
It would be my dilgrace, and your difcomfort. 
I take my leaue at once. Exit R<.ffe. 
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Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
And what will you do now? How will you liue ? 
Son. As Birds do Mother. 
Wfe. What with Wormes,and Flyes? 
&n. With what I get I meane,and fo do they. 
Vi/e. Poore Bird, 
Thou dft neuer Feare the Net, nor Lime, 
The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 

Sen. .Why mould 1 Mother? 
Poore Birds they are not fet for : 
My Father is not dead for all your faying: 

Wife. Yes, he is dead : « 
How wilt thou do for a Father? 

Sun. Nay how will you do for a Husband ? 
Wife. Why 1 can buy me twenty at any Market. 
Sen. Then you'l by 'cm to fell againe. 
Wife. Thou fpeak'd withall thy wit, 
And yet 1'faith with wit enough for thee. 
Sen. Was,my Father a Traitor, Mother >. 
Wife. I , that he was. 
Son. What is a Traitor ? 
Wife. Why one that fweares,and lyes. 
Sen. And be all Traitors, that do fo. 
Wife. Euery one that do's fo, is a Traitor, 
And mud be hang'd. 

Son. And mutt they all be hang'd, that fwear and lye ? 
Wife Euery one. 
&ir. Who mull bang them i 
Wife. Why, the honed men. 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Lyars and Swearers enow, to beate the honed men, 
and hang vp them. 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : 
But how wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Sen. If he were dead, youl'd weepe for him : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that I mould quickcly 
haue a new Father. 

Wife. Poore pratler, how thou talk'd ? 
Enter a Mtfftnger. 

Mf BIcfTe you faire Dame : 1 am not to you known, 
Though in your date of Honor 1 am perfeft ; 
I doubt fomc danger do's approach you neerely. 
If you will take a homely mans adaice, 
Be not found heere : Hence with your little ones 
To fright you thus. Me thinkes 1 am too lauage: 
To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 
Which is too nic your perfon. Heauen preferue you, 
I dare abide no longer. Exit Mejfenger 

Wife. Whether mould I flye ? 
I haue done no harmc. But 1 remember now 
1 am in this earthly world : where to do harme 
Is often laudable, to do good lbmetime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (ala>) 
Do 1 put vp that womanly defence, 
To fay I haue done no harme? 
What are thefe faces ? 

Enter Murtbtrert. 

Mur. Where is your Husband ? 

Wife. 1 hope in no place fo vnfantfified, 
Where i'uch as thou may'd finde him. 

Mur. He's a Traitor. 

&n. Thou ly'd thou fliagge-ear'd Villaine. 

Mur. What you Egge ? 
Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Sen. He ha s kill'd me Mother, 
Run away I pray you. Exit crying Mur tier. 
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Scana Tertia. 



Enttr Malcolm* and Macduff*. 

Mai. Let v» fecke out fome dcfolate fludc, it there 
Weepe our fid bol'umcs empty. 

tMatd. Let v» rather 
Hold faft the mortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beflride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, 
New Widdowe* howle, new Orphan* cry, net 
Strike heauen on the face, that it refoundt 
At if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mai. What I belceue, He waile ; 
What know, belceue ; and what 1 can redreffe, 
At 1 (hall finde the time to friend : I wil. 
What you haue fpolce, it may be fo perchance. 
Thii Tyrant, whole fule name blificr* our tongue*, 
Wat once thought honeft : you haue lou'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet. 1 am yong, but lumcthing 
You may difcerne of him through me, and wifedome 
To offer vp a weake, poore innocent Lam be 
T'appeafc an angry God. 

Matd. 1 am not treacherou*. 

Male. But Macbetb h. 
A good and vertuou* Nature may recoyle 
In an Imperiall charge. But 1 fhall craue your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe ; 
Angel* are bright (till, though the brighteft fell. 
Though all thing* foule, would wear the brow* of grace 
Yet Grace mull fbll I 

Matd. I haue loft my Hope*. 

Male. Perchance euen there 
Where I did finde my doubt*. 
Why in that rawnefTe left you Wifc,and Childe? 
Thofe preciout Motiue*, thofe ftrong knot* of Loue, 
Without leiue-uking. I prav you, 
Let not my lealoufies, be your Difhonort, 
But mine owne Safeties : you may be rightly iult, 
What euer I fhall thinkc. 

Matd. Bleed, bleed poore Country, 
Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy bad* fure, 
For goodnefTe dare not check thee : wear y thy wrong*, 
The Title, i* affear'd. Far thee well Lord, 
I would not be the, Villaine that thou think'ft, 
For the whole Space that'* in the Tyrant* Crafpe, 
And the rich Eaft to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended : 
I fpeake not at in abfolutc feare of you : 
I thinke our Country finket beneath the yoake, 
It weepet, it blerdt, and each new day a gifh 
It added to her woundt. 1 thinke withall, 
There would be handt vplii'ted in my right: 
And hcere from graciou* England haue I offer 
Of goodly thouf'and*. But for all this, 
When I (hall treadc vpon the Tyrant* head, 
Or weare it on my Sword j yet my poore Country] 
Shall haue more vice* then it had before, 
More fuffcr, and more fundry wayet then euer,| 
By him that fhall fuccerde. 

Ma<d. What fhould he be? 

Mai It is my felfe I meane : in whom I know 
All the particular* of Vice fo grafted, 



That when they fhill be open'd, blacke Matbetb 
Will fee me as pure as Snow, and the poore State 
Efteeme him as a Lambe, being compar'd 
With my confinelclle harmc*. 

Matd. Not in the Legion* 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Diuell more damn'd 
In euils, to top Matbttb. 

Mai. I grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falle, Deceitful), 
Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of cuery finne 
That ha'* a name. But there'* no bottume, none 
In my VoluptuoufnelTe : Your Wiucs, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill vp 
The Celtcrne of my Luft.and my Defire 
All continent Impediment* would ore-beare 
That did oppofe my will. Better Matbttb, 
Then fuch an one to reigne. 

Matd. Boundlrffe intemperance 
In Nature i* a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th'vntimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many King*. But feare not yet 
To take vpon you what i» your* : you may 
Conury your pleafures in a l*pack>u* plenty, 
And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo hoodwinke : 
We haue willing Dame* enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to deuoure fo many 
As will to CieatnelTe dedicate thcmfclues, 
Finding it fo inclinde. 

Mai With this, there growes 
In my moft ill-compos d Affection, fuch 
A ftanchleiTe Auarice, that were 1 King, 
I fhould cut off the Noble* for their Lands, 
Defire hi* Iewelt, and this other* Houle, 
And my morc-hauing, would be a* a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I fhould forge 
Quarrels vniuft againft the Good and Loyall, 
Dertroying them for wealth. 

Matd. Thi* Auarice 
ftickes deeper : growe* with more perniciou* route 
Then Summer-leeming Lull : and it hath bin 
The Sword of our flainc King*: yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyfunt, to fill vp your will 
Or your meerc Owne. All thelc are portable, 
With other Grace* weigh'd. 

Mai. But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces, 
A* luftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneffe, 
Bounty, Perfcuerance, Mercy, LowlincfTe, 
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 
1 haue no rcllilh of them, but abound 
In the diuifion of each (euerall Crime, 
Acting it many wiyet. Nay, had 1 powre, I fhould 
Poure the Tweet Milke of Concord, into Hell, 
Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound 
All vnity on earth. 

Matd. O Scotland, Scotland. 

Mai. If fuch a one be fit to gouerne, fpeake : 
I am at I haue fpoken. 

Mat. Fit to gouern.'No not to liue. O Natio miferabic ! 
With an vntirlrd Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
When fh-ilt thou fee thy wholfome dayes 
Since that the trueft Iflue of thy Throne 
By his owne Interdiction Itjnds accuft, 
And do's blafpheme hi* breed ' Thy Royill Father 
Wat a moft Sainted-King : the Queenc that bore thre, 
Oftner vpon ber knees, then on her feet, 
Dy'de euery day fhc liu'd. Fare thee well, 

Thefe 
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Thefe EuiU thou rcpeat'ft vpon thy felfe, 
Hath baniflVd me from Scotland. O my Breft, 
Thy hope ends heere. 

&fel. Macduff, this Noble paflion 
Childe of integrity, hath from my foule 
Wip'd the blacke Scruple*, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good Truth, and Honor. Diuellilh cMacbttb, 
By many of thefe trainei, hath fought to win me 
Into hit power : and mode* Wifedome plucket me 
From ouer-creduloui haft : but God aboue 
Deale betweene thee and me; For euen now 
I put my felfe to thy Direction, and 
Vnfpcake mine owne detraction. Heere abiure 
The taints,and blame* I laide vpon my felfe, 
For ftranger* to my Nature. I am yet 
Vnknowne to Woman, neuer was forfwornc, 
Scarfely haue coueted what was mine owne. 
At no time broke my Faith, would not betray 
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight 
No lefle in truth then life. My firft falfe fpcaking 
Wat this vpon my felfe. What I am truly 
Is thine, and my poore Countries to command : 
Whither indeed, before they heere approach 
Old Srjiard with ten thoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was letting foorth : 
Now wee'l together, and the chance of goodneffe 
Be like our warranted Quarrel). Why are you filent? 

Maui. Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once 
Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a DteJsr. 

Mai. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
I pray you ? 

Dcff. I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Soule* 
That fray his Cure : their malady conuincc* 
The great allay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such fanclity hath Heauen giuen bis hand, 
They prefently amend. Exit. 

Mai. I thanke you Doflor. 

Macd. What's the Difcafe he rocanes ? 

Mai. Tiscall'd the Euill. 
A moft myraculout worke in this good King, 
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 
I haue feene him do : How he folicites heauen 
Himfelfe heft knowes: but ftrangely vilited people 
All fwolne and Vlccrous, pittifull to the eye, 
The meere difpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes, 
Put on with holy Prayers, and 'tis fpoken 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaues 
The healing Benediction. With this ftrange vertue, 
He hath a heauenly guift of Prophefie, 
And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 
That fpcake him full of Grace. 



Maed. See who comes heere. 
Malt. My Countryman : but yet I know him nor. 
Matd. My euer gentle Cozen, welcome hither. 
Malt, I know him now. Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes that makes vs Strangers. 
Rnffe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did t 
Rtffe. Alas poore Countrey, 
Almort affraid to know it felfe. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but ourGraue ; where nothing 
But who knowes nothing, is once feene to fmile: 

: ughes,and groanes.and fhrieks that rent the ayre 
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Are made, not mark'd : Where violent forrow fe 
A Moderne extalte : The Oeadmans knell, 
Is there fcarfe atk'd for who, and good mens Hues 
Expire before the FIowcts in their Caps, 
Dying, or ere they ficken. 

Macd. Oh Relation} too nice, and yet too true. 

Male. What's (he neweft giiefe r 

~Rofft. That of an houres age, doth hifle the fpeaker, 
Each minute teemesa new one. 

Macd. How do's my Wife/ 

Rofft. Why well. 

c%faed. And all my Children t 

Reft. Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant ha's not batter'd at their peace ? 
//e.No.thej were wel at peace, when I did leiuc'em 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your fpeech : How gos't ? 

Rtffe. When I came hither to tranfport the Tydings 
Which I haue hcauily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fcllowet, that were out, 
Which was to my beleefe witneft the rather, 
For that I faw the Tyrants Power a-fbot. 
Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldlours, make our women fight, 
To doffe their dire diftrefles. 

Male. Bee't their comfort 
We are comming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Seyvrardy and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chriftendome giues out. 

Ruffe Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be howl'd out in the defert ayre, 
Where hearing Ihould not latch them. 

\.Maed. What concerne they, 
The generall caufe, or is it a Fee-grieft 
Due to fomefingte breft? 

Roffe. No minde that's honeft 
But in it snares fome woe, though the maine part 
Pcrtaines to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine 
Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it. 

Rofft. Let not your cares difpife my tongue for euer, 
Which (hall poircAe them with the heauieft found 
That euer yet tbey heard. 

Macd. Humh : I gurfle at it. 

Riffi, Your Caftle is furpria'd : your Wife,and Babes 
Sauagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murther'd Dcerc 
To adde the death of you. 

Male. Mercifull Heauen : 
What man, ne're pull your hat vpon your browes : 
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do's not fpeake, 
Whifpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids it breake. 

Matd. My Children too? 

Re. Wife,Children,Seruants,all that could be found. 

Matd. And I muft be from thence?My wife kil'd too? 

Rofft. I haue faid. 

Male. Be comforted. 
Let's make vs Med'cinet of our great Rcuenge, 
To cure this deadly greefe. 

tMaed. He ha's no Children. All my pretty ones ? 
Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite | All ? 
What, AH my pretty Chickens, and their Damme 
At one foil fwoope ? 

Male. Difpute it like a man. 

Maed. Iihalldofoi 

Nn a But 
5 * 
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But I mull alfo feele it ai a man ; 

I cannot but remember fuch things were 

That were molt precioua to me : Did heauen looltc on, 

And would not take their part ? Sinfull Macduff, 

They were all ftrooke for thee : Naught that I am, 

Not for their owne demerits, but for mine 

Fell (laughter on their foules : Heauen reft them now. 

Mat. Be this the Whetftone of your fword, let griefe 
Conuert to anger : blunt not the heart,enrage it. 

Macd. O I could play the woman with mine eye*, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauent, 
Cut (hort all intermiflion : Front to Front, 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 
Within my Swords length fet him, if he fcape 
Heauen forgiue him too. 

Mat. This time goes manly : 
Come go we to the King, our Power it ready, 
Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. tMacbetb 
Is ripe for making, and the Powres aboue 
Put on their Inftrumentt : Receiue what eheere you may, 
The Night is long, that neuer findet the Day. Exeunt 


would haue thought the olde man to haue had fo much 
blood in him. 

Deft. Do you marke that ? 

Lad.The Thane of Fife, had a wife : where is (he now? 
What will thefe handt ne're be cleane t No more o'that 
my Lord, no more o'that ! you marre all with this ftar- 
ting. 

Deft. Go too, go too ! 
You haue knowne what you (hould not. 

Gent. She ha't fpoke what (hee mould not, I am fure 
of that : Heauen known what (he ha't knowne. 

La. Heere't the fmell of the blood (rill : all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not fweeten thit little hand. 
Oh, oh, oh. 

Deft. What a figh it there' The hart is forely charg'd. 
Gent. I would not haue fuch a heart in my bofome, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 
DeB. Well, well, well. 
Gent. Pray God it be fir. 

Deft. Thit difeafe it beyond my pradife : yet I haue 
knowne thofe which haue walkt in their deep, who haue 
dyed holily in their bed». 

Lad. Wa(h ycur hands, put on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not fo pale : 1 tell you yet againe Banquet buried ; 
he cannot come out on't graue. 

Deft. Euen fo ? 

Lady. To bed, to bed : there*! knocking at the gate : 
Come, come, come, come, giue me your hand : What'* 
done, cannot be vndonc. To bed, to bed, to bed. 

Exit Lady. 

Dofl. Will (he go now to bed ? 
Cr»f. Directly. 

Deft. Foule whifp'ring* are abroad : vnnaturall deed* 
Do breed vnnaturall troublet : infected mindet 
To their deafe pillowet will difcharge their Secret* : 
More needt (he the Diuine, then the Phyfitian : 
God, God forgiue vt all. Looke after her, 
Remoue from her the meanet of all annoyance, 
And ftill keepe eyet vpon her: So goodnight, 
My minde (he ha't mated, and amaz'd my fight. 
I tbinke, but dare not fpeake. 

Gent. Good night good Doctor. Exeunt. 


ABus Quintus. Scena 'Prima. 

Enter a Defter ef Pbyfic^e, ""^ a rVayting 
Gent/e*»maa. 

Deft. I haue too Nights watch'd with you, but can 
pcrcciue no truth in your report. When was it fliee laft 
walk'd f 

Gent. Since hit Maiefty went into the Field, I haue 
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp- 
pon her, vnlocke her Cloflct, take foorth paper, folde it, 
write vpon't, read it, afterwards Scale it, and againe re- 
turne to bed ; yet all this while in a moft fart lleepe. 

'Daft. A great perturbjtion in Nature, to receyue at 
once the benefit of Deep, and do the eftcfb of watching. 
In this Aumbry agitation, befides her walking,and other 
actual! performances, what (at any time) haue you heard 
her fay ? 

Gent. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Deft. You may to me, and 'tis moft meet you would. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one,hauing no witneffe 
to confirme my fpeech. Enter Lady.witb a Taper. 
Lo you, heere (he come* : This is her very guile, and vp- 
on my life faft aflecpe : obferue her, Hand clofe. 

Doff. How came (he by that light? 

Gent. Why it ftood by her : /he ha's light by her con- 
tinually, 'tis her command. 

Doit. You fee her eyes are open. 

Gent. I but their fenfe are Ihut. 

Deft. What is it fl»e do's now? 
Looke how {he rabbet her hands. 

Gent. It it an accuftom'd action with her, to feeme 
thus warning her handt : I haue knowne her continue io 
thit a quarter of an houre. 

Lad. Yet heere *a a fpot. 

Deft. Heark, (he fprakt, I will fet downe what comet 
from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

La. Out damned fpot : out I fay. One •. Two : Why 
then 'tit time to doo't : Hell it murky. Fye.my Lord, fie, 
a Sculdier,and affcar'd? what need we feare'who knowe* 
it, when none can call our powre to accompt : yet who 


Scena Secunda. 


Drum and Celeurt. Enter Mentelb, Catbnei, 
jingui, Lenex, Sc/diert, 

Mett.The Englifh powre it neere, led on by Malcolm, 
His Vnkle Stynard, and the good Macduff. 
Reurnget burnt in them : for their deere caufet 
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Neere Byrnan wood 
Shall we well meet them, that way are they camming. 

Catb. Who knowct if Denalbanr be with hit brother? 

Let. For certaine Sir, he it not : I haue a File 
Of all the Gentry j there it Seyvardt Sonne, 
And many vnruffe youths, that euen now 
Proteft their tirft of Manhood. 

Ment. What do't the Tyrant. 

Catb. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly Fortifies : 
Some fay hee's mad : Others, that letter bate him. 
Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine 

He 
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He cannot buckle bis diftempcr'd caufe 
Within the belt of Rule. 

A»g . Now do 1 he feele 
Hit fecret Morther* flicking on his hand*, 
Now minutely Reooltt vpbraid his Faith-breach t 
Thole he commind., moue onely in command, 
Nothing in loue : Now do's he feele his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a Giants Robe 
Vpon a dwartiih Theefe. 

Ment. Who then (hall blame 
His peftcr'd Senfes to recoyle,and dart, 
When all that is within him, do's condemne 
It felfe, tor being there. 

i^aic vycii, marcn we on, 
To giue Obedience, where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the Med'cine of the fickly Weale, 
And with him poure we in our Countries purge, 
wco arop or vs. 

Ltmox. Or fo much as it needes, 
To dew the Soueraigne Flower.and drowne the Weeds: 
Make we our March towards Birnan. Exeunt marebing. 


Giue me my Armor. 

Sent. Tis not needed yet. 

Matb. He pot it on : 
Send out moe Horfes, skirre the Country round, 
Hang thofe that talke of Feare. Giue me mine Armor: 
How do's your Patient, Docxorr 

'Dui. Not fo ficke my Lord, 
As the is troubled with thicke-comming Fancies 
That keepe her from her reft. 

Matb. Cure of that : 
Can'ft thou not Minifter to a minde dileas'd, 
Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine, 
And with fome fweet Obliuious Antidote 
Cleanfc the ftufit bofome, of that perillous ftuffe 
Which weighes vpon the heart? 

Ehel. Therein the Patient 
Muft minifler to himfelfe. 

Matb. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, He none of it. 
Come, put mine Armour on : giue me my Stafre : 
Styten, lend out : Doctor, the Thanes flyefrom me: 
Come fir, difpatch. If thou could'ft Doctor, caft 
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe, 
And purge it to a found and priftiue Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 
That Ihould applaud againe. Pull't off I fay, 
What Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge 
Would fcowre thefe Englilh hence I hear'ft y of them ' 

Doff. I my good Lord : your Royall Preparation 
Makes vs heare fomething. 

Matb. Bring it after me : 
I will not be affraid of Death and Bane, 
Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane. 

'Doff. Were I from Dunfinane awav,and cleere, 
Profit againe Ihould hardly draw me heere. Extent 


Scana Tertia. 


Matb. Bring me no more Reports,let them flye all : 
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunfinane, 
I cannot taint with Feare. What's the Boy <&fahclme ? 
Was he not borne of woman? The Spirits that know 
All mortall Confequences, haue pronoune'd me thus: 
Feare not Matbttb, no man that's borne of woman 
Shall ere haue power vpon thee. Then fly falfe Thanes, 
And mingle with the English Epicures, 
The minde I fway by, and the heart 1 beare, 
Shall neuer fagge with doubt, nor lhake with feare. 
Enter Sir nam. 

The dinell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fae'd Loone t 
Where got'ft thou that Coofe-looke. 

Ser. There is ten thoufand. 

Matb. Geefe Villained 

Ser. Sooldiers Sir. 

Matb. Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare 
Thou Lilly-liuer'd Boy. What Soldiers, Patch ? 
Death of thy Soule, thofe Unnen cheekes of thine 
Are Counfailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face ' 

Ser. The Englilh Force, fo pleafc you. 

Matb. Take thy face hence. Stjtnt, I am fkk at hart, 
When 1 behold : Stytan, I fay, this puih 
Will cheere me euer, or dif-eate me now. 
I haue liu'd long enough : my way of life 
Is falne into the Scare, the yellow Leafe, 
And that which ihould accompany Old-Age, 
As Honor, Loue, Obedience, Troopes of Friends, 
I mult not looke to haue : but in their Herd, 
Curfcs, not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honor, breath 
Which the poore heart would faine deny, and dare not. 
Seyton ? 

Enter Style*. 
Sey. What's your gracious pleafure ? 
cXfatb. What Newcs mere ? 

Sty. All is confirm'd my Lord, which was reported. 
Matb.Ue fight, till from my bones,my flctb. be hackt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Drum and Qolemrt. EuUr cXfaltelme ,Styward, Maedvffe, 
Seyvardt Suite, Mentetb, Catbntt, Angta, 
and Soldien Martbittg. 

Male. Cofins, I hope the dayes are ncere at hand 
fhat Chambers will be fafe. 
Ment. We doubt it nothing. 
Syev. What wood is this before vs? 
Ment. The wood of Birnane. 

Male, Let euery Souldier hew him downe a Bough, 
And bcar't before him, thereby lhall we lhadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft, and make difcouery 
Erre in report of vs. 

Sold. It lhall be done. 

Syv. We learne no other, but the confident Tyrant 
Kcepes ftill in Dunfinane,and will indure 
Our fetting downe befor't, 

Male. 'Tis his maine hope : 
For where there is aduantage to be giutn, 
Both more and lefle haue giuen him the Reuolt, 
And none ferue with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

tMaed. Let our iuft Cenfures 
Attend the true euent, and put we on 

nn 3 Induftrious 
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Induftrious SouldicrOiip. 

Sty. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifion make vi know 
What we (hall fay we haue, and what we owe: 
l nougnts Ipccuiatiuc, tneir vnlure nopet relate. 
But ccrtaine iflue, Aroaket muft arbitrate, 
Toward* which, aduance the warre. Exeunt marching 


Comet toward Dunfinane. Arme, Arme,and out, 

If thit which he auouchet, do't appeare, 

There it nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I 'ginne to be a-weary of the Sun, 

nna wiui en citace o tn world were no\* vnaon. 

Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke, 

At lead wee'l dye with Harnefle on our backe. Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Scena Sexta. 


Eattr Macbeth, Seyttn, & SouJdkrt, with 
Drum and Coiouri. 

tMacb. Hang out our Bannert on the outward walla, 
The Cry if Hill, they come : our Caftles ftrength 
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne : Hecrc let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp : 
Were they not forc"d with thofe that mould be our*, 
We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard, 
And beate them backward home. What it that noyfe ? 

A Cry within *f Women. 

Sty, It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Mack. I haue aim oft forgot the ufte of Feares : 
Tbe time ha't beene, my fences would haue cool'd 
To heare a Night-mrieke, and my Fell of haire 
Would at a difmall Treatife rowee, and ftirre 
As life were in't. I haue fupt full with horrors, 
OireneiTe familiar to my llaughtcrous thoughts 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry P 

Sty. Tbe Queene (my Lord) it dead. 

Mact. She would haue dy'de heercafter} 
There would haue beene a time for fuch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And all our yefterdayet, haue lighted Fooles 
The way to dufty death. Out, out, brcefe Candle, 
Lifc't but a walking Shadow,a poore Player, 
That ftruts and frets hit houre vpon the Stage, 
And then it heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a tMcffenger. 
Thou com'ft to rfe thy Tongue : thy Story quickly. 

Mtj. Gracious my Lord, 
I Ihould report that which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to doo't. 

Macb. Well, fay fir. 

Mef. At I did ftand my watch »pon the Hill 
I look'd toward Byrnane, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to mooe. 

Macb. Lyar.and Slaue. 

Met. Let me endure your wrath, ift be not fo : 
Within this three Mile may you fee it comming. 
I fay, a mouing Graue. 

Macb. If thou fpeak'ft fhlfe, 
Vpon the next Tree mail thou hang aliue 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy fpeech be footh, 
I care not if thou doft for me at much. 
I pull in Reiblution, and begin 
To doubt th'Equiuocadon of (he Fiend, 
That liet like truth. Feare not, till Byrnane Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood 


Drumme and Cohun. 
Enter Malcelme, Seyward, Macdufft,and their %Army, 
witb'Btugbti. 

• 

Mai. Now necre enough : 
Your leauy Skreenet throw downe, 
And fliew like thofe you are : You (worthy Vnkle) 
Shall with my Cofin your rigbt Noble Sonne 
Leade our firft Battel 1. Worthy Macdufe, and wee 
Shall take vpon't what elfe remainet to do, 
According to our order. 

Sty. Fare you well s 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night, 
Let vs be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak.giue the all breath 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood,* Death. Exeunt 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They haue tied me to a flake, I cannot flye, 
But Beare-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That wat not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Am I to feare, or none. 

Enter young Seyward. 

T. Sty. What it thy name? 

Macb. Thou'lt be afFraid to heare it. 

T. Sty. No : though thou call'ft thy felfe a hoter name 
Then any it in bell. 

Macb. My name's cftfatbetb. 

r.Sey. The diuell himfelfc could not pronounce a Title 
More hate full to mine care. 
Macb. No : nor more (careful 1. 

T.Sey. Thou Iyeft abhorred Tyrant, with my Sword 
He proue the lye thou fpeak ft. 

Fight, and jowg Seyward Jtaimt. 

Macb. Thou was't borne of woman ; 
But Swords 1 fmile at, Weapont laugh to fcorne, 
Brandifh'd by man thaft of a Woman borne. Exit. 

Matd. That way the noifc bl Tyrant &ew thy face, 
It tnou ocelt name, ana witn no uroaKc or mine, 
My Wife and Childrent Ghuftt will haunt me ftill : 
1 cannot ftrike at wretched Kernel, whofe armes 
Are hyr'd to beare their Staues ; either thou Mjcbeth, 
Or elle my Sword with an vnbittered edge 
I (heath againe vndeeded. There thou Ihould'ft be, 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 

Scemes 
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And 



Let me tin de him Fortune, 
I begge not. Exit . 



Mfalcelmt and Styvard. 



Sty. This way my Lord, the Caftles gently rendred : 
The Tyrants people, on both fides do fight. 
The Noble Thanes do brauely in the Warre, 
The day almost, it felfe profeffes yours, 
And little is to do. 

Male. We haue met with Foes 
That fVrike befide vs. 

Sty. Enter Sir, the Caftle. Extwit. Alarum 

Enttr Macbttb. 
Maeb. Why fljould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 
On mine owne fword r whiles 1 fee lines, the gaflies 
Do better vpon them. 

Enter Matdufft. 
Macd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 
Macb. Of all men elfe I haue auoyded thee : 
But get thee backe, my foule is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 

tMacd. I haue no words, 
My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine 
Then tearme* can giue thee out. Figbt : Alarum 

Macb. Thou loofeft labour, 
As c .tic may 'ft thou the intrenchant Ay re 
With thy keene Sword impreffe, as make i 
Let rail thy blade on vulnerable Crefts, 
I beare a charmed Life, which muft no 
To one of woman borne. 

Macd. Difpaire thy Charme, 
And let the Angell whom thou Hill haft feru'd 
Tell thee, Matdufft was from his Mothers womb 
Vntimely ript. 

Matb. Accurfed be that tongue that tels mee fo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my oerrer part or man : 
And be thefe lugling Fiends no more bcleeu'd, 
That palter with vs in a double fence, 
That keepe the word of promife to our eare, 
And breakc it to our hope. lie not fight with 

Matd. Then yeeld thee Coward, 
And liue to be the fhew, and gaze o'th'time. 
Wee'l haue thee, as our rarer Monfterj are 
Fainted vpon a pole, and vnder-writ, 
Heere may you fee the TyTant. 

Macb. I will not yeeld 
To kiffe the ground before young Maleolmet feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. 
Though Bymane wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou oppoe'd, being of no woman borne, 
Vet I will try the laft. Before my body, 
I throw my warlike f " 



d be 



like Shield : Lay on Matdufft, 
him, that firft cries hold, enough 

figbt'tng. 



A! a rum i. 



FigbtiJtg, and Macbttb fiaine. 



• ,a»a rmnjo. enter with Drnmmt and Colottrt , 
Malnim, Seyward, Reft , Tbantt . & Seldirrt. 
Mai. 1 would the Friends we mine, were fafe arriu'd' 
Sty. Some muft go off : and yet by thefe I fee, 
So great a day as this is cheapely bought. 

Mai. Matdufft is milling, and your Noble Sonne. 
Rofft.Yout fon my Lord, ha's paid a fouldicrs debt, 
He onely liu'd but till he was a man, 
The which no fooner had his Proweffe confirm 'd 
In the vnftirinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'de. 
Sty. Then he is dead ? 

Rojff.l.md brought off the field : your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then 
It bath no end. 

Sty. Had he his hurts before > 

%!<fft. I, on the Front. 

Sty. Why then, Gods Soldier be he t 
Had I as many Sonnes, as I haue haires, 
I would not wiftt them to a fairer death: 
And fo his Knell is knoll'd. 

Mai. Hee's worth more forrow, 
And that He fpend for him. 

Sty. He's worth no more, 
Tbey fay he parted well, and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enttr Macduffe;*itb Ma.btth btad. 

Macd. Haile King, for fo thou art. 
Behold where ftands 

Th'Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free : 
I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pearle, 
That fpeake my falutation in their minds: 
Whofe voyces I defire alowd with mine. 
Haile King of Scotland. 

All. Haile King of Scotland. Flnrijb. 
Mai. We fttall not fpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your feuerall loues, 
And make vs euen with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earles, the firft that euer Scotland 
In fuch an Honor nam'd : What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Minifters 
Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene ; 
Who(as'tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 
Tooke off her life. This,and what needfoll elfe 
That call's vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will perforate in meafure, time, and place i 
So thankes to all at once, and to each one, 

inuite, to fee vs Crown'd at Scone. 

Fhurijb. Exeunt Omntt. 



FINIS. 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

HAMLET, Prince of Denmarke. 

<sA£tus Primus. Scaena 'Prima. 




Francifco two Cemtinelt. 

'Bernardo. 
Ho's there / 

Fran. Nay anfwer me : Stand & vnfold 
your felfe. 

Bar. I-ong Hue the 

Fran. Barnardof 



He. 



Bar. 

Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your houre. 
Bar. 'Tii now ftrook tweluc, get thee to bed Francijco. 
Fran. For this releefc much thinke* : Tb bitter cold, 
And I am ficke at heart. 

'Barn. Haue you had quiet Guard ? 
Fran. Not a Moufe {lining. 

"Barn. Well, goodnight. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellm, the Riuals of my Watch, bid them make haft. 
Enter Herat ie and Marcellm. 
Fran. I thinke I heare them. Sand : who'i there ? 
//or. Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Leige-men to the Dane. 
Fran. Giue you good night. 

Mar. O farwel honed Soldier, who hath relieu'd you? 
Fra. 'Bamardo ha s my place: giue you goodnight. 

Exit Fran. 

Mar. Holla 'Bamardo. 
'Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ? 
A peece of him. 

Welcome Huratio, welcome good Marctllm. 
What, ha't thii thing appear'd againe to night. 
I haue feene nothing. 
Horatio faies, 'tit but our Fantafie, 
And will not let bclcefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feene of vs, 
Therefore I haue intreated him along 
With vs, to watch the minutes of thU Night, 
That if againe this Apparition come, 
He may approue our eyes, and fpeake to it. 
Her. Tudi.tulh, 'twill not appeare. 
Bar. Sit downe a-while, 
And let vj once againe aiTaile your cares, 
That are fo fortified againft our Story, 
What we two Nights haue feene. 

Her. Well, fit we downe, 
And let vs heare Harnarde fpeake of this. 

'Barn. Lad night of all, 
When yond fame Stane that's Weftward from the Pole 
Had made his courfe t'illume that part of Heauen 



Her 

'Bar. 

Mar. 

Bar. 

Mar. 



Where now it burnes, Marctllut and my felfe, 
The Bell then beating one. 

tMar. Peace, breake thee off: Enter tbt Qbefi. 

Looke where it comes againe. 

Bam. In the fame figure, like the King that's dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholler; fpeake to it Horatio. 

Bern. Lookes it not like the KingrMarke it Horatio. 

Hera. Moft like: It harrowe* roe with rear tc wonder 

'Barn. It would be fpoke too. 

Mar. Qucftion it Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou that vfurp'ft this time of night, 
Together with that Faire and Warlike forme 
In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimei march : By Heauen I charge thee fpeake. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Barn. See, it ftalkes away. 

Her. Stay: fpeake; fpeake : I Charge thee, fpeake. 

Exit tbt Cbofi. 

Mar. Tis gone, and will not anfwer. 

Barn. How now Hcratio ? You tremble & look pale : 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie i 
What thinke you on't i 

Her. Before my God, I might not this belerae 
Without the fenfible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe, 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When th'Ambitious Norwcy combatted : 
So frown'd he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the fledded Pollai on the Ice. 
*Tii ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and iuft at this dead houre, 
With Martiall ftalke, hath he gone by our Watch. 

Hor.ln what particular thought to work, I know not : 
But in the groffe and fcope of my Opinion, 
This boadei fome ftrange erruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, A tell me he that knowes 
Why this fame drift and moft obferuant Watch, 
So nightly toyles the fubieft of the Land, 
And why fuch dayly Caft of Braion Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of wane : 
Why fuch impreffe of Ship-wrights, whofe fore Taske 
Do's not diuide the Sunday from the weeke, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day : 
Who is't that can infbrme me? 

Hor. That can I, 



At 
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At leaft the whifpcr goet fo : Our laft King, 

Whofe Image euen but now appear'd to vs, 

Was (as you know) by Fertinbrat of Norway, 

(Thereto prick'd on by a moft emulate Pride) 

Dar'd to the Combate. In which, our Valiant Hamlet, 

(For (o this fide of our knowne world efttem'd him) 

Did flay this Ftrtinbrat : who by a Seal'd Compacl, 

Well ratified by Law, and Heraldrie, 

Did forfeite (with hii life) all thole his Lands 

Which he flood feiz'd on, to the Conqueror : 

Againft the which, a Moity competent 

Was gaged by our King : which had return 'd 

To the Inheritance of Fortinbros, 

Had he bin Vanquisher, at by the fame Cou'nant 

And carriage of the Article defigne, 

His fell to Hamlet. Now fir, young Ftrtmbra/, 

Of vnimproued Mettle, hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, heere and there, 

Sbark'd *p a Lift of Landleffe Refolutei, 

For Foode and Dirt, to fome Enterprise 

That hath a ftomacke in't : which is no other 

(And it doth well appeare vnto our State J 

But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 

And tcrmcs Compulfatiue, (hole fbrcfaid Lands 

So by his Father loft : and this (I take it) 

Is the maine Motiue of our Preparations, 

The Sourfe of this our Watch, and the cheefe head 

Of this poft-haft, and Romage in the Land. 

Enter Gbafi againi. 
But Toft, behold: Loe, where it comes againe :l 
He croffe it, though it blaft me. Stay lllufion : 
If thou haft any found, or vfe of Voyce, 
Speake to me. If there be any good' thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me ; fpeak to me. 
If thou art priuy to thy Countries Fate 
(Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh fpeake. 
Or, if thou haft vp-hoorded in thy life 
Extorted Treafure in the wombe of Earth, 
(For which, they lay, you Spirits oft walke in death J 
Speake of it. Stay, and fpeake Stop it Marcelltu. 

Mar. Shall 1 ftrike at ir with my Partisan > 

Her. Do, if it will not ftand. 

'Barn. Tis heerc. 

Hor. Tis heere. 

Mar. Tis gone. Exit Gbcft. 

We do it wrong, being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the (new of Violence, 
For it is at the Ayre, invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes , malicious Mockery. 

'Barm, It was about to fpeake, when the Cocke crew. 

Hor. And then it ftartcd, like a guilty thing 
Vpon a fearfull Summons. I haue heard, 
The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day, 
Doth with his lofty and thrill-founding Throate 
Awake the God of Day : and at his warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Ayre, 
Th'extrauagant, and erring Spirit, hye* 
To his Confine. And of the truth heerein, 
This prefent Obiecl made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cocke. 
Some (ayes, that euer 'gainft that Seafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours Birth is celebrated, 
The Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long : 
And then ( they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad, 
The nights are wholfome, then no Planets ftrike, 
No Faiery talkcs, nor Witch hath power to Charme : 
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So hallow'd, and fo gracious it the time. 

Htr. So haue I heard, and do in part beleeue it. 
But looke, the Morne in Ruffet mantle clad, 
Walket o're the dew of yon high Eaftcrnc Hill, 
Breake we our Watch rp, and by my aduice 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet. For vpon my life, 
Thia Spirit dumbe to vs, will fpeake to him : 
Do you confent we mall acquaint him with it, 
As needfull in our Louet, fitting our Duty ? 

Mar. Let do't I pray, and I this morning know 
Where we flull finde him moft conueniently. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Clay Jim King of Dtnmar^e, Qertrude tbe Queene, 
Hamlet, Pelonius, Laertes, and bit Sifter 0- 
/ I - . .i, Ltrdt ^Attendant ■< 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dec re Brothers death 
The memory be greene : and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 
Yet fo farre hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him, 
Together with remembrance of our felues. 
Therefore our fometimet Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th'Imperiall Ioyntrcffe of this warlike State, 
Haue we, as 'twere, with a defeated ioy, 
With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye, 
With mirth in Funeral!, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 
Taken to Wife; nor haue we heerein barr'd 
Your better Wlfedomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along, for all our Thankes. 
Now followes, that you know young Fcrtinbrat, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth ; 
Or thinking by our late decre Brothers death, 
Our State to be difioynt, and out of Frame, 
Colleagued with the dreame of hit Aduantage ; 
He hath not fayl'd to pefter vs with Meffage, 
Importing the iurrender oTthofe Lands 
Loft by hisTather : with all Bonds of Law 
To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter Vtltemand and drnelm. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufineffe is. We haue heere writ 
To Norway, Vncle of young Ftninbrat , 
Who Impotent and Bedrid, fcarfely hcarei 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fuppreffe 
His further gate heerein. In that the Leuiet, 
The Lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of hit fubiect : and we heere difpatch 
You good Cameliut, and you Veltemand, 
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow s 
Farewell and let your haft commend your duty. 

Pelt. In that,and all things, will we ftiew our duty. 

King . We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell. 

Exit Volttmand *r>d 
And now Laertet, what's the newet with you ? 

You 
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ues muft dye, 



You told vs of Tome fuite. What is't Laertes i 

You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, 

And loofe your voyce. What would 'ft thou beg Larries, 

That flull not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 

The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, 

The Hand more Inflrumentall to the Mouth, 

Then is the Throne of Denmarkc to thy Father. 

What would'ft thou haue Laertes* 

Latr. Dread my Lord, 
Your leaue and fauour to returne to France, 
From whence, though willingly I came to V 
To fliew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now 1 mult confctTe, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wiftes bend againe towardt France, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Haue you your Fathers leaue ? 
What layes Pollen,* ' 

Pel. He hath my Lord[: 
I do beleech you giue him leaue to go. 

King. Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 
But now my Co fin Hamlet, ind my Sonne ? 

Ham. A little more then kin, and telle then kinde. 

King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you V 

Ham. Not fo my Lord, I am too much i'th'Sun. 

Good Hamlet call thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eye looke like a Friend on f 
Do not for euer with thy veyled lids 
Seeke for thy Noble Father in the J u ft , 
Thou know'ft 'tis common, all that liu 
Paffing through Nature, to Eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be j 
Why feemes it fo particular with thee. 

Ham. Set ma Madam? Nay, it is : I know not Secmes: 
Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother J 
Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemne Blackc, 
Nor windy fulpiration of fore'd breath, 
No, nor the fmitrull Riuer in the Fye, 
Nor the deleted hauiour of the Vifage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, ftcwe* of Griefc, 
That can deno e me truly. Thefe indeed Sreme, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But 1 haue that Within, which paffeth ftow ; 
Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suite* of woe. 

King. TIs Tweet and commendable ' 
In your Nature Hamlet, 

To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father: 

But you mud know, your Father loft a Father, 

That Father loft, loft his , and the Suruiuer bound 

In filial! Obligation, for ibme terme 

To do obfequiou* Sorrow. But to perfeuer 

In obftinate Condolcment, is a courfe 

Of impious ftubbornneffe. Tis rnmanly greefe, 

It ftewes a will moft incorrect to Hcauen, 

A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient, 

An Vnderftanding ftmplc, and vnfchoold-. 

For, what we know muft be, and is as common 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

Why mould we in our pecuifti Oppofition 

Take it to heart? Fye, 'tis a fault to Heaucn, 

A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

To Reifon moft abfurd, whofe common Thc.ime 

Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried, 

From the firft Coarfe.till he that dyei to day, 

This muft be fo. We pray you throw to earth 



This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke of vs 
A* of a Father ; For let the world take note, 
You are the moft immediate to our Throne, 
And with no lefle Nobility of Loue, 
Then that which deereft Father beares his 
Do I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg, 
It is moft retrograde to our defire : 
And we befeech you, bend you to remalne 
Heere in the cheere and comfort of our eye, 
Our checfeft Courtier Cofm,and our Sonne. 

i^j. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers HamJet : 
I prythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I Hull in all my beft 
Obey you Madam. 

King. Why 'tis a louing,and a faire Reply, 
Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam come, 
This gentle and vnfore'd accord of HamUt 
Sits>fmi]ing to my heart ; in grace whereof, 
No iocond health that Denmarke drinke* to day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds (ball tell, 
And the Kings Rover, the Heauens ftall bruite againe, 
Refpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. 
tManet Hamlet. 

Ham. Oh that this too too folid Firft, would 
Thaw, and refolue it felfe into a Dew i 
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt 
His Cannon 'gainft Sclfe-llaughter. O God, O God ! 
How weary, ftale, flat, and vn profitable 
Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ? 
Fie on't ? Oh fir, fir, 'tis an vnweedrd Garden 
That growrs to Seed : Things rank, and grofTe in Nature 
PoiTefle it mecTely. That it mould come to this I 
But two months dead :Nay,not fo much ; not two, 
So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperian to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother, 
That he might not brteene the winde* of heaucn 
Vifit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 
Muft I remember : why fte would hang on him, 
As if encieafe of Appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a month ? 
Let me not thinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman. 
A little Month, or ere thofe ftooes were old, 
With which fte followed my poore Fathers body 
Likr Niobt, all tcares. Why ftr, euen fte. 
(O Heauen ! A beaft that wants difcoilrfr of Real m 
Would haue mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle, ' 
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, 
Then I to Heresies* Within a Moneth ? 
Ere yet the fait of moft vnrightcoua Tcares 
Had left the flufting of her gauled eyes, 
She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous ftreta : 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
But breake my heart, for 1 muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, 'Barnard, and Marcellm. 

Her. Haile to your Lordftip. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well : 
HoratkfOT I do forget my felte. 

Her. The fame my Lord, 
And your poore Servant euer. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, 
He change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg JLratiei 

Mar- 
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MjTctlltu. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you t good eoen Sir. 
But what in faith make you from Wintmkrrt) 

Her. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not haue your Enemy fay fo; 
Nor fhall you doc mine care that violence, 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe. 1 know you are no Truant : 
But what is your affaire in Eijtneur ? 
Wrr'l teach you to drinke dcepc,cre you depart. 

Her. My Lord, I came to fee your Fathers Funeral!. 

Ham. 1 pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student) 
I thinke it wjj to fee my Mother* Wedding. 

Her. Indeed my Lord.it followed hard vpon. 

Ham. Thrift,thrift Hereik i the Funeral! Bakt-mcati 
Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tablet; 
Would I hid met my deareft foe in heauen, 
Ere I had euer feene that day Htrark. 
My father, me thinket I fee my father. 

Her. Oh where my Lord? 

Ham. In my mindi cjt{Herath) 

Her. I faw him once; he wat a goodly King. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all : 
I /hall not look vpon hi* like againe. 

Her. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefternight. 

Ham. Saw? Who* 

Her. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my Father? 

Her. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent care; till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witneflc of thefe Gentlemen, 
Thii maruell to you. 

Ham. For Hcaueni loue let me heare. 

Her. Two night* together, had thefe Gentlemen 
(Marett/m and Bamarde) on their Watch 
In the dead waft and middle of the night 
Beene thu* encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm'd at all point* exactly, Cap a Pi, 
Appeare* before them, and with follemne march 
Got* flow and ftately : By them thrice he walkt, 
By their oppreft and feare-furprizrd rye*, 
Within hit Truncheon* length; whilft they be ft i I'd 
Almoft to Ielly with the A€t of feare, 
Stand dumbc and fpeake not to him. Thi* to me 
In dread full fecrecie impart they did, 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Whereat they had deliuer'd both in time, 
Forme of the thing; each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comet. I knew your Father : 
Thefe handi are not more like. 

Ham. But where waithit? 

Afar. My Lord, vpon the platforane where we watcht. 

Ham. Did you not fpeake to it? 
Her. My Lord, I did; 
But anfwere made it none : yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head, and did addrefTe 
It felfc to motion, like at it would fpeake : 
But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 
And at the found itfhrunke in haft away, 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tit very ftrange. 

Her. A* I doe liue my honourd Lord 'tit true ; 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Indeed, indeed Sin; but thi* trouble* me. 
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Hold you the watch to Night* 

'Beth. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, fay you? 

B it. Arm'd, my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe/ 

nhtb. My Lord, from head to foote. 

Ham. Then faw you not hi* face/ 

Her. O yet, my Lord, he wore hit Beauer vp. 

Ham. What, lookt he frowningly ? 

Her. A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 

Ham, Pale, or red? 

Her. Nay very pate. 

Ham. And fixt hit eyet vpon you? 

Her. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beene there. 

Her. It would haue much amax'd you. 

Ham. Very like, very like : ftaid it long ? (dred. 

Her. While one with moderate haft might tell a bun- 

tAJl. Longer, longer. 

Her. Not when I faw't. 

Ham. Hit Beard wa* grifly/ no. 

Her. It wa*, a* I haue feene it in hi* life, 
A Sable Siluer'd. fgaine. 

Ham. He watch to Night ; perchance 'twill wake a- 

Her. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it afTume my noble Father* perfbn, 
He fpeake to it,though Hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you haue hitherto conceald thii fight; 
Let it bee treble in your filence Ail! : 
And whatfoeuer el* Hull hap to night, 
Giue it an vnderflanding but no tongue; 
I will requite your louet; fo, fare yc welt : 
Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue, 
He vifit you. 

All. Our duty to your Honour. Extunt. 

Ham. Your !oue,a* mine to you: farewell. 
My Father* Spirit in Arme* / All i* not well: 
I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were come ; 
Till then fit ftill my foule; foule deed* will rife, 
Though all the earth orewhelm them to men* eie*. Exit. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enltr Latrttt and Ofbtlia. 

Laer. My necefTarie* are imbirk't; Farewell : 
And Sifter, at the Wind* giue Benefit, 
And Conuoy it arTiftant; doe not fleepe, 
But let me heare from you. 

Opbtl. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of hit fauoun, 
Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Blond; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 
Froward.not permanent; fweet not lading 
The fuppliance of a minute' No more. 

Opbtl. No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more : 
For nature crefTant doe* not grow alone, 
In thewe* and Bulke : but at hi* Temple waxet, 
The inward feruite of the Minde and Soule 
Growe* wide withall. Perhaps he loue* you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmerch 
The venue of hi* feare : but you muft feare 

Hi. 
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What docs this meane my Lord / (roufe, 

Ham. The King doth wake to night, and takes his 
Keepes waflels and the fwaggering vpfpring rrrles, 
And as he dreines his draughts of Renifh 
The kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his Pledge. 

Herat . Is it a cuftome ? 

Ham. I marry ift; 
And to my mind, though I am natiue heere, 
And to the manner borne: It is a Cuftome 
More honour'd in the breach, then the 
Enter Gbeft. 

Her. Looke my Lord, it come*. 

Ham. Angels and Mini iters ofCrace defend vs: 
Be thou a Spirit of health, or Goblin damn'd, 
Bring with thee ayres from Heauen,or blafts from Hell, 
Be thy euents wicked or charitable, 
Thou com 'ft in fuch a queftionable fhape 
That I will fpeake to thee. He call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royall Dane : Oh,oh,anfwer me, 
Let me not burft in Ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy Canonii'd bones Hearfed in death, 
Haue burft their cermentt, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we law thee quietly enurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble iawes, 
To caft thee vp againe ? What may this meane ? 
That thou deadCoarfe againe in compleat fteele, 
Reuifits thus the glimpfes of the Moone, 
Making Night hidious? And we fboles of Nature, 
So horridly to (hake our difpofltion, 
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our Soules, 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what mould we doe ? 

Cbeft bet{rnt Hamlet. 

Her. It beckons you to goe away with it, 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what I 
It wafts you to a more 
But doe not goe with it. 

Her. No, by no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake: then will 1 follow it. 

Her. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why, what mould be the feare > 
[ I doe not fet my life at a pins fee; 
i And for my Soule,what can it doe to that ? 
Being a thing i mmort.il las it felfe : 
It wauea me forth againe; He follow it. 

Her. What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful! Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That beetles o're his bafe into the Sea, 
And there aflumes fome other horrible forme, 
Which might depriue your Soueraignty of Reafon, 
And draw you into madnefTe thinke of it ? 

Ham. It wafts me ftill : goe on, He follow thee. 

Mar. You fltall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hand. 

Her. Be ru I'd, you fhall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions nerue : 
Still am I cal'd ? Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
By Heau'n.Ile make a Ghoftof him that lets met 
I fay away,goe on, He follow thee. 

Exeunt gbeft & Hamlet. 

Hot. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let's followj'tis not fit thu* to obey him. 
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Her. Haue after, to what ifTue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmarke. 
Her. Heauen will direel it. 
Mar. Nay, let's follow him. Exeunt. 

Bxttr Cbeft and Hamlet. ( ther. 

Ham: Where wilt thou lead me/ fpeak ; He go no for- 
Gbe. Marke me. 
Ham. I will. 

Gbe. My hower is almoft come, 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting Flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Gbe, Pitty me not, but lend thy feriout hearing 
To what I ili ill vnfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gbe. So art thou to reuenge, when thou /halt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Gbe. I am thy Fathers Spirit, 
Doom'd for a certaine terme to walke the nightj 
And for the day confin'd to faft in Fiers, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are burnt and purg d away ? But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my Prifon-Houfe; 
I could a Tale vnfold, whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeie thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like Starres, ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 
And each particular haire to Hand an end, 
Like Quillet vpon the fretfoll Porpentine : 
But this eternal! blafon muft not be 
To cares of flew and bloud; lift Hamlet, oh lift, 
If thou didft euer thy deare Father luue. 

Ham. Oh Heauen f 

Gbe. Reuenge his foule and moft vnnaturall Murther. 
Ham. Murther? 

Gbeft. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is; 
But this moft foule,ftrange,and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Haft, haft me to know it, 
That with wings as fwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of Loue, 
May fweepe to my Reuenge. 

Gbeft. I finde thee apt, 
And duller fhould'ft thou be then the fat wecde 
That rots it felfe in eafe,on Lethe Wharfc, 
Would'ft thou not ftirre in this. Now Hamlet heare : 
It's gitien out, that fleepingin mine Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung me : lo the whole eare of Denmarke, 
la by a forged procrfTc of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know thou Noble youth, 
The Serpent that did fting thy Fathers life, 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Propheticke foule : mine Vnde ? 

Gbeft. I that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft 
With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guiftt. 
Oh wicked Wit^nd Gifts, that haue the power 
So to feduce ? Won to to this fhamefull Luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queenes 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there, 
From me, whofe loue was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage; and to decline 
Vpon a wretch, whofe Naturall gifts were poore 
To thofe of mine. But Vertue,as it ncuer wil be moued, 
Though Lewdnefle court it in a wape of Heauen : 
So Luft, though to a radiant Angell link'd, 
Will fate it felfe in a Celeftiallbed,& prey on Garbage. 

Oo But 
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But foft,me thinkes I fent the Morning* Ayre; 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayet in the tternoone; 

Vpon my fccure hower thy Vncle ftole 

With iuyce of curfed Hebenon in a Violl, 

And in the Porchctof mine caret did poure 

The leaperout Diftilment; whofe effefl 

Holdi fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 

That fwift at Quick-filuer.it courfet through 

The natural! Gares and Alliet of the Body ; 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poflet 

And curd, like Aygre droppingt into Milke, 

The thin and wholfome blood : fo did it mine ; 

And a molt inftant Tetter bak'd about, 

Moft Laxar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft, 

All my fmooth Body. 

Thut wat I, deeping, by a Brother* hand, 

Of Life, of Crowne, and Queen e at once difpatcht ; 

Cut off euen in the Blolfome* of my Sinne, 

Vnhouxxled, difappointed, vnnaneld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 

With all my imperfecliom on my head: 

Oh horrible, Oh horrible, moft horrible: 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; 

Let not the Royall Bed of Denmarke be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howfoeuer thou purfueft thi* ACt, 

Taint not thy mind ; nor let thy Soule contriue 

Again ft thy Mother ought; leaue her to heauen , 

And to (hofe Thornet that in her bofome lodge, 

To pricke and fting her. Fare thee well at onccj 

The Glow-wormc (howes the Matine to be ncere, 

And gint to pale hit vneffe&uall Fire: 

Adue,adue, Hamlet : remember me. Exit. 

Ham. Oh all you hoft of Heauen ! Oh Earth; what el*? 
And mall I couple Hell / Oh fie : hold my heart; 
And you my finnewe»,grow not inftant Old; 
But beare me ftiffely vp: Remember thee ? 
1, thou poore Ghoft, while memory hold* a feate 
In thi* diftracTcd Globe : Remember thee ? 
Vea, from the Table of my Memory, 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond Recordt, 
All fawcs of Bookes,all formei, all prefure* part, 
That youth and obfcruation coppied there; 
And thy Commandment all alone wall liue 
Within the Booke and Volume of my Rriine, 
Vnmixt with bafer matter; yet, yes, by Heauen : 
Oh moft pernicious woman J 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, fmiling damned Villaine \ 
My Table*,my Tablet; meet it it 1 fet it downe, 
That one may fmile.and fmileand be a Villaine; 
At lead I'm fure it may be fo in Denmarke ; 
So Vnckle there you are : now to my word; 
It it; Aduc.Adue, Remember me : I haue fworn't. 
Hor. & Mar.vitbin. My Lord, my Lord. 

Emttr Horatio and Marce/lm. 
Mar. Lord Htmltt. 
Hot. Heauen fecore him. 
Mar. So be it. 
Hot. lllo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy; come bird, come. 
Mar. How ift't my Noble J...»t J 7 
Hot. What ncwes, my Lord? 
Ham. Oh wonderfull ! 
Htr. Good my Lord tell it. 
No you'l reuealeit. 



(think it? 
heart of man once 




Her, Not I, my Lord, by Heauen 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would 
But you'l be fecret? 

'Boib. I, by Heau'n, my Lord. 

Ham. There'* nere a villaine dwelling in all 
But hee't an arrant knaue. 

Hor. There need* no Ghoft my Lord, 
Graue,to tell v* thi*. 

Ham. Why right, you are i'th' right; 
And fo, without more circumftance at all, 
I hold it fit that we make hand*, and part: 
You, as your buftnes and defiret (hall point you : 
Foreuery man ha'* bufinefle and defire, 
Such a* it it : and for mine owne poore part, 
Looke yoa, He goe pray. 

Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling word*, my Lord. 

Ham. I'm forry they offend you heartily : 
Ye* faith, heartily. 

Hor. There'* no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Ye*, by Saint Patricfabut there it my Lord, 
And much offence too, touching thit Vifion hcere : 
It it an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you : 
For your defire to know what it 
O'remafter't at you may. And 
A* you are Friendt,Scholler* and 
Giue me one poore requeft. 

Hor. What i»'t my Lord? we will. 

Ham. Neuer make known what you haue feen to night. 

'Both. My Lord. we will not. 

Ham. Nay, but fwear't. 

Hor. Infaith my Lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor 1 my Lord : in faith. 

Ham. Vpon my fword. 

Mareell. We haue fworne my Lord already. 

Ham. Indeed, vpon my fword, Indeed. 

Gbo. Sweare. Gbtfi tries vttder the Stage. 

Ham. Ah ha boy.fayeft thou fo. Art thou there true- 
penny ? Come one you here thit fellow in the fellereage 
Content to fweare. 

l! r. Propofe the Oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of thit that you haue feene. 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gbo. Sweare. 

Ham. Hu & vbiautT Then wee'l fhift for grownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your handt againe vpon my fword, 
Neuer to fpeake of thit that you haue heard: 
Sweare by my Sword. 

Gbo. Sweare. (faft? 

Ham. Well faid old Mole.can'ft worke i'th' ground fo 
A worthy Pioner, once more remoue good friend*. 

Hor. Oh day and nightibut thi* i* wondrout ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore a* a ftranger giue it welcome. 
There are more thing* in Heauen and Earth, !i ratio. 
Then are dream't of in our Philofophy But come, 
Here a* before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 
How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my felfe; 
(A* I perchance heereafter wall thinke meet 
To put an Anticke difpofition on :) 
That you at fuch time feeing me, neuer (hall 
With Armea encombrcd thut, or thus, head (hake; 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull Phrafe; 
A* well, we know, or we could and if we would, 
Or if we lift to fpeake ; or there be and if there might, 
Or fuch ambiguout giuing out to note, 

That 
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That you know ought of m e i this n 0 t to doe : 

So grace and mercy at yo u ' """ft neede helpe you ! 

Sweare. 

Gboft. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed Spirit: fo Gentlemen, 
With all my loue I doe commend me to you ; 
And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is, 
May doe t'exprelle hit loue and friending to you, 
God willing Dull not lacke : let vs goc in together, 
And ftill your fingers on your lippes I pray, 
The time is out of ioynt : Oh curfed fpight, 
That euer I was borne to fet it right. 
Nay, come let's goe 1 



Aft us Secundus. 



Enter Talm'm ,and Rejntldo. 
Trio*. Giue him his money, and thefe notes Reynolds. 
Rtynri. I will my Lord. 

Prion. You trull doe maruels wifely: good Reynolds, 
Before you viftte him you make inquiry 
Of his behauiour. 

Reyntl. My Lord, I did intend it. 

Polon, Marry, well faid ; 
Very well faid. Looke you Sir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskersare in Paris; 
And how,and who; what meanet;and where they keepe: 
What company, at what expence : and rinding 
By this encompaffement and drift of queftion, 
That they doe know my fonne : Come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 
Take you as 'twere fome diftant knowledge of him, 
And thus I know his father and his friends, 
And in part him. Doe you marke this Reynoldef 

Reynel. I, very well my Lord. 

Polo*. And in part him, but you may fay not well; 
But if't be hee 1 meane, hees very wilde; 
Addicted fo and fo; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe : marry, none fo ranke, 
As may diflionour him ; take heed of that : 
But Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips, 
As are Companions noted and moll knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Stoat/ As gaming my Lord. 

T . . «, 1, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 
Quarriling, drabbiug. You may goe fo farre. 

Reynol. My Lord that would diihonour him. 

J'o/a». Faith no, as you may feafon it in the charge; 
You muft not put another fcandall on him, 
That hee is open to Incontinencic; 

That's not my meaning: but breath his faults fo quaintly, 

Thai they may feeme the taints of liberty; 

The flafti and out-breake of a fiery minde, 

A fauagenes in vnrcclaim'd bloud of general! aftault. 

Reyncl. But my good Lord. 

P L':. Wherefore fhould you doe this ? 

Reynol. I my Lord, 1 would know that. 

Prion. Marry Sir, heerc's my drift, 
And I belieue it is a fetch of warrant: 
You laying thefe flight fulleycs on my Sonne, 
As 'twere a thing a little foil'd i'th" working : (found, 
Marke you your party in conuerle ; him you would 
Hauing euer fecne. In the 



The youth you breath of guilty, be aflfur'd 
He clofes with you in this confequence: 
Good fir, or fo,or friend, or Gentleman. 
According to the Phrafe and the Addition, 
Of man and Country. 

Reynol. Very good my Lord. 

Prion. And then Sir does he this ? 
He does : what was I about to (ay ? 
1 was about to fay fum thing : where did I leaue ? 

Rrjnri. At clofes in the confequence : 
At friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 

Prion. At clofes in the confequence, I marry, 
He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 
I faw him yefterday,or tother day; 
Or then or then, with fuch and fuch^and as you fay, 
There was he gaming, there o'retooke in's Roufe, 
There falling out at Tennis ; or perchance, 
I faw him enter fuch a houfe of faile; 
Videlicet,* Brothell, or fo forth. See you now; 
Your bait of falfliood, takes this Cape of truth ; 
And thus doe we of wifedome and of reach 
With windlefles,and with aflaies of Bias, 
By indirections finde directions out : 
So by my former Lecture and aduice 
Shall you my Sonne; you haue me,haue you not .' 

'Sjynol. My Lord I haue. 

Prion. God buy you; tare you well. 

Rtynri. Good my Lord. 

Talon. Obferue his inclination in yourfelfe. 

Reynol. I (hall my Lord. 

Prim. And let him plye his Muficke. 

Reynol. Well, my Lord. Exit. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Point. Farewell : 
How now Ophelia, what's the matter? 

Opbe. Alas my Lord,! haue beene fo affrighted. 

Polon. With what.in the name of Heaucn ? 

Opbe. My Lord, as I was (owing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrae'd, 
No hat vpon his head, his (lockings foul'd, 
Vngartred, and downe giued to his Anckle, 
Pale as his (hirt,bis knees knocking each other, 
And with a looke fo pitious in purport, 
As if he had been loofed out of bell, 
To fpeake of horrors : he comes before rr.c 

Tolcn. Mad for thy Loue / 

Opbe. My Lord, I doc not know: but truly I do feare it. 
Pehn. What faid he? 

Opbe. He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme; 
And with his other hand thus o're his brow, 
He ftls to fuch perufall of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long (laid he fo, 
At laft.a little (baking of mine Arme : 
And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe; 
He rais'd a figh,fo pittious and profound, 
That it did feeme to (hatter all his bulke, 
And end his being. That done, he lets me goe, 
And with his head ouer his (houlders turn'd, 
He feem'd to finde his way without his eyes, 
For out adores he went without their helpe; 
And to the lad, bended their light on me. 

Prion. Goe with me, I will goe feeke the King, 
This is the very extafie of Loue, 
Whofe violent property foredoes it felfe, 

. 
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And leads the will to defperate Vndertakings, 
As oft as any pailion vnder Heauen, 
Tbat doe* afflift our Nature*. I am forrie, 
What haue you giucn him any hard word* of late? 

Ofbt. No my good Lord : but as you did com 
I did repell his Lette»,and deny'de 
His^ccefle to me. 

Pal. That hath made him mad. 
I am forrie that with better fpeed and 
I had not quoted him. J feare he did but trifle, 
And meant to wracke thee : but beforew my iealoufie : 
It fcemes it is as proper to our Age, 
To c.! it beyond our felues in our Opinions, 
As it is common for the yonger fort 
To lacke discretion. Come,go we to the King, 
This muft be knowne, w being kept dofe might moue 
More greefe to hid«, then hate to vtter louc. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Kjng,Qu«n*,R.fa,cr a »<, a n<i GmUtn- 
Jttrnt (m»:j: yi . 

King. Welcome deere Rafintrantt and Guildenflerne. 
Moreouer, that we much did long to fee you, 
The nccde we haue to vfe you, did prouoke 
Our haftie fending. Something haue you heard 
Of Uamlttt transformation : fo 1 call it, 
Since not th'extcrior, nor the inward man 
Refcmbles that it was. What it Aould bee 
More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th'vnderftanding of himfclfe, 
I cannot deeme of. I intreat you both, 
That being of fo young daye* brought rp with him : 
And fince fo Neighbour'd to his youth, and humour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time t fo by vour Companies 
To draw him on to pleafures,and to gather 
So much as from Ocofions you may gleane, 
Tbat open'd lies within our rcmcdic. 

Qu. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you, 
And fure I am, two men there are not liuing, 
To whom he more adhere*. If it will pleafe you 
To (hew vs fo much Gen trie, and good will, 
As to expend your time with vs a-while, 
For the fupply and profit of our Hope, 
Your Vifitation fltall receiue fuch thanke* 
As fits a King* remembrance. 

RcJSn. Both your Maie flies 
Might by the Soueraignc power you haue of *s, 
Put your dread pleafure*, more into Command 
Then to Entreatie. 

Gull. We both obey, 
And here giue vpour felues, in the full bent, 
To lay our Seruices freely at your feete, 
To be commanded. 

King. Thanke* Rafinerance, and gentle Guildtnfttrnt. 

i^V Thanke* Guildtnfitrnt and gentle Refintranct. 
And I befeech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed Sonne. 
Go fome of ye, 

And bring the Gentlemen where Ilamftt is. 

Guil. Heauen* make our prefence and our praftifes 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. Exit. 



Quetne. Amen. 

Enter Palanivi. 

Pel. Th'Ambaflador* from Norwey, my good Lord, 
Are ioyrully return'd. 

King. Thou ftill haft bin the Father of good Newes. 

Pal. Haue I, my Lord / AiTure you, my good Liege, 
I hold my dutie, as I hold my Soule, 
Both to my God, one to my gracious King : 
And I do thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traile of Policie.fo fure 
As I haue vs'd to do : that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlttt Lunacie. 

King. Oh fpeake of that, that I do long to heare. 

1 -.!. Giue fiirt admittance to th'AmbaiTadors, 
My Ncwet ihall be the Newes to that great Feaft. 

King. Thy felfe do grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tela me my fweet Queene, that he hath found 
The head and fourfe of all your Sonnes diftemper. 

S^u. I doubt it i* no other, but the mainc, 
His Fathers death, and our o're-hafty Marriage. 
Enter Taknwi t XJoltumand t and Carnelita. 

King. Well, we fhall fift him. Welcome good Frends: 
Say Voltirma*d, what from our Brother Norwey f 

Vtlt. Moft faire retume of Greetings, and Dcfires. 
Vpon our firft, he fent out to fupprefTe 
Hi* Nephewes Leuiet, which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainft the Poleak : 
But better look'd into, he truly found 
It was againft your HighnefTe, whereat greeued,] 
That fo his SicknefTe, Age, and Impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand, fend* out Arrefts 
On F-rimbtM, which he (in breefe) obeyes, 
Rrceiues rebuke from Norwey: and in fine, 
Makes Vow before hi* Vnkle,neuer more 
To giue th'aflTay of Arme* againft your Maieftie. 
Whereon old Norwey, ooercome with ioy, 
Giue* him three thoul'and Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
And hi* Commiflion to imptoy thofe Soldier* 
So leuied a* before, againft the Poleak : 
With an intreaty heerein further fttewne, 
That it might pleafe you to giue quiet palTc 
Through your Dominions,for his Enterpriae, 
On fuch regard* of fafety and allowance, 
As therein are fet downe. 

King. It likes ti well : 
And at our more confider'd time wec'l read, 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon this Bufinefle. 
Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Labour. 
Go to your reft, at night wee'l Feaft together. 
Moft welcome home. Exit Ambajf. 

Pti. This bufinefte is very well ended. 
My Liege.and Madam, to expoftulate 
What Maieftie would be, what Dutie is, 
Why day is day ; night, night; and time is time. 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day. and Time. 
Therefore, fince Breuitie is the Soule of Wit, 
And tedioufnefle, the limbe* and outwai 
1 will be breefe. Vour Noble Sonne i* mad : 
Mad call 1 it; for to define true MadnelTe, 
What is't, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 
But let that go. 

Qu. More matter, with leflTe Art. 

Madam. I fweare I vfe no Art at all : 
That he is mad, 'ti* true : Tis true *ti* pittie, 
And pittie it is true : A foolilh figure. 
But farewell it : for I will vfe no Art. 
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Mad let vi grant him then : and now 
That we finde out the caufe of this effect, 
Or rather fay, the caufe of this defect; 
For thii effect defectiue, cornel by caufe, 
Thui it remaines, and the remainder thu». Perpend, 
I haue a daughter: haue,whil'ft (he if mine, 
Who in her Dutie and Obedience, marke, 
Hath giuen me this : now gather, and furmife. 
Tbt Lttttr. 

To tbt Qtltfliall.and my Soultt Idol!, tbt m;fl beautified 0- 

tbtSt 

That's an ill Phrafe, a vilde Phrafe, beautified is a tilde 
Phrafe : but you Dull heare thefe in her excellent white 
bofome, thefe. 

Slu. Came th'u from Hamlet to her. 

Pol. Good Madam fta» awhile, 1 will be faithfull. 
Dcubt tbcu.lbe Starret art Jirt, 
Dcubt, that tbt Sunne dalb msmt 1 
Doubt Trutb ft bt a Litr, 
But neusr Dcubt , I hut. 

0 dttrt Opbtfia, I am ill at tbtft Humbert: I baut net Art to 
rtclttH my grontt ; but that I lout tbtt btft, tb mafl 'Btft bt- 
lerut it. tAd'ttu. 

Thine rutrmore mafl dttrt L*dy,irbilfl ibis 
<£\tacbimt it to bim t Hamlet. 
Thii in Obedience hath my daughter (hew'd me : 
And more aboue hath hit foliciting, 
At they fell out by Time, by Meane*,and Place, 
All giuen to mine eare. 

King. But how hath (he receiu'd his Loue? 

Pol. What do you thinke of me ? 

King. As of a man, faithfull and Honourable. 

Po/A wold faine proue fo.But what might you think ? 
When I bad feene this hot loue on the wing, 
At I perceiued it, I muff tell you that 
Before my Daughter told me.what might you 
Or my deere Maicftie your Queene heere, think, 
If 1 had playd the Detke or 1 able-booke, 
Or giuen my heart a winking, mute and dumbe, 
Or look'd vpon this Loue, with idle fight, 
What might you thinke ? No, 1 went round to 
And (my yong Miftrii)rhus 1 did befpeake 
Lord Hamltt is a Prince out of thy Starre, 
This muff not be : and then, I Precepts gaue her, 
That fee feould locke her felfe from his Refort, 
Admit no Meffengers, receiue no Tokens: 
Which done, fee tooke the Fruites of my Aduice 
And he repulfed. A feort Tale to make, 
Fell into a Sadnefle, then into a Faff, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a WeakneiTe, 
Thence to a Lightncffe.and by this 
Into the Madneffe whereon now he 
And all we waile for. 

King. Do you thinke 'tis this ? 

Qu. It may be very likely. 

/' .'.Hath there bene fuch a time, I'de fain know that, 
That I haue poifitiuely faid, 'tis fo, 
When it prou'd otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this; if this be 
If Circum • leade me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid 
Within the Center. 

King . How may we try it further ? 

Pol. Vou know fometime* 
He walkes foure houres together, 
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In the Lobby. 

Qu. So he ha's indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time He loofe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and I behinde an Arras then, 
Marke the encounter : If he loue her not, 
And be not from his reafon falne thereon ; 
Let me be no Affiftant for a State, 
And keepe a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enttr Hamltt reading on a Bocke. 

2t\*. But looke where fadly the poo re wretch 
Comes reading. 

Tot. Away I do befeech you, both away, 
He boord him prefently. Exit King & Sheen. 

Oh giue me leaue. How does my good Lord Hamltt T 

Ham. Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well : y'are a 

Pel. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a 
7*9/. Honeft, my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes, is to bee 
one man pick'd out of two thoufand. 
Vol. That's very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, 

being a good killing Carrion 

Haue you a daughter? 

Pol. I haue my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i'th'Sunne : Conception is a 
blefsing, but not as your daughter may conceiuc.Friend 
looke too't. 

JV.How fay you by that?Sti!l harping on my daugh- 
ter: yet he knew me not at firft; he faid I was a Fifemon- 
ger : he is fane gone,farre gone : and truly in my youth, 
I fuffred much extreamity for loue t very neere this. He 
fpeake to him againe. What do you read my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pel. What is the matter, my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

Pol. I meant the matter you meane,my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders Sir : for the Satyricall Haue faies here, 
that old men haue gray Beards; that their faces are wrin- 
kled : their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tree 
Gumme : and that they haue a plentiful I locke of Wit, 
together with weake Haromes. All which Sir. though I 
tnoft powerfully, and potently beleeue ; yet I holde it 
not Honeftie to haue it thus fet downe : For you your 
felfe Sir, feould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could 
go backward. 

Pol, Though this be madncffe, 
Yet there U Method in't : will you walke 
Out of the ay re my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my Craue? 

Pol. Indeed that is out o'th'Ayre : 
How pregnant ( fome times ) his Replies are? 
A happineffe, 

That often Madneffie hits on, 
Which Reafon and Sanitie could not 
So profperoufly be deliuer'd of. 
I will leaue him, 

And fodainely contriue the meanes of meeting 
Betweene him.and my daughter. 
My Honourable Lord, I will nod humbly 
Take my leaue of you. 
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Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I 
will more willingly part withall , except my life, my 
life. 

tchn. Fare you well my Lord. 
Ham. Thefe tediou* old foolet. 

Telem. You goe to fceke my Lord Hamltt ; there 
bee it. 

Enter Refimran and Guildtuptrat. 
F fin, Cod faue you Sir. 
Guild. Mine honour'd Lord ? 
Refin. My molt deare Lord ? 

Ham. My excellent good friends ? How do'ft thou 
Guilder/feme? Oh t Refinerane ; good Lads: How doe ye 
both? 

Refin. A* the indifferent Children of the earth. 
Guild. Happy, in that we are not ouer-happy : on For- 
tune* Cap, we arc not the very Button. 
Ham. Nor the Soale t of her Shoo ? 
Refin. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you liue about her wafte, or in the mid- 
dle of her fauour? 

Qnil. Faith, her priuates, we. 

Ham. In the fecret paru of Fortune ? Oh, tnoft true : 
fee it a Strumpet. What't the newet? 

T{efin. None my Lord ; but that the World** growne 
honcft. 

Ham. Then it Doomefday neere : But your newes it 
not true. Let me queftion more in particular : what haue 
you my good friendt, deferued at the hand* of Fortune, 
that She lend* you to Prifon hither? 

Guil. Prifon, my Lord ? 

Ham. Denmark't a Prifon. 

Refin. Then it the World one. 

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con- 
fine*, Ward*, and Dungeon*; Denmark being one o'th* 
word. 

Refim. We thinke not fo my Lord, 

Ham. Why then 'tit none to youjfor there i* nothing 
cither good or bad, but thinking make* it fo : to me it it 
a prifon. 

Refin. Why then your Ambition makes it one: 'til 
too narrow for your minde. 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nut/hell, and 
count my felfe a King of infinite fpace ; were it not that 
1 haue bad dreame*. 

Gail. Which dreame* indeed are Ambition : for the 
Tery fubftance of the Ambitious, is mcerely the Shadow 
of a Dreame. 

Ham. A dreame it felfe it but a Shadow. 

Refin. Truely , and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it it but a ftudowe* Shadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies ; and our Mo- 
narch* and out-Stretcht Hcroe* the Beggers Shadowes: 
Shall wee to th' Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea- 
fon? 

*Betb. Wee'l wait vpon you. 

Ham. No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the 
reft of my feruants : for to fpcake to you like an honcft 
man : I am moft dreadfully attended; but in the beaten 
way of friendship. What make you at Eljtnerrtr? 
Refin. To »ifit you my Lord, no other occasion. 
Ham. Begger that I am,l am euen poore in thanket; 
but I thanke you : and fure deare friendt my thank* 
are too deare a halfepeny ; were you not fent for ? It it 
inclining ? It it a free vifitation ? 



deale iuftly with me : come, come; nay fpeake. 

Guil. What Should we fay my Lord ? 

Ham. Why any thing. But to the purpofe; you were 
fent for; and there it a kinde con/eflion in your looke*} 
which your modcftiet haue not craft enough to co- 
lor, I know the good King tc Queene haue fent for you. 

Refin. To what end my Lord? 

Ham. That you muft teach me : but let mee coniure 
you by the right* of our fellowship, by the confonancy of 
our youth, by the Obligation of our euer-preferued loue, 
and by what more deare, a better propofer could charge 
you withal! ; be euen and direct with me, whether you 
were fent for or no. 

Refin. What fay you ? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye of yout if you loue me 
hold not off. 

Quil. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. 1 will tell you why ; fo Shall my anticipation 
preuent your difcouery of your fecricie to the King and 
Queene:moult no feather, I haue of late, but wherefore 
1 lenow not, loft all my mirth, forgone all cuftome of ex- 
ercife; and indeed,it goe* fo heauenly with my dilpofiti- 
on;that thi* goodly frame the Earth, fcemet to me a fter- 
rill Promontory; thi* moft excellent Canopy the Ayre, 
look you, thi* braue ore-hanging, thi* Maiefticall Roofe, 
fretted with golden Sire : why, it appeares no other thing 
to mee, then a foule and peftilent congregation of ra- 
pourt. What a piece of worke is a man ! how Noble in 
Reafon ? how infinite in faculty ? in forme and mouing 
how exprcfle and admirable ? in Adtion, how like an An- 
gel? in apprehension, how like a Cod? the beauty of the 
world, the Pan-agon of Animals; and yet to me, what i* 
thit QuintclTence of Duft ? Man delight* not me ; no, 
nor Woman neither; though by your fmiling you leeme 
to fay fo. 

Refin. My Lord , there wa* no fuch ftuffe in my 
thought*. 

Ham. Why did you laugh, when I faid, Man delight* 
not me ? 

Refin. To thinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenton entertainment the Player* Shall recciue 
from you : wee coated them on the way, and hither are 
they comming to otter you Seruice. 

Ham. He that playet the King Shall be welcome; hi* 
Maiefty Shall haue Tribute of mee i the aduenturou* 
Knight Shil vfe hit Foyle and Target : the Loucr Shall 
not Sigh gratis, the humorous man Shall end hi* part in 
peace : the Clowne Shall make thofe laugh whofe lungs 
are tickled a'th' fere : and the Lady Shall fay her minde 
freely; or the blanke Verfe Shall halt for't : what Playert 
are they ? 

Refin. Euen thofe you were wont to take delight in 
the Tragedian* of the City. 

How chance* it they trauaile ? their refi- 
in reputation and profit wat better both 



Refim. I thinke their Inhibition come* by the raeane* 
of the late Innouation t 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame estimation they did 
when 1 wa* in the City ? Are they fo follow'd? 
Refin. No indeed, they are not. 
Ham. How comet it f doe they grow roily ? 
Refin. Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted 
pace ; But there i* Sir an ayrie of Children, little 
Yafe*, that crye out on the top of question ; and 
are rooft tyrannically ciap't for't : thefe are now the 
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fafliion, and fo be-rat!ed the common Stages (fo they 
call them) that many wearing Rap i ts, are afFraide of 
Goofe-quils,and dare fcarfc come thither. 

Ham. What are they Children' Who maintains 'em? 
How are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the Quality no 
longer then they can ling? Will they not fay afterwards 
if they (hould grow themfeluei to common Players (as 
it is like mod if their meanes arc noi better) their Wri- 
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their 
owne Succcflion. 

/ct/JVFaith there ha's bene much to do on both fides: 
and the Nation holds it no finne, to tarre them to Con- 
trouerfie. There was for a while, no many bid for argu- 
ment, vnlefle the Poet and the Player went to CulTes in 
the Q^eftion. 

Ham. Is't pofliblc f 

Guild. Oh there ha's becne much throwing about of I 
Braines. 

Ham, Do the Boyes carry it away ? 

RofiitA that they do my Lord, /irrra/f i Sc his load too. j 
Wj*. It is not rtrange : for mine Vncklc is King of 
Denrrurke, and thofc that would make mowc* at him 
while my Father liued ; giue twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a peece, for his picture in Little. There is fome- 
thing in thi* more then Naturall, if Philofophie could 
finde it out. 

FUuri/b fir the Playtrt. 

Gail. There are the Playen. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are wclcom to Elfmcrrer: your 
hands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafliiun 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players( which I tell you mull (hew 
faircly outward)lhould more appe.ire like entertainment 
then yours. You are welcome : but my Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiu'd. 

Gail. In what my deere Lord? 

Ham. I am but mad North, North-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, 1 know a Hawkc from a Handfaw. 
Eitttr Pcltniui. 

Pol. Well be with you Centlcmen. 

Ham. Hearke you Guild- rflerr.e, and you too: at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet 
out of his fwathing clouti. 

Rn/*. Happily he's the fecond time come to them: for 
they fay, an old man is twice a chilJe. 

Ham. I will Prophefie. Hce comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor- 
ning 'twas fo indeed. 

To/. My Lord, I haue Newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, I haue Newej to tell you. 
When Rijjitu an Actor in Rome 

Pol. The Actor* are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buxxe, buzzc. 

Pel. Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham. Then can each Actor on hi» AiTc 

PaUn. The beft Actors in the world, cither for Trage- 
die, Comedie, Hiftorie, Paftorall : Partoricall-Comicall- 
Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall : Tragical! - 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Scene indiuiblc, or Po- 
em vnlimited. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plant as 
too light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty. Thefe are 
the onely men. 

//'..-.-,'. O lefihia Iudge of Ifrael, what a Trcaiure had'ft 
thou ? 

Pel. What a Treafure had he, my Lord ? 
Ham. Why one fairc Daughter.and no - 



The which he loueJ pafling well. 

Pol, Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am 1 not i'th'right old lefrbta* 

Polen. If you call me ltpbta my Lord, I haue a daugh- 
ter that I loue pa (Ting well. 

Ham. Nay that follovves not. 

Pihn. What followcs then, my Lord ? 

/A».Why, As by lot,Gud wot : and then you know, It 
came to pafle, as molt like it was: The rirft rowc of the 
Poiti Ctanfyi will (hew you mote. For looke where my 
Abridgements dime. 

Enter fiute or fiut Playtrt. 
Y'are welcome Mailers, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well : Welcome good Friend*. O my olde Friend ? 
Thy face is valiant fince I fiw thee lalt : Com'ft thou to 
beard me in Dt-nmirke? What, my yong Lady and Mi- 
ftris'Byrlady your Lajilhip is nccrer Heaucn then when 
I law you laft. by the altitude of a Choppinc. Pray God 
your voice like a peece of vncurrant Gold be not crack'd 
within the ring. Matter?, you arc all wclcome:wec'l e'ne 
to't like French Faulconcrs, flie at any thing we fie:wec'l 
haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue vs a taft of ycur qua- 
lity : come, a pjflionatc fpcech. 

I .Play. What fpcech, my Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee I'peak me a fpeech once, but it was 
neuer Acted : or if it was, not abouc once, for the Play I 
remember pleas'd not the Million, 'twas Ca.,:arie to the 
Generall : but it was (as I recciu'd it, and other*, whole 
iudgemcnt in fuch matters, cried in the top of n:ine) an 
excellent Phy \ well digefted in the Scoenes, let downe 
with as much moJertie, as cunning. I rcm.-mbcr one laid, 
there was no Salhts in the lines, tJ m 1 kc the matter la- 
uouryj nor no matter in the phralc, that might indite the 
Author of affectation, but cai'd it an honeft method. One 
chcrfe Speech in it, 1 cheercly luu'd, 'twas t£r f as Ta!e 
to Did*, and thereabout of it elprcialiy, where he (peaks 
of Priams fliughter. If it liuc in your memory, begin at 
this Line, let me fee, let me fee : The rugged Pyirbut Ijke 
th' Hyrcanlan Bcaft. It is not fo : it begins with Pyrrbui 
The rugged Tyrrbtu, he whofe Sable Armes 
Blackc as his purp;de, did the night rcfcmhle 
Whert he lay couched in the Ominous Horl'c, 
Hath now this dread and blackc Complexion fmear'd 
With Heraldry mote difmall: Head to foote 
Now is he to take Gcullei, horridly Trick'd 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonne*, 
Bak'd and impiflcd with the parching llrcets, 
That lend a t> rannous, and damned li^ht 
To their vildc Murtbers, roafted in wrath and fire, 
And thus o're-fixcd with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carbuncles, the hcllilh Pyrrbus 
Old Grandfirc Priam feekes. 

PJ. Fore God. my Lord, well fpoken, with good ac- 
cent, and good difcretion. 

1. Player. Anon he findes him, 
Striking too fliort at Greekcs. His antickc Sword, 
Rebellious to his Armc, lyes where it fallcs 
Repugnant to command : vnequall match, 
Pyrrbui at Priam driues, in Rage ftrikes wide : 
But with the whifTe and winde of his fell Sword, 
Th'vnnerued Father fals. Then fcnfclcffe Illium, 
Seeming to feele hi* blow, with Aaming top 
Stoopes to his Bace, and with a hideous cralh 
Takes prifoner Tyrrlui eare. For loe,his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milkie head 
Of Rcucrend 'Priam,fetm'd i'th'Ayrc to ftieke : 
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So at a painted Tyrant Pyrrbm flood, 
And lilcr a Newtratl to his will and matter, did 
But as we often fee againft fome ft or me, 
A lilence in the Heaucns, the Raclce (land (till, 
The bold winde* fpeechleffe, and the Orbc brlow 
At huth as death : Anon the drcadfull Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Tyrrbut paufe, 
A rowfed Vengeance fert him new a-worlee,l 
And neuer did the Cyclopt hammers fall 
On Man his Armourt. forg'd tor proofe Eterne, 
With leffe remorfelhen Pyrrbm bleeding fword 
Now fallet on Prism. 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, 
In generall Synod ukc away her power : 
Breakc all theSpoketand Fallies from her wheele, 
And boule the round Naue downe the hill of Heauen, 
As low at to the Fiends. 
Pol. This is too long, 

Ham. It mall to'th Barbara, with your beard. Pry- 
thee fay on : He's for a ligge, or a tale of Baudry , or hee 
lleepes. Say on ; come to Hecuba. 

1. Play. But who, O who, had feen the inobled Queen. 

Ham. The inobled Qucene ? 

Pol. That's good : Inobled Qucene is good. 

1 .T lay. Run bare-foot vp and downe, 
Threatning the flame 

With Biffon Rheume : A clout about that head. 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe 
About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines, 
A blanket in th' Alarum of feare caught vp. 
Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome fteep'd, 
'Gain ft Fortune* State, would Treafon haue pronoune'd? 
But if the Gods themfeluetdid fee her then, 
When (he faw Pyrrttui make malicious (port 
In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbet, 
The inftant Burfl of Clamour that (he made 
(VnlelTe things mortall moue them not at all) 
Would haue made milche the 
And parTion in the Gods. 

Pel. Looke where he ha'a not turn'd his colour , and 
ha'i teares in's eye*. Pray you no more. 

Ham. Tit well, He haue thee fpeake out the* reft, 
foone. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wel be- 
ftow'd. Do ye heare, let them be well vt'd s for they are 
the Abftra&s and breefe Chronicles of the time. After 
your death, you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then 
their ill report while you liued. 

Pel. My Lord, I will *fe them according to their de- 
fart. 

Ham. Gods bodykint man, better. Vfe euerie man 
after his defart, and who Ihould fcape whipping : vfe 
them after your own Honor and Dignity. The leffe they 
deferue, the more merit it in your bountie. Take them 



Pel. Come firs. Exit Tele*. 

Ham. Follow him Friends:wee'l heare a play to mor- 
row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the 
murther of (jenvtage ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Wee'l ha't to morrow night. You could for a 
need ftudy a fpeech of fome dofen or fixteene linct, which 
I would fer downe.and infert xn'tf Could ye not? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
mock him not. My good Friends, lie Icaue you til night 
you are welcome to Elpvftr t 



Rofin. Good my Lord. Extant, 
tfrfanet Hamlet. 

Ham. I fa, God buy'^e : Now I am alone. 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant (laue am I ? 
Is it not monflrout that this Pla>er heere, 
But in a Pixion,in a dreame of Paffton, 
Could force his foule fo to his whole conceit, 
That from her working,all his vifage warrn'd ; 
Teares in his eyes, diftracVion m's Afpeft, 
A broken voyce,and his whole Function fuiting 
With Formet,to hit Conceit ? And all for nothing ? 
For Hexubaf 

What's Hecuba to him. or he to Hetuba, 
That he mould weepe for her ? What would he doe, 
Had he the Motiue and the Cue for paffion 
That I haue ? He would drowne the Stage with teares, 
And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech: 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free, 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed. 
The very faculty of Eyes and Earet. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall.prake 
Like Iohn a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufc. 
And can fav nothing : No, not for a King, 
Vpon whofe property, and mod deere lift, 
A damn'd defeate was made. Am I a Coward ? 
Who calles me Villaine ? breakrs my pate a-crofTe ? 
Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face* 
Tweakes me by'th'Nofe/ giues me the Lye i'th'Throate, 
As deepe as to the Lungs? Who does me this? 
Ha? Why I would take it : for it cannot be, 
But I am Pigeon-Liuer'd,and lacke Gall 
I To make Opprefilon bitter, or ere this, 
I (hould haue fatted all the Region Kites 
With this Slaues Offall, bloudy : a Bawdy villaine, 
Remorfclcffe, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindles villaine \ 
Oh Vengeance ! 

Who? What an Affe am I ? I fore, this is moft braue, 

That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered, 

Prompted to my Reuenge by Heauen. and Hell, 

Muft ( like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words, 

And fall a Curfing like a very Drab, 

A Scullion? Fye vpon't t Foh. About my Brainc. 

I haue heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the Scaene, 

Bene ftrookc fo to the foule, that prefently 

They haue proclaim'd their Malefactions. 

For Murther, though it haue no tongue, will fpeake 

With moft myraculout Organ. He haue thefe Players, 

Play fomething like the murder of my Father, 

Before mine Vnkle. lie obferue his looket. 

He tent h ; m to the quicke : If he but blench 

I know my courfe. The Spirit that I haue feene 

May be the Diuell, and the Diuel hath power 

TafTume a pleaftng (hape, yea and perhaps 

Out of my WeakneiTe. and my Melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fuch Spirits, 

A bulet me to damne me. He haue grounds 

More Relatiue then this : The Play's the thing, 

Wherein He catch the Confcience of the King. Exit 

Enter King, Qutenr, Pelenhtt, OpbeTia , 7(f- 
r, Gutldenflern , and Lerdt. 



King. And can you by no drift of circumftancc 
Get from him why he putt on this Confufion : 
Grating fo harihly all hit dayes of quiet 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 

Refit. He doe* confeffe he feelet himfelfe diftracted, 
But from what caufe he will by no meanei fpeake. 

Gail. Nor do we finde him forward to be founded, 
But with a crafty Madnefle keepe* aloofe : 
When we would bring him on to fomc Confeflion 
Of hu true Rate. 

Qu. Did he receiue you well? 

Rtfiii. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Guild. But with much forcing of hit difpofitkn. 

Refia. Niggard of que (lion, but of our demand* 
Moft free in hit reply. 

Sfu. Did you affay him to any paftime ? 

Rljn. Madam, it fo fell out, that certaine Players 
We ore-wrought on the way : of thefe we told bim, 
And there did fecme in him a kindeof ioy 
To heare of it : They are about the Court, 
And (as 1 thinke) they haue already order 
Thit night to play before him. 

Pel. 'Tit moft true : 
And he befeech'd me to intreate your Maiefties 
To heare, and lee the matter. 

X"iff£.With alt my heart,and it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 
Ciue him a further edge, and driue hi* purpofe on 
To thefe delight*. 

Refin. We <hall my Lord. Extwrr. 

King. Sweet (Jtrtiude leaue st too, 
For we haue clofcty fent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may there 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father.and my fclfe(Uwful efpials) 
Will fo beftow our felues, that feeing %-nfeene 
We may of their encounter frankely radge, 
And gather by him, a* he it behaued, 
lft be th'alfliaion of hit kmc, or no. 
That thut he fuffer* for.' 

Qu. I fhall obey you, 
And for your part Opbelia t I do wifls 
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlttt wildeneffe : fo fliall I hope your Verrue* 
Will bring him to hi* wonted way againe, 
To both your Honor*. 

Opbe. Madam, I wifli it may. 

Pel. Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracioo* fo pleafe ye 
We will beftow our felue* : Reade on this booke, 
That (hew of fuch an exereife may colour 
Your lonelineffe. We are oft too blame in this, 



Hi too much prou'd, that with Deuotion* vifage, 
And ptout Aclion, we do furge o're 
The diuell himfelfe. 

King. Oh 'tis true: 
How Imart a law that fpeech doth giue my Confcicncc ? 
The Harlots Cheeke beautied with plaift'ring Art 
Is not more vgly to the thing that helpet it, 
Then it my derde, to my moft painted word. 
Oh heauie burthen ! 

Pel. I heare him comming, let's withdraw my Lord. 



Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that it the Queftion : 
Whether *tit Nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The Slings and Arrowet of uutragiout Fortune, 
Or to take Arme* againft a Sea of trouble*, 
And by oppofing end them : to dye, to flecpe 
No more ; and by a fleepe, to fay we end 
The Heart-Ac, and the thouland Naturall iliocket 
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That Flefli it hcyre too? 'Tit a confummation 

Deuoutly to be wiftt'd. To dye to fleepe, 

To fleepe, perchance to Dreame ; I, there't the rub, 

For in that fleepe of death, what dreame* may come, 

When we haue fhutrlel'd off thi* mortall coile, 

Muft giue v« pawfe. There'* the refpeel 

That makes Calamity of fo long life : 

For who would beare the Whip* and Scorne* of time, 

The Oppreffor* wrong, the poor* mam Contumely, 

The pang* of difpriz'd Loue, the La wet delay, 

The infolencc of Office, and the Spurnes 

That patient merit of the vn worthy takes, 

When he himfelfe might hi* S^aietm make 

With a bare Bodkin ? Who would thefe Fardlet beare 

To grunt and fweat Tnder a weary life, 

But that the dread of fomething after death, 

The TndJfcouered Countrey, from whofe Borne 

No Traueller returnes, Pusel* the will, 

And makes vs rather beare thofe illes we haue, 

Then flye to others that we know not of. 

Thut Conscience does make Cowards of vt all, 

And thus the Natiue hew of Refolution 

Is ficklied o're, with the pale caft of Thought, 

And enterprise* of great pith and moment, 

With this regard their Currants turne away, 

And loofe the name of Action. Soft you now, 

The faire Ophtlia T Nimph, in thy Oriaont 

Be all my unnes remembred. 

Opbe. Good my Lord, 
How doet your Honor for this many a day? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you : well, well, well. 

Opbe. My Lord, I haue Remembrances of yours, 
That I haue longed long to rc-deliuer. 
I pray you now, receiue them. 

Ham. No, no, I neuer gaue you ought. 

Opbe. My honor'd Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of Co fweet breath compoa'd, 
At made the things more rich, then perfume left : 
Take thefe againe, for to the Noble minde 
Rich gifts wax poore, when giuers proue vnkinde. 
There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha,ha : Are you honeftj? 

Opbe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Opbe What meanei your Lor J (hip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire, your Honefty 
ihoold admit no difcourle to your Beautie. 

Opbe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comcrce 
then your Honeftie ? 

Ham. I trulie : for the power of Beautie. will fooner 
transforme Honeftie from what it is. to a Bawd, then the 
force of Honeftie can tranflate Beautie into his likeneffe. 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giuet it 
proofe. 1 did loue you once. 

Opbe. Indeed my Lord, you made me bcleeue fo. 

Ham. You mould not haue bcleeued me. For vertuc 
cannot fo innocculate our old ftocke, but we' fliall rellifli 
of it. 1 lourd you not. 

Opht. I was the more deceiued. 

Ham. Get thee to a Nunnciie. Why would'ft thou 
be a breeder of Sinners ? 1 am my felfe indifferent honeft, 
but yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were bet- 
ter my Mother had not borne me. 1 am very prowd, re- 
uenge'full, Ambitiout, with more offences at my becke, 
then 1 haue thoughts to pnt them in imagination, to giue 
them fliape, or time to ar2e them in. What fliould luch 
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Fell owes as I do, crawling bctwcene Heaucn and Earth. 
We arc arrant Knaucs all, beleeuc none of vs. Cue thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 
Opte. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut vpon him, that he may 
play the Foole no way, but in'i ownc houlc. Farewell. 

Of hc. O helpe him, you fwect Hcauens. 

Ham. If thou docft Marry, lie giuc thee this Plague 
for thy Dowric.Bc thou as chart as Ice, as pure as Snow, 
thou (halt not cliapc Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or it thou wilt needs Marry, m.irry a fool : 
for Wife men know well enough, what monfters you 
make of them. To a Nunnery go, and quickly too. Far- 
well. 

Opbe. O hcauenly Powers,reftore him. 

Ham. 1 haue heard of your pratlingi too we) enough. 
God has giuen you one pace, and you make your lelle an- 
othcr:you gidge,you amble,and you lifpc, and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantjnnefle, your Ig- 
norancc.Go too, lie no more on't, it hath made me mad. 
1 fay, we will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that are 
married alre.i !y, all but one fliall liue, the reft mail keep 
as thty arc. To a Nunnery. go. Exit Hamlet. 

Opbe. O what a Noble minde is hcere o're-throwne ? 
The Courtiers, Soldiers, Sc hollers : Eye, tongue, (word, 
Th'cxpcclanfie and Role of the faire State, , 
The glafle of Fafhion, and the mould of Forme, 
Th'obferu'd of all Obferuers, quite, quite downe. 
Haue I of Ladies moft dciccl and wretched, 
That fuck'd the Honic of his Mufickc Vowes : 
Now fee that Noble, and mod Soueraigne Keafon, 
Like fweet Belt iangled out of tune, and harfh, 
That vnmatch'd Forme and Feature of blowne youth, 
Blafted with cxtafic. Oh woe is mc, 
T'hauc fecne what I haue fecne : fee what I fee. 

Enter K /nr. anA Poloniui. 

King. Loue > His affcclions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he lpakc. though it lack'd Forme a little, 
Was not like Madncfle. There's fomething in his foulc ? 
O'rc which his Melancholly fits on brood, 
And I do doubt the hatch, and the difdofe 
Will be fome danger, which to preuent 
1 haue in quicke determination 
Thus fct it downe. He (hall with fpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected Tribute : 
Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Obiefls, (hall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart : 
Whereon his Braines flill beating, puts him thu* 
From fafhion of himfclfe. What thinke you on't? 

I'd. It (hall do well. But yet do 1 beleeue 
The Origin and Commencement of this greefe 
Sprung from neglected loue. How now 0 piel.it ? 
You needc not tell vs, what Lord Hamlet (aide, 
We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleafc, 
But it you hold it (it after the Play, 
Let his Qiieene Mother all alunc intrcat him 
To (hew his Greefei : let her be round with him. 
And lie be plac'd lo, pleafc you in the care 
Of all their Conference. If (lie finde him not, 
To England fend him : Or confine him where 
Your wifedome beft (hall thinke. 

Km£. It (hall be fo : 
Madncfle in great Ones, mull not vnwatch'd go. 



Enter Hamlet, and tvte cr three of tbt Player i. 



Speake the Speech I pray you, as I pronoune'd 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue : But if you mouth it, 
as many of your Players do, 1 had as liue the Town-Cryer 
had fpoke my Lines : Nor do not faw the Ayre too much 
your hand thin, but vie all gently ; for in the vcrie Tor- 
rent, Temped, and (as I may fiy) the Whirle-winde of 
Paflion, you muft acquire and beget a Temperance that 
may giuc it Smoothnefle. O it effends mee to the Soulc, 
to fee a robuflious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, teare a Palli- 
on to tatters, to verie rag^es, to fpiit the earei of the 
Groundling! : who (for the moft part) are capeable of 
nothing. but inexplicable dumbe fhcwcs,& noife:I could 
haue fuch a Fellow whipt for o're-doing Termagant : it 
out-//iWj HersA. Pray you auoid it. 
Player. 1 warrant your Honor. 

Ham. Be not too tame neyther : but let your owne 
Difcrction be your Tutor. Sute the Action to the Word, 
the Word to the Adion, with this fpeciall obferuance : 
That you orc-ftjp not the modeftie of Nature } for any 
thing fo ouer-done, is frO the purpofe of Playing, whofc 
end both at the firft and now, was and i», to hold as 'twer 
the Mirrour vp to Nature; to (hew Yertue her owne 
Feature, Scornc her owne Image, and the verie Age and 
Bodie of the Time, his forme and preffure. Now, this 
ouer-done, or come tardic off. though it make the vnskil- 
full laugh, cannot but make the Judicious greeue ; The 
cenfure of the which One, muft in your allowance o're- 
way a whole Theater of Other*. Oh, there bee Players 
that I haue fecne Play, and heard others praife, and that 
highly (not to fpcake it prophanely) that neyther hauing 
the accent of Chriftiant, nor the gate of Chriftian. Pagan, 
or Norman, haue fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I haue 
thought fome of Natures Ioucrney-men had made men, 
and not made them well, tbey imitated Humanity fo ab- 
hominably. 

flay. I hope we haue refortn'd that indifferently with 
vs, Sir. 

Ham. O reforme it altogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clownes,(peakc no more then is (et downe for 
them. For there be of l hem, that will themfclues laugh, 
to fet on fome quantitie of barren Spectators to laugh 
too, though in the mcane time, fome neceflary Queftion 
of the Play be then to be confidercd : that's Yillanous, tc 
fhewes a moft pittifiill Ambition in the Foole that vfei 
it- Go make you readic. Exit Playtrt. 

How now my Lord, 

Will the King heare this peece of Worke? 

Pel. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hart. Exit Pclenim. 

Will you two helpc to haflcn them ? 

< Bctb. We will my Lord. Exeunt, 
tr.ter Heratie. 

Ham. What hoa, Heratit* 

Hora. Heere fweet Lord, at your Scruicc. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art eene as iuft a man 
As ere my Conuerfation coap'd withall. 

Hora. O my deerc Lord. 

Ham. Nay.do not thinke I flatter: 
For what aduantement may I hope from thee, 
That no Reuennew haft, but thy good fpirits 

To 
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To feed & cloath thee. Why (hold the poor be Aatter'd ? 
No,let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, 
And crooke the pregnant HinJges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow faining ? Doit thou heare, 
Since my deerc Soule was Miftris of my choyfe, 
And could of men diftinguifh, her election 
Hath feal'd thee fir her I'rlfc. For thou haft I 
A» one in fuffcring all, th it differs nothing. 
A man that Fortune* buffets, and Rewards 
Hath 'tane with equall Thanket. And bleft are thofe, 
Whofe Blood and ludgcment are fo well CO- 
That they are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 
To found what flop Die pleafe. Giuc me that man, 
That is not PafTions Slaue, and I will weare him 
In my heart* Core: I, in my Heart of heart, 
As 1 do thee. Something too much of this. 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Sccene of it comet nette the Circumftance 
Which 1 haue told thee, of my Fathers death. 
I prythee, when thou fee'ft that Acte a-foot, 
Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule 
Obferue mine Vnkle : If hi* occulted guilt, 
Do not it felfe vnkennell in one fpeech, 
It is a damned Ghoft that we haue feenc : 
And my Imaginations are as foule 
At Vulcans Stythe. Giue him neeJfull note, 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his Face : 
And after we will both our iudgements ioyne, 
To ccnlure of hit Iteming. 

Hora. Well my Lord. 
If he fteale ought the whil'rt thit Pl>y it Playing, 
And fcape detecting, I will pay the Theft. 

Enter King, Qntnt, Pelonius, Ophelia, Riftncranct , 
Guildtnfternt,andotbtr Lords attendant , with 
lis Guard tarrying Torchs. Danijb 
March. Sound a Fhurijb. 

Ham They are comming to the Play : I rouft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares our Colin llamltt ? 

Ham. Excellent Ifiith, of the Camelions difh : I eate 
the Ayre promife-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this anfwvr Hamltt, thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
i'th'Vniucrfity, you fay ? 

Pe/ea.That 1 did mv Lord, and was accounted a good 
Atfor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

Pol. 1 did enaft Mm Qarfar, I wat kill'd i'th'Capitol : 
Brutus kill'd me. 

Ham. It was a biuite part of him, to kill fo Capital! a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? , 

Rrfsn. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

i^u. Come hither my good Ham/tt, fit by me. 

Ha. No good Mother, here's Mettle mure attractiue. 

Pol. Oh ho, do you markc that / 

Ham. Ladie, thai I I lye in your Lap ? 

O/iht. No my Lord. 

Ham. I meane,my Head vpon your Lap? 
Opbt. I my Lard. 

Ham. Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 
Opbt. I thinke nothing, my Lord. 

Ham. Thaft a faire thought to ly between Maidt legs 
Opbt. What is my Lord ? 
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Ham. Nothing. 

Ofht. You are merrie, my Lord ? 
Ham. Who I? 
Opbt. I my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, your onely ligge-maker: what fhould 
a man do, but be merrie. For looke you how cheereful- 
ly my Mother lookct, and my Father dyed within't two 
Houres. 

Opht. Nay, "tis twice two moneths,my Lord. 

Ham. So long? Nay then let the Diuel weare bbeke, 
for He haue a fuitc of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two ma. 
neths ago, and not forgotten yet ( Then there's hope, a 
great mans Memoric, may out-liue his life halfc a yearc : 
But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : or elle ffiall 
he fuffer not thinking on, with the Hoby-horfTc, whole 
Epitaph is, For o, For o, the Hoby-horfe is forgot. 

Hcbtyts play. Tbt dumbt jben tnttrt . 
Enttr a King and i^ueene, very Uuingly ; tbt ^uttnt embra- 
cing him. Sbt {-.eelet .and mallet firnr of Protefiatnn -unto 
him. He ta{es her vp , and declines his had vpon htr 
Ljyrr bim dovne vpon a Ban{t of Flowers. Sbt feeing him 
a-Jletpt, Asm him. Ami comet in a Fellow, lathes of bis 
Ctownt, ktffts i' ,and powrts pcyjo* in the Kings tarts, and 
Exits. Tte Qaeene rtturnts , ftndts the King dead, and 
makfi paffionatt ASlson. 'Tbt Piyforer, with Jomt two or 
thrtt Canutes comts in againe, feeming to lament with htr. 
Tbt dead body u carried array I Tbt Ptyjontr IVoots tbt 
S^uttnt with Gifis,Jbt fttmts loatb and vnwilimg awbilt, 
but its tbt tnd,acctpts bit lout . Exeunt 

Opht. What meanet this, my Lord ? 
Ham. Marry this is Miching tMalitbo, that meanet 
Mifcheefe. 

Opbt. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
Play ? 

Ham. We fhall know by thefe Fellowes : the Players 
cannot keepe counlcll, thcy'l tell all. 

Opbt. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant? 

Ham. I, or any flicw that you'l flicw him. Bee not 
you aflum'd to fhew, hee'l not fhame to tell you what it 
meanes, 

Opbt. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the 
Play. 

Enttr Prologut. 
For vs, and for our 'Tragtdit, 
Heert ftoop'sng to your Qtmencit : 
W* btgge your bearing Patitntlit. 
Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Pocfie of a Ring ? 
Opbt. Tit briefc my Lord. 



Enttr King and bis Quttnt. 

King.TM thirtie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Ncptuncs fait Warn, and tellus Orbed ground : 
And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed fheene, 
About (he Wnil J haue times tweluc thirtiet beene, 
Since loue our heartt, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall,in mod facred Bands. 

'Bap, So many iourniet may the Sunne and 
Make vs againe count o're, ere loue be done. 
But woe it me, you are fo ficke of late, 
So farrc from cheere,and from your forme ftate, 
Thit I diftruft you : yet though I dillruft, 
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 
For womens Feare and Loue, holds ouantitie, 
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In neither ought, or in eztremiry : 

Now whit my loue is, proofe hath made you know, 

And as my Loue it liz'd, my Feare if To. 

King. Faith 1 mud leaue thee Loue, and fliortly too : 
My operant Power* my Function* leaue to do : 
And thou flialt hue in this fiire world behinde, 
Honour'd, belou'd, and haply, one as kinde. 
For Husband (halt thou 

Bap. Oh confound the reft t 
Such Loue, muft needs be Treafon in my breft : 
In fecond Husband, let me be accurft, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firft.' 

Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 

'Baft. The n It inert that lecond Marriage moue, 
Are bafe refpects of* Thrift, but none of Loue. 
A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 
When fecond Husband kilTes me in Bed. 

King. I do beleeue you. Think what now you fpeak I 
But what we do determine, oft we breake t 
Purpofe is but the flaue to Memorie, 
Of violent Birth, but poore validitie: " 
Which now like Fruite vnripe flicket on the Tree, 
But fall vnlhakcn, when they mellow bee. 
Mod neceflary 'tit, that we forget 
To pay our felucs, what to our felues it debt s 
What to our fcluet in pafiion we propofe, 
The piflion ending, doth the purpofe lofe. 
The violence of other Grrefe or loy, 
Their owne ennadtors with themfcluct deftroy s 
Where loy moll Kruelt, Grrefe doth moll lament} 
Greefir ioyes, loy grceucs on llender accident. 
This world it not for aye, nor 'tit not ft range 
That euen oar Lours mould with our Fortune* change. 
For 'tis a qucftion left vt yet to proue, 
Whether Loue lead Fortune, or elfc Fortune Loue. 
The great man downe, you markc hit fauouritct Hie*, 
The poore aduane'd, makes Friend* of Enemies : 
And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend, 
For who not needt, mail neuer lacke a Frend : 
And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, 
Directly fcafont him his Enem'ie. 
But orderly to end, where I begun, 
Our Willrt and Fate* do fo contrary run, 
That our Deuices ftill are ouerthrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 
So thinke thou wilt no fecond Hutband wed. 
But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

'Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light, 
Sport and repofe locke from me day and night : 
Each oppofite that blankes the face of ioy, 
Meet what I would hauc well, and it deftroy ; 
Both heere,and hence, purlue me lafting ftrit'e, 
If once a Widdow, euer I be Wife. 

Ham. If fhe mould breake it now. 

King. 'Tis dtepely fworne : 
Sweet, leaue me lire re a while, 
My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedi ms day with flrepe. 

Qu. Sleepr rockc thy Braine, 
And neuer come mifchance betwerne vt twaine. 
.Ham. Madam, how like you this Play 9 

Qu. The Lidv protefls to much me thinke*. 

Ham. Oh but fhec'l keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the Argument, is 
fence in't? 

No, no, they do but icft, poyfon in ieft, no Of- 
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fence i'th'world. 

King . What do you call the Play f 

Ham. The Moule-trap : Marry how? Tropically : 
Thit Play it the Image of a murder done in Fttnna: Qon- 
mago it the Dukes name, hit wife 'Baftifia : you mail fee 
anon : 'tis a knauifh peece of worke : But what o'that ? 
Your Maieftie, and wee that haue free foulrs, it touches 
vt not : let the gall d iade winch : our withers are vnrung. 

Enltr Lueianm . 
This it one Lutiamu nephew to the King. 

Opt*. You arc a good Chorus, my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your loue : 
if I could fee the Puppets dallying. 

Opbt. You are keene my Lord, you are keene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning, to take off my 
edge. 

Opbt. Still better and worie. 

Ham. So you miftake Husbands. 
Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy damnable Faces, and 
begin. Come, the croaking Rauen doth bellow for Re- 
uenge. 

Lkcian. Thoughts blacke, hands apt, 
Drugget fir, and Time agreeing : 
Confederate frafon, elfr,no Creature feeing : 
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weedt collected, 
With Hecats Ban, thrice Matted, thrice infected, 
Thy natural! Magicke.and dire propertie, 
On wholfome life, vfurpe immediately. 

Purer a tbt pcyfan in bit tern . 

//.;•:. He poyfons him i'th'Gardcn tor's eftate t His 
name's Gewaege : the Story is extant and writ in choyce 
Italian. You (hall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
loue of Gcmutgo't wife. 

Opbt. The King rifet. 

Ham. What, frighted with falfe fire. 

Qu How fares my Lord ? 

Pel. Giue o're the Play. 

King. Giue me fome Light. Away. 

All. Lights, Lights, Lights. 

Mantt Hamitt & Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere go 
The Hart vngalled play : 
For fome muft watch, while fome mu 
So runnes the world away. 

Would not this Sir, and a Forrefl of Feathers, if the reft of 
my Fortunes turne Turke with me; with two Prouinciall 
Rofet on my rac'd Shooes, get me a Fellowfhip in a crie 
of Players fir. 

Ifor. Halfe a (hare. 

Ham A whole one I, 
For thou doft know : Oh Dam en deere, 
This Realmc difmantled wa» of loue himfelfc, 
And now rcigncs hecre. 
A vejie verie Paiocke. 

Ihra. You might haue Rim'd. 

Ham. Oh good Horatio, lie take the Ghofts word for 
a thoufand pound. Did'ft perceiuc ? 

Hora. Verie well my Lord. 

Ham. Vpan the talke of the poyfoning' 

//'..-. I did verie well note him. 

Entrr Rifincranet and Gtnldtnfiirnt. 

Ham. Oh, ha* Come (bme Mulick.Come y Recorders: 
For if the King like not the Comedie, 
Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 
Come fome Mulkke. 

GuiM.Good my Lord, voucbfife me a word with you. 

Ham. 
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Ham. Sir, a whole Hiftory. 
Guild, The King, fir. 
Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guild. It in bit retirement, maruellout diftemper'd. 

Ham. With drinke Sir/ 

Quild. No my Lord, rather with choller. 

Ham. Your wifcdome (hould (hew it felfe more ri- 
cher, to fignifie this to hit Doctor: for for me to put him 
to hit Purgation, would perhapt plundge him into Carre 
more Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your difcourfe into fome 
frame, and dart not fo wildely from my array re. 

Ham. I am tame Sir, pronounce. 

Guild. The Queene your Mother, in molt great affli- 
ction of fpirit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guild. Nay, good my Lord, thit courtefie i* not of 
the right breed. If it (hall pleafe you to make me a wbol- 
fome anfwer, I will doe your Mother* command'ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returne (hall bee the end of 
my BufinelTe. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot, 

Gni/d. What, my Lord? 

Ham. Make you a whoHbme anfwere t my wits dif- 
eat'd. But fir, fuch anfwcrs at I can make,you fhal com- 
mand : or rather you fay, my Mother : therfore no more 
but to the matter. My Mother you fay. 

Rtjin. Then thut (he fayet : your behauior hath ftroke 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can fo aftoniih a 
Mother. But it there no fequell at the heelet of this Mo- 
ther* admiration ? 

Re/in. She d< fires to fpeake with you in her Cloflet, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We (hall obey, were (he ten timet our Mother. 
Haue you any further Trade with vt? 

Rofiii. My Lord, you once did loue me. 

Ham. So I do (till, by thefe pickers and flealer*. 

Rtfin. Good my Lord, what it your caufe of diftem- 
per ? You do freely barre the doore of your owne Liber- 
tie, if you deny your grecfes to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir I lacke Aduancement. 

Refill. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of 
the King himfelfe, for your Succcffion in Denmarke ? 

Ham. I, but while the grade growet, the Prouerbe is 
fomcthing mufty. 

Enttr out vritb a Recorder. 
O the Recorder. Let me fee, t& withdraw with you, why 
do you go about to recouer the winde of mee, as if you 
would driue me into a toylc ? 

Guild, O my Lord, if my Dutie be too bold, my loue 
is too vnmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well vnderftand that. Will you play 
vpon thit Pipe? 

Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guild. Beleeue me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do befeech you. 

Guild. I know no touch of it,my Lord. 

Ham. Tit as eafie as lying : gouerne thefe Ventiget 
with your finger and thumbe, giue it breath with your 
mouth, and it will difcoqrfe molt excellent Muficke. 
Lookr you, thefe are the (toppct. 

Guild. But thefe cannot 1 command to any vtterance 
ofhermony, I haue not the skill. 

Ham. Why looke you now, how vnworthy a thing 
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you make of me : you would play vpon mee , you would 
feetne to know my (lop* : you would pluck out the heart 
of my Myfterie ; you would found mee from my lowed 
Note, to the top of my CompaiTe: and there is much Mu- 
ficke, excellent Voice, in thit little Organe, yet cannot 
you make it. Why do you thinke, that I am eafier to bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what lnfhument you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play vpon me. God 
bleiTe you Sir. 

enter rQicmut. 

Polo*. My Lordjthe Queene would fpeak with you, 
and prefently. 

Ham. Do you fee that Clowd? that'* almoft in (hape 
like a Camell. 

Pcl«n f By'th'Mifle, and it's like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Me thinkes it it like a Weaiell. 

PoUh. It it back'd like a Weazell. 

Ham. Or like a Whale/ 

PJm. Verie like a Whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of my bent. 
1 will come by and by. 

Pchn. 1 will fay fo. Exit. 

Ham. By and by, is eafily faid. Leaue me Friendt: 
Tit now the verie witching time of night, 
When Churchyardt yawne.and Hell it felfe breath* out 
Contagion to thit world. Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufinelTc at the day 
Would quake to looke on. Soft now, to my Mother : 
Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; let not euer 
The Soulc of Ntro, enter thit firme bofome : 
Let me be cruel), not vnnaturall, 
I will fpeake Daggert to her, but vfe none : 
My Tongue and Soule in thit be Hypocrite*. 
How in my wordt fomeuer (he be fhenr, 
To giue them Scales, neuer my Soule confent. 

Enter King, Rcfintranee, and Guildenfiernt. 

King. I like him not. nor (rand* it fafe with vs, 
To let his madneflc range. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch, 
And he to England (hall along with you : 
The termes of our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous a* doth hourely grow 
Out of hi* Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our feluet prouide : 
Molt holie and Religious feare it is 
To keepe thole many many bodies fafe 
That Hue and feede vpon your Maicftie. 

Rsjm. Thefingle 
And peculiar lite is bound 

With all the ftrength and Armour of the minde, 
To keepe it felfe from noy.ince : but much more, 
That Spirit, vpon whofe fpirit depends and reft* 
The liues of many, the ceafe of Maicftie 
Diet not alone; but like a Gulfe doth draw 
What't neere it, with it. It it a matte wheele 
Fixt on thcSomnet of the higheft Mount, 
To whofe huge Spoakcs, ten thoufand lefler things 
Are mortiz'd and adioyn'd : which when it fallel, 
Each fmall annexment, pettie confequence 
Attendt the boyftrou* Ruine. Neuer alone 
Did the King fighe, but with a generall grone. 

King . Arme you, I pray you to thit fpeedie Voyage ; 
For we will Fetter* put vpon thit feare, 

p p Which 



Digitized by Google 



270 



The Tragedie of Hamlet. 



I 



Which now goes too free-tooted. 

Both. We will hade vs. Exeunt Gent. 

Entrr Pehn'mt . 

Pel. My Lord, he's going to hit Mother* ClofTet : 
Behinde the Arras He conucy my felfe 
To heare the Procefle. He warrant thee'l tax him home, 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
' l is meere that fume more audience then a Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial), Ihould o're-heare 
I The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, 
I He C-ill vpon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King. Thankci deerc my Lord. 
Oh my offence is ranke, it fmcls to heauen, 
It hath the primall elded curfe vpon't, 
A Brothers murther. Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as fturpc as will: 
My dronger guilt, defeats my (bong intent, 
And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 
I ftand in paufe where I mall firft begin, 
And both neglect j what if this cutfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the fwect Heauen* 
To wafh it white as Snow? Whereto ferues mercy, 
But to confront the vifage of Offence ? 
And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-trailed ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being downe ? Then lie looke vp, 
My fault is part. But oh, what forme of Prayer 
Can fcrue my turne ? Forgiueme my foule Murther: 
That cannot be, fince I am dill ported 
Of thofe efftel* for which I did the Murther. 
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Qucene : 
May one be pardon'd.and retaine th'offcnce ? 
In the corrupted currants of this world, 
Offences gilded hand may Ihoue by ludice, 
And oft 'tis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buycs out the Law; but 'tis not fo aboue, 
There is no muffling, there the Action lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell'd 
Eacn to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
To giue in euidence. What then t What reds } 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not* 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched date ! Oh bofomc, blacke as death ! 
Oh limed foule, that drugling to be free, 
Art more ingag'd : Helpe Angels, make aflay : 
Bowdubborne knees, and heart with firings of Steele, 
Be foft as fincwesof the new-borne Babe, 
All may be well. 

Entir Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying, 
And now He doo't, and fo he goes to Heauen, 
And fo am I reueng'd : that would be fcann'd, 
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that 
I his foule Sonne, do this fame Villaine fend 
To heauen. Oh this ishyre and Sallcry,not Reucnge. 
He tooke my Father groffcly, full of bread, 
With all his Crimes broad blowne,as frefh as May, 
And how his Audit dands,who knowcs.faue Heauen : 
But in our circumdance and courfc of thought 
Tis hcauie with him : and am I then reueng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his Soulc, 
When he is fit and feafon'd for his paffage ? No. 
Vp Sword, an J know thou a more horrid hent 



When he is drunke afleepe : or in hi* Rage, 

Or in th'inceduous plcafurc of his bed, 

At gaming, fwearing,or about fome afte 

That ha's no rellifh of Saluation in't, 

Then trip him, that his heelet may kicke at Heauen, 

And that his Soule may be as damn'd aud blacke 

As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother dayes, 

This Phytic ke but prolongs thy sickly dayes. Exit. 

King. My words dye vp,my thought* remain below, 
Words without thoughts, neuer to Heauen go. Exit. 

Enter Sterne and Pelenim. 
Pel. He will come Draight : 
Looke you lay hume to him, 

Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with, 
And that your Grace hath fcree'nd,and doode betweenc 
Much hejtc.and him. He filcnce me e'ene heere : \ 
Pray you be round with him. 

Ham.vitiin. Mother, mother, mother. 

Qu. He warrant you, feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Enttr Hamlet, 

Ham. Now Mother, what's the matter? 

Qu. Hamlet, thou had thy Father much offended. 

Ham. Mother, you haue my Father much offended. 

£%u. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go,go,you quedion with an idle tongue. 

%u. Why how now Hamlet T 

Ham. What* the matter now ? 

Hu. Haue you forgot me i 

Ham. No by the Rood, not fo ; 
You are the Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife, 
But would you were not fo. You are my Mother. 

Qu. Nay, then He fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Comc,comc,and fit you downe, you dull not 
boudge : 

You go not till I fet you vp a glade, 
Where you may fee the inmod part of you ? 

Qu. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me ? 
Helpe, helpe, hoa. 

Pel. What hoa, helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate.dead. 

Pel. Oh I am daine. K llet Pelen ius. 

Qu. Oh me, what had thou done/ 

Ham. Nay 1 know not, is it the King ? 

Qu. Oh what a rafh.and bloody deed is this ? 

Ham. A bloody deeJ.almoft as bad good Mother, 
A* kill a King, and marrie with hit Brother. 

Qu. As kill a King? 

Ham. 1 Lady, 'twas my word. 
Thou wretched, rath, intruding foole farewell, 
I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 
Thou find'd to be too bufie,is fome danger. 
Leauc wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe, 
And let me wring your heart, tor lb 1 dull 
If it be made of penetrable duffe; 
If damned Cuflome haue not braz'd it fo, 
That it is proofe and bulwarke againd Senfe. 

Q«.What haue I done, that thou dar'ft wag thy tong, 
In noife fo rude againd me? 

Ham. Such an Act 
That blurres the grace and blufh of Modcftie, 
Cals Vcrtue Hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 
And makes a Wider there. Makes marriage vowes 
A* falfe a* Dicer* Oathe*. Oh fuch a deed, 

A. 
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At from the body >■.( Contraction pluekes 
The very foule, and fweete Religion mikes 
A rapfidie of words. Heauens face doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound mafle, 
With triftfull vifage as againft the doome, 
Is thought-fjeke at the aft. 

Qu. Aye me ; what act, that roares fo lowd, tc thun- 
ders in the Index. 

Ham. Looke htere vpon this Picture, and on this, 
The counter fet prefentment of two Brothers : 
See what a grace was feared on his Brow, 
lly'trxnt curks, the front of lout him felfe, 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie 
New lighted on a hcauen-kifling hill : 
A Combination, and a forme indeed, 
Where euery Cod did feeme to fet his Seale, 
To giue the world aflurance of a man. 
This was your Husband. Looke you now what followrs. 
Heere is your Husband, like a Mildew'd eare 
Blading his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire Mountaine leaue to feed, 
And batten on this Moore / Hi? Haue you eyes ? 
You cannot call it Loue : For at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waites vpon the Iudgement : and what iudgement 
Would flcp from this, to this ? What diuctl was't, 
That thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ? 
O Shame J where is thy Blulh ? Rebellious Hell, 
If thou canft murine in a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, let Vettue be as waxe, 
And melt in herowne fire. Proclaime no flume, 
When the compulfiue Ardure giues the charge, 
Since Froft it felfe, as actiuely doth burne, 
As Reafon panders Will. 

S^u. O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 
Thou turn'ft mine eyes into my very foule, 
And there 1 fee fuch blacke and grained fpots, 
A* will not leaue their Tint}. 

Ham. Nay, but to liue 
In the ranke fweat of an enfeamed bed, 
Stew'd in Corruption; honying and making loue 
Ouer the nafty Stye. 

Sh. Oh fpeake to me, no more, 
Thefe words like Daggers enter in mine earn. 
No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A Murderer, and a Villaine : 
A Slaue, that is not twentieth patt the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That from a lhelfe,the precious Diadem dole, 
And put it in his Pocket, 
i^s. No more. 

Enter Cbeft. 

Ham. A King of flireds and patches. 
Saue me ; and houer o're me with your wings 
You heauenly Guards. What would you gracious figure? 

£}*. Alas he's mad. 

Ham. Do you net come your tardy Sonne to chide, 
That laps't in Time and Pailion, lets go by 
Th'important acting of your dread command ? Oh fay. 

(/heft. Do not forget : this Vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 
But looke, Amazement on thy Mother fits ; 
O flep betweene her, and her fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakeft bodies, ftrongeft workes. 
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Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Q<. Alas, how is't with you ? 
That you bend your eye on vacancie, 
And with their corporal! ayre do hold difcourfe. 
Forth at your eyes, your fpiritt wildely peepc, 
And as the deeping Soldiours in th'Alarme, 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements, 
Start vp, and ftand an end. Oh gentle Sonne, 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke ? 

Ham. On him, on him : look you how pale he glare*, 
His forme and caufe conioyn'd, preaching to done*, 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 
Lead with this pitteous action you conuertj 
My flerne effects 1 then what I haue to do, 
Will want true colour ; teares perchance for 1 

Qu. To who do you fpeake this? 

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 

Qu. Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare f 

Qu. No, nothing but our felues. 

Ham. Why look you there; looke how it deals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he liued, 
Looke where he goes euen now out at the Portall. Exit. 

Qu. This it the very coynage of your Braine, 
ThisbodilefTe Creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. Extafie? 
My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keepe time, 
And makes at healthfull Muficke. It is not madnefle 
That 1 haue vttered ; bring me to the Ted: 
And I the matter will re-word : which madnefle 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for loue of Grace, 
Lay not a flattering Vnction to your foule, 
That not your trefpafle, but my madnefle fpeakes: 
It will but skin and filme the Vlcerout place, 
Whil'ft ranke Corruption mining all within, 
Infects vnfecne. Confeflie your felfe to Heauen, 
Repent what's pad, auoyd what is to come, 
And do not fpred the Comport or the Weedes, 
To make them ranke. Forgiue me this my Yertue, 
For in the fatnefle of this purfie times, 
Vertue it felfe, of Vice mud pardon begge, 
Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good. 

£{u. Oh Hamlet, 
Thou had deft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it, 
And liue the purer with the other halfc. 
Good night, but go not to mine Vnkles bed, 
Aflume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refrainc to night, 
And that dull lend a kindc of cafincfle 
To the next abftinence. Once more goodnight, 
And when you are defirous to be bleft,i 
He blefling begge of you. For this fame Lord, 
I do repent : but heauen hath pleat'd it fo, 
To punifli me with this, and this with me, 
That I mud be their Scourge and Minider. 
I will bedow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him : fo againe, good night. 
I mud be cruell, onely to be kindc ; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remainet behinde. 
Qu. What flull 1 do ? 
Ham. Not this by no 1 
Let the blunt King tempt you 1 



that I bid you do : 
jaine to bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a pairc of reechie kilTcs, 
p p 2 



Or 



SO 



Digitized by Google 



272 



The ¥ rage die of Hamlet. 



Or padling in your necke with his damn'd Finger*, 
Make you to rauell all this matter out, 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnefle, 
But made in craft. 'Twere good you let him know, 
For who that'i but a Qucenc, faire, fober, wife, 
Would from a Paddocke, from ■ Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such dcere concerning* hide. Who would do fo. 
No in defpight of Senfe and Sccrecic, 
Vnpegge the Baiket on the houfes top : 
Let the Bird* flye, and like the famous Ape 
To try Conclufion* in the Basket, creepe 
And breake your owne necke downe. 

£%u. Be thou afTur'd, if word* be made of breath, 
And breath of life 1 I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft faide to me. 

Ham. I mull to England, you know that i 

Qu. Alackc I had forgot : Tis fo 

Ham. This man (hall fet me packing t 
He lugge the Guts into the Neighbor rooi 
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Counfellor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft graue, 

ho was in life, a foolilh prating Knaue. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night Mother. 

Exit Ham Jet tugging in Pultniw. 

Enter King. 

King. There's matter* in thefc fighe*. 
Thefe profound heaur* 

You muft tranftate ; Ti* fit we vnderfland them. 
Where is your Sonne ? 

i:>. Ah my good Lord, what haue 1 feene to night ? 

King. What Gertrude} How do"* Hamlet i 

%u. Mad a* the Sea*, and winde, when both 
Whkh is the Mightier, in hi* lawlefle fit 
Behinde the Arras, hearing fomething ftirre, 
He whip* his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiin apprehenfion kille* 
The vnfeene good old man. 

King. Oh heauy deed : 
It had oin fo with vs had we beene there : 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your fclfe, to vs, to euery one. 
Alas, how (hall this bloody drede be anfwered 7 
It will be bide to vs, whole prouidence 
Should haue kept fliort, reftrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But fo much 
We would not vnderfland what was moft fit, 
But like the Owner of a foule difeafe, 
To keepe it from divulging, let's it feede 
Euen on the pith of life. Where i» he gone ? 

Qu. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whem hi* very madnefle like fome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Mettelt bafe 
Shrwes it felfe pure. He weepes for what is done. 

King. Oh Gertrude, come away : 
The Sun no fooner fhall the Mountaine* touch, 
But wc will rtup him hence, and this vilde deed, 
We muft with all our Maiefty and Skill 
Both countenance, and excufe. Enter Rof.& Guild. 

Ho Guildenfiern 1 

Friends both go ioyne you with fome further ayde : 
Hamlet in madnefle hath Polonm flaine, 
And from his Mother ClolTet* hath he drag'd him. 
Go feekc him out, fpcake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haft in this. Exit Gent. 
Gertrude, wee'l call vp our wifeft friends, 



To let them know both what we meane to do, 
And what'* vntimely done. Oh come away, 
My foule is full of difcord and difmay. 



Ham. Safely 

Gentlemen xritbin. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 

Ham. What noife? Who cal* on Hamlet ? 
Oh heere they come. Er.tir Rtj.and Guildenflemt. 

Ra. What haue you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft, whereto 'ri* Kinne. 

Rofin. Tell vs where 'tis, that we may take it thence. 
And beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not beleeue it. 

Rofin. Beleeue what ? 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfell, and not mine 
owne. Befides, to be demanded of a Spundge, what re- 
plication (liould be made by the Sonne of a King, 

Rofin. Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, that fokes vp the King* Countenance, his 
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the King 
beft feruice in the end . He keepe* them like an Ape in 
the corner of hi* iaw, firft mouth'd to be la ft Cwallowed, 
when he needes what you haue glean'd', it i* but fquee- 
zing you, and Spundge you (hall be dry againe. 

Rofin. I rnderftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knauilh fpeech (leepes in a 
foolilh eare. 

Rofin. My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body is 
and go with v* to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not 

with the body. The King, is a thing 

Cjuild. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him, hide Fo«, and all 



Emer King, 

King. I haue fent to Ceeke him, and to find the bodie : 
How dangerous is it that this man g-K-i loofe : 
Yet muft not wc put the ftrong Law un him 1 
Hce's loued of the diffracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgement, but their eye* : 
And where 'tis Co, th'Ofrendcrs fcourge it weigh'd 
But neerer the offence : to beare all fmootb,and euen, 
This fodaine Cending him away, muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, diieafes defperate growne, 
By defperate appliance are releeued, 
Or not at all. Enter Rijmcrant. 

How now? What hath befalne ? 

Rofin. Where the dead body is beftow'd my Lord, 
Wc cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rofin. Without my Lord, guarded to know your 
pleafure. 

King. Bring him before vs. 

Rofin. Hoa, Guildenftirnef Bring in my Lord. 



Enter I Urn let and Guildenfiernt. 
King. Now Hamlet, where'* Palatini ? 
Ham. At Supper. 
King. At Supper? Where t 

Ham.'Sot where he eats, but where be is eaten, a cer- 
taine cunuocation of wortnes are e'ne at him. Your worm 
i* your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures elfe 
to fat vs,and we fat our felfe far Magott. Your fat King, 
and your leane Begger it but variable feruice to 
but to one Table that's the end. 

King. What duft thou meane by this? 
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Ham. Nothing but to (hew you how a King may go 
a Progrefle through the gut* of a Begger. 
King. Where it Polonim. 

Ham. In hcauen, fend thither to fee. If your Meflien- 
gcr findc him not there, feeke him i'th other place your 
lelfe : but indeed, if you linde him not this rooneth, you 
(hall nofe him as you go vp the (buret into the Lobby. 

King. Go feeke him there. 

Ham. He will (lay till ye come. 

K. Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dccrely grceue 
For (hat which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence 
With fierie QuicknefTe. Therefuie prepare thy felfe, 
The Barke is readie, and the winde at helpe, 
Th'Aflbciatet tend, and euery thing at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England f 

King. I Hamltt. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So ia it, if thou knew'ft our purpofrs. 
Ham. I fee a Cherube that feet him : but come, for 
England. Farewell dee re 
King . Thy louing Father 
Hamltt. My Mother : Father and Mother is nun and 
wife : man <fc wife U one flelh, and fo my mother.Come, 
for England. Exit 

King. Follow him at foote, 
Tempt him with fpced aboord t 
Delay it not, He haue him hence to night. 
Away,for euery thing is Seal'd and done 
That elfe lranes on th'Affaire.pray you make haft. 
And England, if my loue thou boldft at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giuc thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the DaniJh Sword, and thy free awe 

to vs j thou mailt not coldly fet 



Exit 



Payes 1 

Our Soueraigne Procefle, which import, at fwi 
By Letters coniuring to that efteft 
The prefent death of Hamltt. Do it England, 
For like the Hedbcke in my blood he rages, 
And thou muft cure me 1 Till I know 'tis done, 
How ere my happes, my ioyet were ne're begun. 



Enter tfiir.hr as witb an Armie. 
Far. Go Cptaine, from me greet the 
Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortinbrot 
Claimea the coaucyance of a promit'd March 
Ouer his KJngdome. You know the 
If that his Maiefty would ought with vs, 
We Hull eaprefle our dutie in hia eye, 
And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will doo't, my Lord. 
For. Go fafely on. 

Enter Quetne and Horatio. 
I will not fpeake with her. 
She ia importunate, indee 
will needs be pit tied. 

What would ihr haue? 
Her. She fpeakes much of her Father) faies /he hearea 
There's trickea i'lh'world, and hems, and beats her heart, 
Spurnea enuioufly at Strawcs, fpeakea things in loubt, 
That carry but halfe fenfe : Her fpeech is nothing, 
Yet the vnlhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to Collection ; they ayme at it, 
And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts,) 
Which as her winkes.and nods, and geftures yeeld them, 
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ber moode 



Indeed would make one thinke there would bethought, 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 

Qu. 'Twere good (he were fpoken with, 
For The may ftrew dangerous coniedures 
In ill breeding minds. Let her come in. 
To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature it) 

^h^AriS£^l3uSe U griSt, grelt *" 
It fpill's it felfe, in fearing to be fpilt. 

Eater Opbelia difirafftd. 
Opbe, Where ia the beauteoua Maiefty of 
Sht. How now Opbelia? 
Of be. Ham Jbonld I your true loot {now from 
By bit Coeije bat and ftafe,and bit Sandal Jboone. 
^u. Alaa fweet Lady: what importa this Song ? 
Opbe. Say you? Nay pray you marke. 
He u dead and gone Lady, be u dead and gone, 
At bit bead a graffi-grtene Turft, at bit bttia <i ftone. 
Enter King. 
Qu Nay but Ofbtlia. 
Opbe. Pray you marke. 

rVbile bm Sbrow'd a* the eMcuntaine Smm. 
Qu. Alas.looke heere my Lord. 
Opbe. Larded vilb /meet fiomert : 

Wbiib bevept to tbe grant did not go, 
Wttb true -lout Jbvwrtt. 
King. How do ye, pretty Lady ? 

Opbe. Well, God dil'd you. They fay the Owle was 
a Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what we are, but 
know not what we may be. Cod be at your Table. 
King. Conceit vpon her Father. 
Opbe. Pray you let's haue no words of this: but when 
they aske you what it meanes,fay you this : 
To morrow it S. Valentino day, all in tbt morning betimt, 
And I a eMaid at your rVintkm , to It your Valentine. 
Tbtn -vp be ro/t.&don'd bit elotbet,& dupt 
Let in tbt Maid, tbat out a eMai ' 
King. Pretty Opbelia. 
Opbe.lnaeea la? without an oath lie 
Hy gi ,and by S. Qbarity, 
Alackf,aud fie for Jbamt t 
Tong men mil doo't, if tbey tome fee'/ , 
By Coeke tbey are too blame. 
i$uetb jhe before you tumbled me. 
Ton prcmit'd me to fftd t 
So mould I ba done by yonder Sunnt , 
And tbtu badfl not come to my bed. 
King. How long hath fee bin this? 
Opbe. I hope all will be well. We muft bee patient, 
but I cannot choofe but weepe, to thinke they ftould 
by him i'th'cold ground : My brother (hall knowe of it, 
and fo I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies s Goodnight fweet La. lie* I 
Cs6dnight, goodnight. Exit. 

King. Follow her clofe, 
Giue her good watch I pray you : 
Oh this is the poyfon of deepe greefe, it fp rings 
All from her Fathers death. Oh Qcrtrudt, Gertrude, 
When forrowet cornea, they come not (ingle fpies, 
But in Battaliaea. Firft,her Father Aaine, 
Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue : the people muddied, 
Thicke and vnwholfome in their thought*, and whifpers 
For good Potcnim death ; and we haue done but greeoly 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poore Opbelia 
Diuided from her felfe, and her fairc Iudgeraent, 

p p 3 Without 
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Without the which we are Pi£tures,or meere Br oh. 
Laft, and as much containing ai all thefe, 
Her Brother it in lecret come from France, 
Kecpcs on hit wonder, keepes himfelfe in < 
And wants not Buzzert to infect hit care 
With pemlcnt Speeches of his Fathers death, 
Where in ncceffitie of matter Beggard, 
Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 
In care and eare. O my decre Gtrtnidt, this, 
Like to a murdering Pecce in many places, 
Giues me fuperfluous death. A Noifi >n/W». 

Enter a MiJJtngtr. 

8v. Alacke, what noyfe is this ? 

King. Where are my Switztri ? 
Let them guard the doorc. What is the matter ? 

Mef. Saue your felfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 
Eates not the Flats with more impittious bade 
Then young Latrtet, in a Riotous head, 
Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, 
The Ratiflers and props 'if euery word. 
They cry choofe we ? Latrtti dull be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Latrtti (hall be King, Latrtti King. 

Siu. How cheerefully on the falfe Traile they cry, 
Oh thjs is Counter you falfe Daniih Dogges. 
Noift vitbin . Enter Latrtti . 

King. The doores are broke. 

Latr. Where is the King, firs ? Stand you all without. 

All. No, let's come in. 

Latr. I pray you giue me leaue. 

*Al. We will, we will. 

Latr. I thanke you : Keepe the doore. 
Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father. 

Qu. Calmcly good Latrtti. 

Latr. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimcs me Baftard : 

Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere betweene the chafle vnfmirchcd brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the caufc Latrtti, 
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? 
Let him go Gertrude t Do not feare our perfon : 
There's fueh Diuinity doth hedge a King, 
That Treafon can but peepe to what it would, 
A£b little of his will. Tell me Latrtet, 
Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Speake man. 

Latr. Where's my Father t 

King. Dead. 

9u. But not by him 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be Iuggel'd with. 
To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blacked diuell. 
Conscience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. 
I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand, 
That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 
Let come what comes : onely lie be reueng'd 
Moft throughly for my Father. 

King. Who (hall ftay you f 

Latr. My Will, not all the world, 
And for mymeanes,Ile husband them fo well, 
They (hall go farre with little. 



King. Good Latrtet : 
If you delire to know the certaintie 
Of your decre Fathers death, if writ in your reuenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe, 
Winner and Loofer. 

Latr. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then. 
La. To his good Friends, thus wide He ope my Armes : 
And like the kinde Life-rend'ring Politician, 
Rcpaft them with my blood. 

King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman. 
That I am guikleffc of your Fathers death,: 
And am moft fenfible in greefc for it, 
It ftiall as leuell to your lodgement pierce 
As day do's to your eye. 

A noi/e vitbin. Let btr come in. 
Enttr Opbtlia. 

Latr. How now? what noife is that ? 
Oh heate drie vpmy Braines, teares feucn times fait, 
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye. 
By Heauen.thy madnefle fl»all be payed by waight, 
Till our Scale turnes the beame. Oh Role of May, 
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fweet Opbtlia : 
Oh Heauens, ii't poflible, a yong Maids wits, 
Should be at mortall as an old mans life? 
Nature is fine in Lou?, and where 'tis fine, 
It fends fome precious inftance of it felfe 
After the thing it loues. 

Ofbt. Tbty bort bint bart fae'd cn tbt Beer, 
Hey non mny ,nony ,bty nony : 
And on bit grant rainti many a Hart, 
Fart jou -at I I my Deut. 

Latr. Had'ft thou thy wits, and did'ft perfwadc Re- 
uenge, it could not move thus. 

Ofbt. You mud fing downe a-downe, and you call 
him a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheele becomes it } It it 
the falfe Steward that ftole his 

Latr. This nothings moi 

Opbt. There's Rofemsry, that's for 
Pray loue remember : and there is Paconcies , that's for 
Thoughts. 

Latr. A document in madnefle, thoughts tt remem- 
brance fitted. 

Opbt. Tlierc'j Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther's 
Rew for you, and heere't fome for me. Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you muft weare your Rew 
with a difference. There's a Dayfie, I would giue you 
fome Violets, but they wither'd all when myi Father dy- 
ed ! They fay, he made a good end ; 

For benny Jwett Rabin u all my ioy. 
Latr. Thought, and Afflliclion, Paffion, Hell it felfe : 
She turnes to Fauour, and to prer' 
Ofbt. And will bt mot 
•And trill bt not ctmt avaint : 




Nc,no,be i dtad,go to tby . 

lit neuer *// eome againe. 

Hu Heard ai rtbitt as Snow, 

All Flaxen vas km Pole t 

Ht it gone, be it gone, and vtcafl ofay mont, 

Gramtrey on bi Soule. 
And of all Chriftian Soules, I pray God. 
God buy ye. Exeunt Ophelia 

Latr. Do you fee this, you Gods ? 
King. Latrttt,\ muft common with your greefo, 
Or you deny me right: go but apart, 

[Make 
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M a ke choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, 

And they fhall heare and iudge 'twixt you and me ; 

1' by direct or by Colaterall hand 

They finde vj touch'd, we will our KJngdome giue, 

Our Crowne, our Life, and all that we call Ours 

To you in fctisfaaion. But if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we in .1.1 ioyntly labour with your foule 

To giue it due content. 

Lair. Let this be fo > 
His meanes of death, his obfcure buriall ; 
No Trophee,Sword,nor Hatchment o're his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall orientation, 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from Heauen to Earth, 
That I mud call in queftion. 

King. So you fliall : 
And where th'offence is, let the great Axe fall. 
I pray you go with roe. Exeunt 

Enter Horatio, with an Attendant. 

Mora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 
&r. Saylort fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 
Her. Let them come in, 
I do not know from what part of the world 



be greeted, if not from Lord 
titer Sayler. 
Say. God blefle you Sir. 
Her. Let him blefle thee too. 

Say. Hee lhall Sir, and't pleafe him. There's a Letter 
for you Sir : It comes from th'Ambafladours that was 
bound for England, if your name be lleratie, as I am let 
to know it is. 

Reads lb* Letter. 

HOratio, fVbrn tbem Jbalt bau* ou*rloot\'d thk,giu* thefe 
Ftllowet fomt meanes to tbe King : Tbey batu Letters 
for bint. Ert *f wtre two dayes eld at Sea, a Pyrate of very 
IVarliclte affointment gaue vs Cbate. Finding our ftlues too 
Jlev of Saile, we put on a com felled falour. In tbe Q raffle , / 
boor Jed tbem : On tbe inflant tbty got clear t of our Sbiffe,fo 
J alone became their Prifoner. Tbey home dealt with tree, li\e 
Tbeeuts of tMercy , but tbey knew what tbey did. I am to dot 
a good turnt for them,, . Let tbe King bane tbe Letters I bout 
J*nt, and rtfair* tbou to mt with as much baft at tbou wouldeji 
e deatb. I ban* words to Jpea\e in your tare, will makf tbe* 
be, yet art tbey mueb toe light for tbe bore of lb* Matter. 
Tbtft good Fttlowtt will bring thee wber* I ant. Rofincrance 
and Guildenftcrne, bold ibeir eeurf* fur England. Of tbem 
I bent much la till tbtt, Farewell. 

Ht that tbou hnoweft thine, 
Hamlet. 

Come, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 

And do't the fpeedier, that you may direct me 

To him from whom you brought them. Exit. 

Enttr King aid Laertes. 

Ktng.How mint your confeience my acquittance feal, 
And you mud put me in your heart for Friend, 
Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing eare, 
That he which hath your Noble Father flaine, 
Purfued my life. 

Eaer. It well appeares. But tell me. 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe 
So crimefull, and fo Capitall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wifedome.all things elfe, 



fir 

di\ 



You mainly were ftirr'd vp? 

King. O for two fpeciall Reafons, 
Which may to you (perhapa) fecme much vnftnnowcd, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liues almoft by his lookes : and for my felfe, 
My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She's fo conjunct iue to my life and foule; 
That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motiuc, 
Why to a publike count I might not go,| 
Is the great loue the generall gender beare him, 
Who dipping all his Faults in their affection, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gyues to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Too (lightly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 
Would haue reuerted to my Bow againe, 
And not where I had arm'd them. 

Latr. And fo haue I a Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driuen into defperate tearmes, 
Who was(if praifes may go backe againe) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her perfections. But rov reuenge will come. 

King. Breake not your ffeepes for that, 
You mud not thinke 

That we are made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull, 
That we can let our Beard be fhooke with danger, 
And thinke it paftime. You Ihortly snail heare more, 
I lou'd your Father, and we loue our Sclfe, 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine 

Enttr a vMejftngtr. 
How now? What Newes? 

Mef. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This to < 
Maiefty : this to the Queene. 

King. From Hamlet T Who brought them ? 



King, rrom namietr wno brougr 
eMef. Saylors my Lord they fay, I 
By were giuen me by Claudie, he rei 
King. Latrttt you Hull heare them 



faw them not t 
receiu'd 



They w< 
King. 

Leaue vs. Exit Mefftngtr 

High and Mighty, you Jhall {now lam jet nahtd on your 
Kingdom*. To morrow /ball I beggt Itaut to ft* your Kingly 
Eytt. tVben I jhall {Jtrii atkjngyour Pardon thereunto) re- 
count tb'Oecafieut of my fodaimt,and snort flrange returne. 

Hamlet. 

What would this meaner* Are all the reft come backe ? 
Or is it fome abufe? Or no fuch thing 1 

Latr. Know you the hand ? 

Kin. TnxHamlett Character, naked and In a 
fcript here he fayes alone : Can you aduife me ? 

Latr. I'm loft in it my Lord; but let hi 
It warmes the very ficknefle in my heart, 
That I (hall liue and tell him to his teeth; 
Thus diddeft thou. 

Kin. If it be fo Latrttt, as how fboold it be fo : 
How otherwife will you be rul'd by me? 

Laer. If fo you'l not o'rerule me to a peace. 

Kin. To thine owne peace : if be be now rcturn'd, 
As checking at his Yoyage,and that he meanes 
No more to vndertake it; I will worke him 
To an exployt nowripe in my Deuice, 
Ynder the which he (hall not choofe but fall; 
And for his death no winde of blame (hall b rr.it h, 
But euen his Mother ftull vnchasge the practice, 
And call it accident: Some two Monthe* hence 
Here was a Centleman of Normandy, 
I'ue feene my felfe.and feru'd againft theiFrench, 
And they ran well on Horfebacke; but this Gallant 

Had 
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Had witchcraft in't; he grew into hit Seat, 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought hit Horfe, 
At had he beene encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the braue Beaft,fo farre he part my thought, 
That I in forgery of fhapes and cricket, 
Come fliort of what he did. 

Latr. A Norman was't? 

Kin. A Norman. 

Laer. Vpon my lift Lam&und. 

Kir. The very fame. 

Latr. I know him well, he is the Brooch indeed, 
And lemme of all our Nation. 

Kin. Hee mad confeflion of you, 
And gaue you fuch a Mafterly report, 
For Art and excrcife in your defence ; 
And for your Rapier moft efpecially, 
That he cryed out, t'would be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you Sir. Thit report of hit 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 
That he could nothing doc but wifli and begge, 
Your fudaine commingore to play with him} 
Now out of thit. 

Latr. Why out of thit, my Lord ? 

Kin. Laertes was your Father deare to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 
A face without a heart? 

Laer. Why ask e- you thit ? 

Kin. Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, 
But that I know Loue it begun by Timet 
And that 1 fee in pafiages of proofe, 
Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it : 
Hamltt comet backe : wh.it would you vndertake, 
To (how your fclfc your Fathers fbnnc indeed, 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i'th' Church. 

Kin. No place indeed ihould murder SanQurize; 
Reuenge ihould haue no bounds : but good Latrttt 
Will you doe thit, kcepe clofe within your Chamber, 
Hamltt returo'd, mall know you are come home t 
Wee'l put on thofe Avail praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
The Frenchman gaue you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your headt,he being remiffe, 
Moil generous, and free from all contriuing, 
Will not perufe the Foiles ? So that with eafe, 
Or with a little ihutMing, you may choofe 
A Sword vnbaited, and in a paiTe of practice, 
Requit him for your Father. 

Latr. I will doo't, 
And for that purpofe lie annoint my Sword ; 
I bought an Vnclion of a Mountebanke 
So mortall, I but dipt a knife in it, 
Where it drawet blood, no Cataplafme fo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that haue Vertue 
Vndcr the Moone, can faue the thing from death, 
That it but fcratcht withall : lie touch my point, 
With thit contagion, that if I gall him (lightly, 
I t may be death. 

Kim Let't further thinke of this, 
Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanet 
May fit vs to our ihape, if this should faile; 
And that our drift look* through our bad performance, 
'Twere better not atTaid; therefore this Proied 
Should haue a backe or fecond, that might hold, 
If this ihould blaft in prooft : Soft, let me fee 



I ha't : when in your motion you are hot and dry, 
As make your bowts more violent to the end , 
And that he call for drinke; He haue prepar'd him 
A Challice for the nonce; whereon but lipping, 
If he by chance efcape your venom 'd ftuck, 
Our purpofe may hold there} how fweet Queene. 

Enter Sltutnt. 

Queen. One woe doth tread vpon another- heele, 
So faft they'l follow, your Sifter's drown'd Laertes. 

Latr. Drown'd ! O where ? 

Queen. There is a Willow growet aflaot a Brooke, 
That ihewet hit hore leauetin the glaflie ftreame : 
There with fantafticke Garlands did (he come, 
Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dayfiet, and long Purples, 
That liberall Shepheards giue a grofTer name} 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them : 
There on the pendant boughet, her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang; an enuious iliuer broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies, and her felfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes fprei wide, 
And Mermaid-like, a while they bore her vp, 
Which time ihe chaunted fnatchet of old tunes, 
At one incapable of her owne dirrrefle, 
Or like a creature Natiue, and indued 
Vnto that Element : but long it could not be, 
Till that her garment*, heauy with ber drinke, 
Pul'd the poore wretch from her melodious buy, 
To muddy death. 

Latr. Alat then, it (he drown'd? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tearet : but yet 
It it our tricke, Nature her cuftome holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out: Adue my Lord, 
I haue a fpeech of fire, that fainc would blaxe, 
But that this folly doubu it. Exit . 

Kin. Let's follow, Gtrtrttit: 
How much I had to doe to calme his rage/ 
Now feare I this will giue it ftart againe } 
Therefore let't follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clownei. 

Clown. It (he to bee buried in Chriftian buriall, that 
wilfully feeket her owne faluation ? 

Otbtr. I tell thee (he it, and therefore make her Craue 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ftian buriall. 

Co. Ho w can that be, vnlcflc (he drowned her felle m 
her owne defence? 

Otbtr. Why 'tis found fo. 

Clo. It muft be & cffenJenda, it cannot bee elfe : for 
heere lies the point} If I drowne my felfe wittingly, it ar- 
gues an Act : and an Aft hath three branches. It is an 
A€t to doe and to performe} argall (he drown'd her felfe 
wittingly. 

Otbtr. Nay but heare you Goodman Deluer. 

Clown. Giue me leaoe ; heere lies the water} good : 
heere ftandt the man; good : If the man goe to this wa- 
ter and drowne himfele ; it it will he nill he, he goes , 
marke you that? But if the water come to him It drowne 
him; hee drownes not himfelfe. Argall, hee that it not 
guilty of his owne death, fhortens not his owne life. 

Otbtr. But is this law ? 

Clo. I marry is't, Crowners Queft Law. 

Other. 
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Will you ha the truth on't 1 if this had not 
beene a Gentlewoman, thee lhould haue beene buried 
out of Chriftian Bur'ull. 

Clo. Why there thou fay'ft. And the more pitty that 
great fblke mould haue countenance in thia world to 
drowne or hang themfclues, more then their euen Chrifti- 
an. Come, my Spade; there U no ancient Gentlemen, 
but Gardiner*, Ditcher* and Graue-maker»i they hold vp 

Adamt Profcflion. 

Otbtr. Wa» he a Gentleman ? 
C/». He was the firft that euer bore Armea. 
Otbtr. Why he had none. 

Ch. What, ar't a Heathen i how doft thou vnder- 
ftand the Scripture ? the Scripture fayet Adam dig'd ; 
could hee digge without Armet? He put another que* 
ftion to thee: if tbou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, con. 
fefle thy felfe ■ • 

Otbtr, Go too. 

Ch. What it he that build* (Ironger then either the 
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Otbtr. The Gallowe* maker; for that Frame outliue* a 
thoufand Tenants. 

Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallowes 
doc* well; but how does it well ; it does well to thofe 
that doe ill : now, thou doft ill to lay the Gallowe* is 
built ftronger then the Church : Argall, the Gallowes 
may doe well to thee. Too't againe, Come. 

Otbtr. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship- 
wright, or a Carpenter ? 

Clo. I, tell me that, and vnyoake. 

Otbtr. Marry , now I can tell. 

Clo. Too't. 

Otbtr. MalTe, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamltt and Horatio a forrt off. 
Ch. Cudgel I thy braines no more about it ; for your 
dull AflV will not mend his pace with beating ; and when 
you arc ask't this queftion next, fay a Graue-maker i the 
Houfes that he makes kfts till Doomefday t go, get thee 
to Yaugban, fetch me a ftoupe of Liquor. 



U youth x,btn I did lout, did lout, 
mt t bought it wot vtry fwtttt 1 
To comtraS 0 tbt timt fir a my btbout, 
0 dm thought tbtrt vat nothing mtttt. 
Ham. Ha's this fellow no feeling of his buGnefle, that 
he fings it Graue-making ? 

Hor. Cuftome bath made it in him a property of ea- 
finefle. 

Ham. Tis ee'n fo; the hand of little Imployment hath 
the daintier fenfe. 

Cltmnt fingt. 
'But Art witb bit fitahng Jit ft 
ha ib eaugbt mt in bit cfutcb 1 
oAmd bath fiyipftd mt Ml/ tbt Land, 

t%4 if I L'Jii 1%€V€f imftlt jUih. 

That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing 



once 1 how the luaue iowles it to th' grownd, as if it 
were Camet law-bone, that did the firft murther t It 
might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Affe o're Of- 
fice* : one that could circumuent God, might it not? 
Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay, Good Mor- 
row fweet Lord : how doft thou, good Lord ' this 
might be my Lord fuch a one, that prais'd my Lord fuch 
a ones Horfe, when he meant to begge it; might it not ? 
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Her. I, my Lord. 

Ham. Why ee'n fo 1 and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chaplefle, and knockt about the Maxard with a Sextons 
Spade; heere's fine Reuolution, if wee had the tricke to 
fee't. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but 
to play at Loggets with 'em > mine ake to thinke 
on't. 

Clemnt fngi. 
A Pkkjfaxt and a Spadt,a Sfadt. 

for and a Jbrowding-Sbtttt: 
0 a Pit of (Jay for to bt mad*, 
for ftttb a Gut/1 it mtttt. 

Ham. There's another 1 why might not that bee the 
Scull of of a Lawyer ? where be his Quiddits now ? his 
Quillets? hi* Cafe* ? his Tenures, and This Tricks ? why 
doe'* be fuffer thi* rude knaue now to knocke him about 
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of 
his A t ki or. of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in's 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recog- 
nisances, bis Fines, hi* double Voucher*, his Recoveries: 
I* thi* the fine of his Fines, and the recouery of hit Reco- 
ueries, to haue hi* fine Pate full of fine Dirt ? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafe*, and dou- 
ble ones too , then the length and breadth of a pairc of 
Indentures? the very Canueyance* of his Lands will 
hardly lye in this Boxe; and muft the Inheritor himfelfe 
haue no more? ha? 

Hor. Not a iot more, my Lord. 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes ? 

Her. I my Lord, and of Calue-ilcinne* too. 

Ham. They are Sheepe and Caiues that feek out aflu- 
rance in that. I will fpeake to this fellow: whofe Graue's 
this Sir ? 

Clo. Mine Sir t 
0 a Tit of Clay for to bt madt, 
for fuch a Gntfi it mtttt . 

Ham. I thinke it be thine indeed: for thou lieft in't. 

Clo. You lye out on't Sir, and therefore it is not yours: 
for my part, I doe not lye in't ; and yet it i* mine. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in't, to be In't and lay 'ti* thine i 
'tl* for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou 
lyett. 

Clo. Tu a quicke lye Sir, 'twill away aga'tne from me 
to you. 

Ham. What man doft thou digge it for? 
Clo. For no man Sir. 
Ham. What woman then ? 
Clo. For none neither. 
Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 
Clo. One that was a woman Sir j but reft her Soule, 
thce's dead. 

Ham. How abtolute the knaue is? wee muft fpeake 
by the Carde, or equiuocation will vndoe v* : by the 
Lord Horatio, thefe three yea res I haue taken note of it, 
the Age is growne fo picked, that the toe of the Pefant 
comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his 
Kibe. How long haft thou been a Graue-maker ? 

Ch. Ofallthedayeai'th'yeare, I came too't that day 
that our lift King Hamltt o'recame Fortinbrat. 

Ham. How long is that iince ? 

Clt. Cannot you tell that ? cuery foole can tell that : 
It wa» the very day, that young Hamltt wat borne, hee 
that was mad, and lent into England. 

Ham. I marry, why was be fent into tngland ? 

Clo. Why, becaufe he wa* mad; hee mail recover his 
wits there; or if he do not, it'* no great matter there. 

Ham. 
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Ham. Why? 

f>. Twill not be fcene in him, there the men are as 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Clo. Very ftrangely they fry. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

CI: Faith e'ene with looting his wits. 

Ham. Vpon what ground ' 

£>. Why heere in Denmarke: I haue bin fixeteene 
bccrc, man and Boy thirty yeares. 

Ham. How long will a man lie 'ith' earth ere he rot? 
Clo. Ifaitb, if he be not rotten before he die(as we haue 
many pocky Coarfes now adaies, that will fcarce hold 
the laying in) he will laft you fome eight yeare, or nine 
yea re. A Tanner will laft you nine year e. 

Ham. Why he, more then another ?' 

Cla. Why fir, his hide is fo tan'd with his Trade, that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
b a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body. Heres a Scul I 
now: this Scul, has laine in the earth three ic twenty years . 

Horn. Whofe was it/ 

Cla. A whorefon mad Fellowes it was; 
Whofe doe you thinke it was? 

Ham. Nay , I know not, 

Cla. A peftlencc on him for a mad Rogue, a pou'rd a 
Flaggon of Renirti on my head once. This fame Scull 
Sir, this lame Scull fir, was Variety Scull, the Kings lefter. 

Ham. This? 

Cln E'ene that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poo re V trie {, I knew him Ho- 
ratio, a fellow of infinite left; of moft excellent fancy, he 
hath borne me on his backe a thoufand times 1 And how 
abhorred my Imagination is, my gorge rifes at it. Heere 
hung thofe lipps, that I haue kift 1 know not how oft. 
Where be your libes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs i Your flatties of Merriment that were wont to 
fet the Table on a Rore? No one now to mock your own 
leering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to my Ladies 
Chamber, and tell ber,let her paint an inch thicke, to this 
fauour die muft come. Make her laugh at that : pry- 
thee r*V«fMtell me one thing. 

Hor. What's that my Lord > 

Ham. Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa- 
(hion i'th' earth t 
Har. E'ene fo. 
Horn. And fmelt fo ? Pah. 
Har. E'ene fo, my Lord. 

Horn. To what bafe Tfes we may returne Horatio. 
Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duft of A- 
lexander, till he find it flopping a bunghole. 

Har. Twere to confider : to curioufly to confider fo. 

Horn. No faith, not a iot. But to follow him thether 
with modefhe enough, & likeDehood to lead it; as thus. 
Alexander died : Alexander was buried : Alexander re- 
turneth into duft; the duft is earth; of earth we make 
Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was conucr- 
ted ) might they not ftopp a Beere-barrcll ? 
Imperial! C*far, deii and turn'd to clay, 
Might flop a hole to keepe the winde away. 
Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall,t'expell the winters flaw. 
But foft, but foft, afide; heere comes the King. 

Enter king, Qnerne, Laertet,and a Offin, 
tritb Lardi attendant . 
The Queene, the Courtiers. Who is that they follow, 



1 



And with fuch maimed rites ? This doth betoken 
The Coarfe they follow, did with difperate hand, 
Fore do it owne life; 'twas fome Eftate. 
Couch we a while, and mark. 
Laer. What Cerimony elfe ? 
Ham. That is Laerta, a »ery Noble youth : Marke. 
Laer. What Cerimony elfe ? 
Prieft. Her Obfequies haue bin as farre inlarg'd. 
As we haue warrantis,her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great Command, o're-fwaies the order, 
She fliould in ground vnfanetified haue lodg'd, 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable praier, 
Shardct, Flints, and Peebles, fhould be thro wne on her : 
Yet heere Ate is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ftrewmentt,and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Buriall. 

Laer. Mod there no more be done ? 
Prieft . No more be done t 
We fliould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To fing fage ^easiem, and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted Soules. 

Laer. Lay her i'th' earth, 
And from her faire and vnpolluted flcfli, 
May Violets fpring. I tell thee(churlilh Prieft) 
A Miniftring Angell flull my Sifter be, 
When thou Heft howling t 

Ham. What, the (aire Opbefial 
Siuetnt. Sweets, to the fwcet farewell. 
1 hop d thou fhould'ft haue bin my Hamlett wife : 
I thought thy Bride-bed to haue deckt(fweet Maid) 
And not t'haue ftrew'd thy Graue. 

Laer. Oh terrible woer, 
Fall ten times trebble, on thatcurfed head 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft Ingenious fence 
Depriu'd thee of. Hold off the earth a while, 
Till I haue caught her once more in mine annes : 

Leapt in the graue. 
Now pile your duft, vpon the quicke.and dead, 
Till of this flat a Mountaine you haue made, 
To o're top old PeBon,oT the skyifli head 
Of blew Qltmftu. 

Ham. What is he, whofe griefes 
Br j res fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow 
Coniure the wandring Starres, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers < This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The deuill take thy foule. 
Ham. Thou prai'ft not well» 
I pry thee take thy fingers from my throat; 
Sir though I am not Splcenatiue,and rafti, 
Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wifenefle feare. Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them afunder. 
Hamlet, Hamlet. 
Good my Lord be quiet. 
Ham. Why I will fight with him »ppon this Theme. 
Vntill my eielids will no longer wag. 
Qu. Oh my Sonne, what Theame t 
Ham. I lou'd Obbelia; fbrtie thoufand Brothers 
Could not ( with all there quantitie of Loue) 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou do for ber 
Kirg, Oh he is mad Laertet t 
Qu. For loue of God forbear* him. 
Ham. Come (how me what thou'lt doe. 
Woo't weepe t Woo't fight ? Woo't teare thy feifc ? 
Woo't drinke »p £//r,eate a Crocodile? 
He 
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He doo't. Deft thou come heere to whine ; 

To outface me with leaping in her Crane f 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of Mountaines; let them throw 

Milliona of Alters on vs; till our ground 

Sindging his pate again ft the burning Zone, 

Malce Offa like a wart. Nay.and thoul't mouth, 



Km. This is 1 
And thus awhile the fit will worke on him 1 
Anon as patient as the female Doue, 
When that her golden Cuplet are difclot'd ; 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you Sir : 
What is the reason that you vfe me thus ? 
I loud* you euerjbut it it no matter : 
Let Htrtulti himfelfe doe what he may. 
The Cat will Mew, and Dogge will haue his day. Exit. 

Kim. I pray you good Horatio wait vpon him, 
Strengthen vou patience in our last nights fpeech, 
Wee'l put the matter to the prefent pufh : 
Cood Gtrtntdt fet fome watch ouer j 
This Grane flull haue a liuing Monument : 
An houre of quiet (hortly (hall we fee; 
Till ihcn, in patience our proceeding be. 

Enter Hamltt and Herotit. 
Ham. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 
Her. Remember it my Lord? 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kinde of fighting, 
That would not let me (leepe; me thought I lay 
Worfe then the murines in the Bilboes, rashly, 
(And praife be raflinefle for it) let v» know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes femes ts well, 
When our deare plots do paule,and that mould teach vs, 
There's a Diuinity that lliapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Her. That is m 0 ft certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 
My fea-gowne fear ft about me in the darke, 
Grop'd I to finde out them ; had my defire, 
Finger'd their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold, 
(My fearcs forgetting manners) to vnfeale 
Their grand CommiiTion, where I found Htratit, 
Oh royall knauery t An exalt command, 
Larded with many feuerall forts of reafon; 
importing Denmarks health, and England* too, 
With hoo, fuch Bugges and Goblins in my life; 
That on the fuperuize no leafur* bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 
My head fhoud be ftruck off. 

Her. Iitpoffible? 

Ham. Here's the Commiflion, read it at more leyfure : 
But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed ? 
Htr. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villaine*, 
Ere 1 could make a Prologue to my brain es, 
They had begun the Play. I (ate me downe, 
Deuis'd a new Commiflion, wrote it faire, 
I once did hold it a* our Statiftt doe, 
A bafcnciTe to write /aire; and laboured much 
How to forget that learning : but Sir now, 
It did me Yeomans feruice 1 wilt thou 
The effccl* of what I 



Hw. I, good my Lord. 
Ham. An earneft Conjuration from the 
As England was his faithful I TribuUty, 
As loue betweene them, as the Palme 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten 
And ftand a Comma 'tweene their 
And many fuch like A flit of great 
That on the view and know of thefe 
Without debatement furthermore or lefle, 
He fhould the bearers put to fodaine death, 
Not fhriuing time allowed. 
Her. How was this feal'd ? 
Ham. Wby,euen in that was Heauen 1 
I had my fathers Signet in my Purfe, 
Which was the Modell of that Daniln Seale : 
Folded the Writ vp in forme a»f the other, 
Subfcrib'd it, gau't th' impression, plac't it fafely, 
The changeling neuer knowne : Now, the next day 
Was our Sea Fight, and what to this was ferocnt, 
Thou know'ft already. 

Her. So Guildenflermt and Rofincraact, go too't, 
//a*. Why man, they did make lone to thb i 
They are not neere my C 
Doth by their owne insinuation grow s 
"Tit dangerous, when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the patTe,and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty opposite*. 

Her. Why, what a King is this ? 
Ham. Doe* it not, thinkft thee, ftand me now vpon 



He that hath ki 



Ki 



irhor'd my 



Popt in betweene th'eleUrion and my hopes, 
Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 
And with fuch coozenage; ia't not perfect, conference, 
To quit him with this arme ? And is't not to be dasnn'd 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
In further euill. 

Htr. It mutt be ihortly knowne to him from England 
What is the iiTue of the bufinefle there. 

Ham. It will be snort, 
The imttrim'i mine, and a man* life'* no more 
Then to fay one : but I am very forty good Htratit, 
That to Latritt I forgot my felfe ; 
For by the image of my Caufe, I fee 
The Portraiture of his ; He count his fa u ours 1 
But fure the brauery of his gr'tefe did put me 
Into a Towring paflion. 

Her. Peace, who come* heere r 

Enttr ywng Ofriekf. (marke. 

0/r. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Den- 
Ham. I humbly thank you Sir, doft know this waterftie? 
Htr. No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious; for 'tis a vice to 
know him : he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaft 
be Lord of Beafts, and hi* Crib (hall ftand at the Kings 
MclTe; 'tis a Chowgh; but as I faw fpacsous in the pof- 
feflion of dirt. 

0/r. Sweet Lord, if yonr friendsnip were at leyfure, 
I fhould impart a thing to you from hi* Maiefty. 

Ham. I will receiue it with all diligence of fpiritjput 
your Bonet to hit right vfe, 'tis for the head. 

Ofr. 1 thanke your Lordfhip, 'tis very hot. 

Ham. No, beleeue mee 'tis very cold, the 
Northerly. 

Ofr. It it indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 
Ham. Mee thinkes it is very foultry, and hot for my 

Ojritk*. 
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Giue me the Cups, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeake, 
The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without, 
The Can nuns to the Heauens, the Heauen to Earth, 
Now the King drinkes to Hamltt. Come, begin, 
And you the Iudges beare a wary eye. 
Ham. Come on fir. 

Latr. Come on fir. Tbty flay. 

Ham. One. 

Latr. No. 

Ham. Iudgement. 

Ofr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Larr. Well : againe. 

King. Stay, giue me drinke. 
Harriet t this Pearle it thine, 
Here's to thy health. Giue him the cup, 

Trumpet s hand, and Jhet geti off. 

Ham. He play this bout firft, let by a- while. 
Come ! Another hit ; what fay you ? 

Latr. A touch, a touch, 1 do confetTe. 

King. Our Sonne mall win. 

He's rat, and fcant of breath. 
Heere's a Napkin, rub thy browes, 
The Queene Girowfet to thy fortune, Hamltt. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrude, do not drinke. 

Qu. I will my Lord ; 
I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfon'd Cup, it is too late. 

Ham. 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. 

_ L :V Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Latr. My Lord, He hit him now. 

King. I do not thinke't. 

Latr. And yet 'tis almoft 'gainft my confeience. 

Ham. Come for the third. 
Laertes, you but dally, 
I pray you paffe with your be ft violence, 
I am affear'd you make a wanton of me. 

Latr. Say you fo ? Come on. Play. 

Ofr. Nothing neither way. 

Latr. Haue at you now. 

In Jcuffling tbty change Raf ter 1. 

King. Part them, they are incens'd. 

Ham. Nay come, againe. 

Ofr. Looke to the Queene there hoa. 

Her. They bleed on 60th fides. How is't my Lord ? 

Ofr. How is't Laertes ? 

Latr. Why as a Woodcocke 
To mine Sprindge, Ofrickf, 
I am iuftly kill 'J with mine owne Treacherie. 

Ham. How does the Queene? 

King. She founds to fee them bleede. 

2<\u. No, no, the drinke, the drinke. 
Oh my deere Hamltt, the drinke, the drinke, 
I am poyfon'd. 

Ham. Oh Villany | How ? Let the doore be lock'd. 
Treacherie, feeke it out. 

Latr. It is heere Hamlet . 
Hamltt, thou art flaine, 
No Medicine in the world can do thee good. 
In thee, there is not halfe an houre of life ; 
The Treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, 
Vnbated and envenom 'd : the foule pradifei 
Hath turn'd it felfe on me. Loe, heere t lye, 
Neuer to rife againe : Thy Mothers poyfon'd ! 
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I can no mare, the King, the King's too blame. 

Ham. The point envenom'd too, 
Then venome to thy worke. 

Hurts tbt King. 

All. Treafon, Treafon. 

Kmg. O yet defend me Friends, 1 am but hurt. 
Ham. Heere thou inceftuous, murdrous, 
Damned Dane, 

Drinke off this Potion s Is thy Vnion heere ? 

Follow my Mother. King Dyes. 

Latr. He is iuftly feru'd. 
It is a poyfon temp'red by himfelfe 1 
Exchange forgiueneffe with me, Noble Hamltt ; 
Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee, 
Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham, Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Her alio, wretched Queene adiew, 
You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience to this ac5e : 
Had I but time fas this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftrick'd in his Arreft) oh I could tell you. 
But let it be : Heratk, I am dead, 
Thou liu'ft, report me and my caufes right 
To the vnfatufied. 

Ht>r. Neuer beleeue it. 
I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 
Heere's yet fome Liquor left. 

Ham. As th'art a man, giue me the Cup. 
Let go, by Heauen He haue't. 
Oh good Heratie, what a wounded name, 
(Things (landing thus vnknowne) Hull Hue behind me. 
If thou did'ft euer hold me in thy heart, 
Abfent thee from felicitie awhile , 
And in this harm world draw thy breath in paine, 
To tell my Storie. 

March afarre off, and fhout vitbin. 
What warlike noyfe U thi«f 

Enter Ofrickf. 

Ofr. Yong Fertinhrat, with conqucft come fro Poland 
To th'Ambaffadors of England giucs rhis warlike »oUy. 

Ham. O 1 dye Heratie : 
The potent poylbn quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 
I cannot liue to heare the Newes from England,! 
But I do prophelie th'clcclion lights 
On Ftrtinbrat, he ha's my dying voyce, 
So tell him with the occurrenti more and lefte, 
Which haue foliated. The reft is filence. 0, 0,0,0. Dyes 

Hera. Now crackc a Noble heart : 
Goodnight fweet Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 
Why do's the Drumme come hither ? 

Enter Fertinbras and Engtifh Ambaffador ,witb 'Drumrnr, 
Colour i , and Attendants . 
Ftrt'tn. Where is this fight ? 
Her. What i* it ye would fee } 
If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Fer. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death, 
What feaft is toward in thine eternal! Cell. 
That thou fb many Princes, at a fiSoote, 
So bloodily haft ft rook e. 

Amb . The fight is difmall, 
And our affaires from England come too late, 
The eares are fenfeleflie that mould giue vt hearing, 
To tell him his comma nd'ment is fulfill'd, 

q q That 
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Enter Kent, Glaitctfitr, and Edmoitd. 
Kent. 

Thought the King|had more affedcd the 
Duke of Albany, then Cornwall. 

Glou. It did alwayes fecroe fo to vs : But 
now in the diuifion of the Kingdome, it,ap- 
_ pcares not which of the Dulcet hee valewei 
moft7 (or qualities are fo weigh'd, that curiofity in nei- 
ther, can make choife of eithen moity. 
Kent. It' not thit your Son, my Lord ? 
glut. Hi* breeding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I haue 
fo often blufh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am 
bra i*d too't. 

Ktnt. I cannot conceiue you. 

Gicm. Sir, tins yong Fellowe* mother could ; where- 
vpon {he grew round worn U' J, and had indeede (Sir) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere fbe had sftj husband for her bed. 
Do you fmell a fault ' 

Kent. I cannot with the fault vadone, the iiTue of it, 
being fo proper. 

Glou. But I haue a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law, fome 
yeere elder then this ; who, yet it no deerer in my ac- 
count, though this Knaue came fomthing fawcily to the 
world before he wat fent for I yet was hit Mother fayre, 
there wat good fport at his making, and the horfon muft 
be acknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle- 
man, Edmoadi 

Edm. No, my Lord. 

Glou. My Lord of Kent : 
Remember him heerealter.as my Honourable Friend. 

Edm. My teruicet to your Lordlhip. 

Kent. I muft loue you, and fue to know you better. 

Edm. Sir, I dull ftudy defeating. 

Glou. He hath bin out nine y cares, and away he Dull 
againe. The King it comroing. 

Sennet. Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gamtrill, Re- 
gan, Cordelia,' and attendant!. 
Lear. Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy, Glofter. 
Chm. I fhall, my Lord.^ ^ ^ Exit. 

Giue me the Map there. Know, that we haue divided 
In three our Kingdome : and 'tis our faft intent, 
To fluke all Caret and Bufinefle from our Age, 
Conferring them on yonger ftrengths, while we 
Vnburthen'd crawle toward death. Our fon of Coruwal, 
And you our no leffe 
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We haue this hovre a conftant will to publifh 

Our daughters feuerall Dowers, that future strife 

May be preuented now. The Princes, Frame tc Burgundy, 

Great Riuals in our yongeft daughters loue, 

Long in our Court, haue made their amorous foiourne, 

And heere are to be anfwcr'd. Tell me my daughters 

(Since now we will diueft vt both of Rule, 

Intereft of Territory, Caret of State) 

Which of you Dull we lay doth loue vs mort, 

That we, our largeft bountie may extend 

Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Gtmeri/l, 

Our eldeft borne, fpeake firft. 

Can. Sir, I loue you more then word can weild y matter, 
Deerer then eye-fight, fpace, and libertie, 
Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare, 
No lefTc then life, with grace, health, beauty, honor : 
At much at Childe ere lou'd, or Father found. 
A loue that makes breath poore,and fpeech vnable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much I loue you. 

Cor. What Hull Cordelia fpeake if Loue, and be filent, 

Lear. Of all thefe bounds cucn from this Line, to this, 
With (hadowie Forre(b,and with Champains rich'd 
With plenteous Rioert,and wide-skirted Meades 
Wc make thee Lady. To thine and Albanitt iflues 
Be this perpctuall. What fayes our fecond Daughter ? 
Our deereft Regan, wife of Cornwall T 

1 * m ma de of that felfe-mettle as, my Sifter, 
And price me at her worth. In my true heart, 
I finde the names my very decde of loue : 
Onely (he comes too ihort, that I profeiTe 
My felfe an enemy to all other ioyes, 
Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe profefTes, 
And finde I am alone felicitate 
In your deere HighncfTe loue. 

Cor. Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, fince I am fure my loue's 
More ponderous then my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine hereditarie euer, 
Remaine thit ample third of our ft ire Kingdome, 
No IcfJe in fpace, validitie, and pleafure 
Then that conferr'd on Generill. Now our loy. 
Although our laft and leaft ; to whofe yong loue, 
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie, 
Striae to be intereft. What can you fay, to draw 
A third, more opilent then your Sifters? fpeake. 

Cor. Nothing my Lord. 

Lear. Nothing? 

qq a Cor. 
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Cor. Nothing. 

Liar. Nothing will come of nothing, fpeake againe. 

Car. Vnhappie that I am, I cannot heaue 
My heart into my mouth : I loue your Maiefty 
According to my bond, no more nor lelTe. 

Lear. How, bow f_Wr/M ' Mend your fpeech a little, 
Leaft you may mar re your Fortune*. 

Car. Good my Lord, 
You haue begot me, bred me, lou'd me. 
1 returne thofe duties backe aa are right fit, 
Obey you, Loue you, and moft Honour you. 
Why haue my Sifters Husbands, if they (ay 
They loue you all ? Happily when I mail wed, 
That Lord, whofe hand muft take my plight, (hall carry 
Halfc my loue with him, halfc my Care, and Dutie, 
Sure I (hall neuer many like my Sifters. 

Lear. But goea thy heart with this ' 

Cor. I my good Lord. 

Lear. So young, and fo vntender ? 

Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be fo, thy truth then be thy dowre t 
For by the (acred radience of the Sunne, 
The miferies of Heccat and the night t 
By all the operation of the Orbes, 
From whom we do eaift, and ceafe to be, 
Heere I difclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And aa a ftranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from thii for euer. The barbaroua Scythian, 
Or he that makea his generation melTes 
To gorge his appetite, mail to my bofome 
Be as well neighbour'd, pittied, and rcleeu'd, 
As thou my fometime Daughter. 

Kent. Good my Liege. 

Ltar. Peace Kent, 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
1 lou'd her moft, and thought to let my reft 
On her kind nurfery. Hence and avoid my fight 8 
So be my graue my peace, as here I giue 
Her Fathers heart from her ; call France, who ftirres ? 
Call 'Burgmdj, Cornwall, ind Albanit, 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the third, 
Let pride, which lhe cals plainnefle, marry her : 
I doe inueft you ioyntly with my power, 
Prthem'mcnce, and all the large efteSs 
That troope with Maiefty. Our felfe by Monthly courfe, 
With referuation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be luftain'd, (hall our abode 
Make with you by due turne, onely we (hall retaine 
The name, and all th 'addition to a King : the Sway, 
Reuennew, Execution of the reft, 
Beloued Sonnes be yours, which to confirme, 
This Coronet part betweene you. 

Ktnt . Royall Lear, 
Whom I haue euer honor'd as my King, 
Lou'd aa my Father, as my Matter follow'd. 
As my great Patron thought on in my praiers. 

Lt. The bow it bent & drawne, make from the (haft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the forltc inuade 
The region of my heart, be Kent vnmannerly, 
When Lear is mad, what wouldeft thou do old man ? 
Think'ft thou that dutie (hall haue dread to fpeake, 
When power to flattery bowes f 
To plainnefle honour's bound, 
When Maiefty falls to folly, referue thy date, 
And in thy beft confideration checke 



This hideous rafhneflTe, anfwere my life, my iudgement : 
Thy yongeft Daughter do'i not loue thee leaft, 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reuerbe no hollowncfte. 

Lear . KtntfOa thy life no more. 

Kent. My lite 1 neuer held but as pawne 
To wage againft thine enemies, next feare to loofe it, 
Thy fafcty being motiue. 

Lear. Out of my fight. 

Kent. See better Lear, and let me ftill remairte 
The true blanke of thine eie. 

Kear. Now by Apollo, 

Lent. Now by King 
Thou fwear.ft thy Gods in vaine. 

Lear. O Vaffall I Mifcreant. 

Alb. Cor. Deare Sir forbeare. 

Kent. Kill thy Phyfition, and thy fire beftow 
Vpon the foulc difeate,reuoke thy guift, 
Or whil'ft I can »ent clamour from my throate, 
He tell thee thou doft euill. 

Lea. Heare me recreant, on thine atlegeance heart me} 
That thou haft fought to make vs breake our yowcs, 
Which we durft neuer yet; and with ftrain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our fentences,and our power, 
Which, nor our nature, nor our place can beare; 
Our potencie made good, take thy reward. 
Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouifion, 
To (hield thee from di&fters of the world, 
And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our kingdome ; if on the tenth day following, 
Thy banifht trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment is thy death, away. By Iufiter, 
This (hall not be reuok'd, 

Kent. Fare thee well King, fith thus thou wilt appeare, 
Free dome liues hence, and banifhment is here; 
The Gods to their deere Inciter take thee Maid, 
That iuftly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid : 
And your large fpeech es, may your deeds approue, 
That good efte&s may fpring from words of loue : 
Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adew, 
Hee'l fhape his old courfe, in a Country new. f x-,:. 

Flemri/b. Enter Qltfitr with France, an J Bnr- 
l*ndj, Attendant. 

Car. Heere's Frame* and Burgundy , my Noble Lord. 

Lear. My Lord of Buptndit, 
We firft addreflc toward you, who with this King 
Hath riuald for our Daughter; what in the leaft 
Will you require in prefent Dower with her, 
Or ceafe your queft of Loue ? 

'Bur. Moft Royall Maiefty, 
I craue no more then hath your Highnefle ofter'd, 
Nor will you tender lefle ? 

Ltar. Right Noble 'Burcyatdy, 
When (he was deare to vs, we did hold her fo, 
But now her price is fallen : Sir, there (he ftands, 
If ought within that little feeming fubftance, 
Or all of it with our difpleafure piee'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
Shee's there, and (he is yours. 

'Bur. I know no anfwer. 

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities (he owes, 
Vn friended, new adopted to our hate, 
Dow'rd with our curfe,and ftranger'd with our oath, 
Take her or.leaue her. 

t Bmr. Psr- 

_____ 
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Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, 
Election makes not vp in fuch conditioni. 

Le. Then leaue her fir, for by the powre that made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. For you great King, 
1 would not from your loue make fuch a ftray, 
To match you where I hate, therefore befeech you 
Tauert your liking a more worthier way, 
Then on a wretch whom Nature it alham'd 
A 1 moft t'acknowledge hen. 

Fra. Tbi* ia mod ftrange, 
That (he whom euen but now, was your obiecr, 
The argument of your praife, bilme of your age, 
The bed, the deereft,(hould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing fo monftroui,to difmantle 
So many folds of fauoortfure her offence 
Muft be of fuch vnnaturall degree, 
That monfters it : Or your fore-voucht affection 
Fall into taint, which to beleeueofber 
Muft be a faith that reafon without miracle 
Should neuer plant in me. 

Cor. I yet befeech your Maiefty. 
If for I want that glib and oylie Art, 
To fpeake and purpofe not,hnce what I will intend, 
He do't before 1 fpeake,that you make knowne 
It is no vicious blot,murther,or foulenefle, 
No vnchjfte action or dishonoured ftcp 
That hath depriu'd me of your Grace and fauour, 
But euen for want of that, for which I am richer, 
A ftill foli citing eye, and fuch a tongue, 
That I am glad I haue not, though not to haue it, 
Hath loft me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou had'ft » 
Not beene borne, then not t haue pleas'd roe better. 

Fra. Is it but this t A tardinelTe in nature, 
Which often leaues the hiftory vnfpoke 
That it intends to do I my Lord of Burgundy, 
What lay you to the Lady? Loue'a not loue 
When it is mingled with regards, that (lands 
Aloofe from th'intire point, will you haue her ? 
She is herfelfo a Dowrie. 

'Bur. RoyallKing, 
Giue but that portion which your felfe propos'd, 
And here I take Qerde/ia by the hand, 
Dutchefie of 'Burgundii. 

Lear. Not h mg, I haue fworne, I am firme. 

'Bur. I am forty then you haue fo loft a Father, 
That you muft loole a husband. 

dr. Peace be with 'Burgundk, 
Since that refpefl and Fortunes are his loue, 
I /hall not be bis wife. 

Fra. Fair eft CWt/tf.that art moft rich being poore, 
Moft choifc forfaken.and moft lou'd defpis'd, 
Thee and thy vertues here I feixe ypon, 
Be it lawrull 1 take vp what's caft away. 
Gods, Gods! Tis ftrange, that from their col J 'ft neglect 
My Loue ftiould kindle to enflam'd refpeci. 
Thy dowrelefle Daughter King, throwne to my chance, 
Is Queene of vs, of oors,and our faire Franc*: 
Not all the Dukes of watriln Burgundy, 
Can buy this vnpriz'd precious Maid of me. 
Bid them farewell Cordelia, though vnkinde, 
Thou loofeft here a better where to finde. 

Lear. Thou haft her France, let her be thine, for we 
Haue no fuch Daughter, nor ftiall euer fee 
That face of hers againe.therfore be gone, 
Without our Grace, our Loue, our Benizon I 
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Come Noble 'Burgundle. Flourtjb. Extunt. 
^Fra. Bid farwell to your Sifters. 

Car. The Iewcls of our Father, with waATd eie s 
Ctrdelia leaues you, I know you what you arc, 
And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 
Your faults as they are named. Loue well our Fathers 
To your profelTed bofomcs I commit him, 
But yet alas, (food 1 within his Grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place, 
So farewell to you both. 

Reg*. Prefcribe not vs our dutie. 

Gam. Let your ftudy 
Be to content your Lord, who hath receiu'd you 
At Fortunes almes,you haue obedience foamed, 
And well are worth the want that you haue wanted. 

Car. Time (hall vnfold what plighted cunning hides, 
Who couers faults, at laft with flume derides: 
Well may you profper. 

Fra. Come my faire CtrdeEa. Exit France and Cor. 

Gon. Sifter, it is not little I haue to fay, 
Of what moft neerely appertains to vs both, 
I thinke our Father will hence to night. (with vs. 

Beg. That's moft certaine.and with you: next tnoncth 

Gen. You fee how foil of changes his age is, the ob- 
feruation we haue made of it hath beene littlejhe alwaies 
lou'd our Sifter moft, and with what poore Judgement he 
hath now caft her oft",appeares too groflely. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath euer but 
flenderly knowne himfelfe. 

Gem. The beft and foundeft of his time hath bin but 
raih, then muft we looke from his age, to receiue not a- 
lone the imperfections of long ingrafted condition, but 
therewithal! the vnruly way-wardnefle, that infirme and 
cholericke yea res bring with them. 

Reg. Such vnconftant ftarts are we like to haue from 
him, a* this of Ktntt banifliment. 

Gen. There is further complement of leaue-taking be- 
tweene France and him, pray you let vs fit together, if our 
Father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he bearesi 
this laft furrender of his will but offend vs. 

Reg.We flull further thinke of it. 

Goa. We muft do fomething,and i'th'hcate. Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Baftard. 
'Baft . Thou Nature art my GoddeiTe,to thy Law 
My feruices are bound, wherefore fliould I 
Stand in the plague of cuftome,and permit 
The curiofity of Nations, to depriue me ? 
For that I am fome twelue, or fourteene Moonfliines 
Lag of a Brother > Why Baftard } Wherefore bale ? 
When my Dimensions are as well compact, 
My minde as generous, and my fliape as true 
As honed Madams ifTue ? Why brand they vs 
With Bale > With bafenes Barftadie ? Bafe,Bafe i 
Who in the luftie ftealth of Nature, take 
More compofition, and fierce qualitie, 
Then doth within a dull ftale tyred bed 
Goe to th'creating a whole tribe of Fops 
Got'tweene a fleepe,and wake r Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I muft haue your land, 
Our Fathers loue,is to the Baftard Edrntnd, 
As to th'legitimate i fine word » Legitimate. 

qq.3 Well 



Digitized by Google 



286 



The TragedieoflQng Lear. 



Well, my Legittimate, if thii Letter fpeed, 
And my inuention thriue, Edmomd the bafe 
Shall lo'th'Legitimate : I grow, I profper : 
Now Gods,ftand vp for Baftard*. 

Enter Gleutefttr. 
Glo Kent baniih'd thus' and France in choller 



And the King gone to night / Prefcrib'd his 
Confin'd to exhibition? Ail this done 
Vpon the gad r Edmand, how now? What newes ? 

Baft, So pleafe your Lordfhip, none. 

Glou. Why fo earneftly feeke you to put vp y 

'Baft. I know no newes, my Lord. 

Glou. What Paper were you 

'Baft. Nothing my Lord. 

Gun. No ? what needed then that terrible difpatch of 
it into your Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not 
fuch neede to hide it felfe. Let's fee i come, if it bee no- 
thing, 1 (hall not neede Spectacles. 

Baft. 1 befeech you Sir, pardon mee ; it is a Letter 
from my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read , and for fo 
much as I haue perot'd, I finde it 



king. 

Gku. Giue me the Letter, Sir. 
'Baft. I (hall offend, either to detaine, or giae it i 
The Contents, as in part I vnderftand them. 
Are too blame. 

Glou. Let's fee, let's fee. 
Baft. 1 hope for my Brothers iuftificat 
this but as an effay, or tafte of my Venue. 

(jlou.rcadt. Tbu polieit, and reverence ef jlge, makes tbe 
mar Id hitter ft tbe heft of our timet : keepti our Fortunet from 
vs, till our oldnejfe cannot rtlCtfb I hem. I beyi* to fndt am idle 
and fond bondage , in the opprejjvm of aged tyranny ,mbo fteayei 
not at it bath power, but at it it Jujfer'd. Come to me, that ef 
tbit I may ff>eake more. If our Fatter mould ftetfe till I wak^'d 



bim, you Jbould tnioy baJfe bit 



btloued of your Brother. 
Hum ? Confpiracy ? 



for eutr, and Hue the 



Sleepe till I wake him, you mould 
enioy halfe his Reuennew j my Sonne Edgar, had hee a 
hand to write this ? A heart and brainc to breede it in ? 
When came you to thia ? Who brought it ? 

Baft. It was not brought mee, my Lord ; there's the 
cunning of it. I found it throwne imat the Cafcment of 
my Cloffct. 

Glou. You know the chancier to be your Brothers ? 

'Baft. If the matter were good my Lord, I durft fwear 
it were his : but in refpect of that, I would faine thinke it 
were not. 

Glou. It is his. 

'Baft. It is his hand, my Lord > but I hope his heart is 
not in the Contents. 

git. Has he neoer before founded you in this bufines? 

"Baft. Neuer my Lord. But I haue heard him oft main- 
taine it to be fit, that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
declin'd, the Father ftould bee as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Reuennew. 

Glou. O Villain, villain : bis very opinion in the Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, detrfted, brutirtl 
Villaine; worfc then brutifli : Go firrah, feeke him : lie 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine, where is he? 

Baft. I do not well know my L. If it (hall pleafe you to 
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother, til you can 
deriue from him better testimony of his intent, you (hold 
run a certaine course : where, if you violently proceed a- 
gainft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make a great 
gap in your owne Honor, and fluke in pceces,thc heart of 



his obedience. I dare pawne downe my life for him, that 
he hath writ this to fecle my affectum to your Honor j & 
to no other pi etence of danger. 
Glou. Thinke you fo ? 

Baft. If your Honor iudge it meete, I will place you 
where you (hall heare vs conferre of thia, and by an Auri- 
cular affurance haue your fatisfaclion, and that without 
any further delay, then this very Euening. 

GUn. He cannot bee fuch a Monfter. Edmund feeke 
him out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Bu- 
fineffe after your owne wifedome. 1 would vnftate my 
felfe, to be in a due refolution. 

Baft. I will feeke him Sir, prefently s conuey the bu- 
fineffe as 1 (hall find meanes, and acquaint you withalL 

Glou. Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to vs : though the wifedome of Nature can 
reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it felfe fcourg'd 
by the fequent effect*. Loue coolet, friendship falls off, 
Brothers diuide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dif- 
cord j in Pal Laces, Treafon ; and the Bond crack'd, 'twixt 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vnder the 
prediction; there's Son againft Father, the King fa Is from 
by as of Nature, there's Father againft Childe. We haue 
feene the beft of our time. Machination-., hollowneffe, 
treacherie, and all ruinous diforden follow vs difqu'ietiy 
to our Graucs. Find out this Villain Edmond,\t fhall lofe 
thee nothing, do it carefully : and the Noble Je truc-har- 
ted Kent banith'd ; his offence, honefty. 'Tis ftrange.fartr 

'Baft. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when we are fit Ice in fortune, often the fiirfets of our own 
behauiour, we make guilty of our difaftcrs, the Sun, the 
Moone, and Starres.as if we were villaine* on neceilitie, 
Fooles by heauenly compulfion, Knaues, Theeues, and 
Treacher* by Sphericall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 
ars,and Adulterer* by an infore'd obedience of Planatary 
influence; and all that we are euill in, by a diuine thru- 
fting on. An admirable cuafion of Whore-mafter-man, 
to lay hi* Goatiih difpofition on the charge of a Starre, 
My father compounded with my mother vnder the Dra- 
gon* taile, and my Natiuity wa* vnder Vrja Mater, Co 
that it followes, I am rough and Leacheroua. I mould 
haue bin that 1 am, had the maidenleft Starre in the Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baftardizing. 

Enter Edgar. 

Pat : he comes like the Cataftrophe of tMe old Co medic : 
my Cue is villanoos Melancholly, with a fighe like Tom 

o'Bedlam. O thefe Eclipfes do portend thefe 

fions. Fa, Sol, La, Me. 



Edg. How now Brother 
temptation are you in? 

BaB. I am thinking Brother or a prediction I read tbit 
other day, what should follow thefe Eclipfe*. 

Edg . Do you bufie your felfe with that? 

Baft. I promife you, the effects he writes of.fucceede 
vn happily. 

When taw you my Father laft ? 
Edg. The night gone by. 
Baft. Spake you with him i 
Edg. I, two houres together. 

'Baft. Parted you in good term r? ? Found you no dif- 
pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 
Edg. None at all , 

Baft. Bethink your felfe wherein you may haue offen- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his prefence, vntill 
fome little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure, 
which at this inftant fo rageth in him, that with the mif- 

chicfe 
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ehiefe of your perfon,it would fcarfely alay. 

Some Villain e hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my feare , I pray you haue a continent 
forbearance till the fpeed of his rage goes flower : and as 
I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will 
fitly bring you to heare my Lord fpeake : pray ye goe, 
there's my key : if you do ftirre abroad.goe arm'd. 

Edg. Arm'd, Brother T 

Edm. Brother, 1 aduife you to the beft, I am no honeft 
man, if ther be any good meaning toward you:I haue told 
you what I haue feene.and heard : But faintly. Nothing 
like the image, and hprror of it, pray you away. 

Edg. Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit. 
Edm. 1 do ferue you in this bufinefTe: 
A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
Whofe nature is fo farre from doing harmes, 
That he fufpc£b none : on whofe foolilh honeflie 
My praclife* ride eafie s 1 fee the bufinefTe. 
Let me,if not by birth, haue lands by wit, 
All with roe's meete,that I can rafluon fit. Ex\f. 



Seen a Tertia. 



Enter Gtmerill, and Steward. 

Gen. Did my Father (hike my Gentleman for chi- 
ding of his Foole ? 
Sre. 1 Madam. 

Gen. By day and night, he wrongs me, euery howre 
He fljfhcs into one grofle crime, or other, 
That fers vs all at ods : He not endure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous.and himfelfe vpbraides vs 
On euery trifle. When he returncs fromhunting, 
I will not fpeake with him, fay I am fickc, 
If you come flacke of former feruices, 
You mail do well , the fault of it lie anfwer. 

Ste. He's comming Madam , I heare him. 

Qon. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, 
You and your Fellowes: 1'de haue it come to aucftion; 
If he d lit arte it, let him to my Sifter, 
Whofe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what 1 haue laid. 

Sie. Well Madam. 

Gen. And let his Knights haue colder looket among 
you : what growes of it no matter, aduife your fellowes 
fo, lie write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe;pre- 
pare for dinner. Exeunt. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Kent. 

Kent. If but as will I other accents borrow, 
That can my fpeech defufe,my good intent 
May carry through it felfeto that full iffue 
For which I raia'd my likenefle. Now baniflit Kent, 
If thou canft ferue where thou doft (land condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lou'ft, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 
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Hemes witbin. Enter Lear and Attendant t . 
Lear. Let me not ftay a iot for dinner, go get it rea- 
d) : how now, what art thou? 
Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou profeffe ? What would'ft thou 
with vs ? 

Kent. 1 do profefle to be no leffc then I feeme;to feme 
him truely that will put me in truft, to loue him that is 
honeft, to conuerfe with him that is wife and faics little, to 
feare iudgement, to fight when 1 cannot choofe, and to 
eate no fifli. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King. 

Lear. If thou be'ft as poore for a fubiedl, as hee's for a 
King, thou art poore enough. What wouldft thou? 
Kent. Seruice. 

Lear. Who wouldft thou ferue T 
Kent. You. 

Lear. Do'ft thou know me fellow ? 
Kent. No Sir, but you haue that in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Mafter. 
Lear. What's that ? 
Kent, Authority. 

Lear, What feruices canft thou do ? 

Kent, I can keepe honeft counfaile, ride, run, marre a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliuer a plaine mefTage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qual- 
ified in, and the beft of me, is Dilligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not fo young Sir to loue a woman for finging, 
nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. I haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 

Lrjr. Follow me, thou (halt ferue me, if I like thee no 
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thre yet. Dinner 
ho, dinner, where's my knaue/roy Foole ' t Go you and call 
my Foole hither. You you Sirrah, where's my Daughter? 
Enter Slevard. 
Ste. So pleafe you Exit. 

Lear. What faies the Fellow there ? Call the Clot- 
pole backe : wher'smy Foole? Ho, I thinke the world's 
afleepe.how now ? Where's that Mungrell ? 

Knigb. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flaue backe to me when I 
call'd him? 

Knigb. Sir, he anfwered me in the rounded manner, he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knigbt. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, 
but to my iudgement your Highnefle is not enteitain'd 
with that Ceremonious affection as you were wont, 
there* a great abatement of kindneffe appeares as well in 
the generall dependants, as in the Duke himfelfe alfo.and 
your Daughter. 

Lear. Ha i Sal ft thou fo ? 

Knigb. I befeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miftaken, for my duty cannot be filent, when I thinke 
your Highnefle wrong'd. 

Lear. Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con- 
ception, I haue perceiued a moft faint neglect of late, 
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne ie*lous curio- 
fitie,then as a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindneffe; 
I will looke further intoo'ti : but where's my Foole ? I 
haue not feene him this two daies. 

Knigbt. Since my young Ladies going into France 

Sir, 

5 ' " 
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'r, the Foole hath much pined away. 
Lear, No more of that, 1 haue noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughter, I would fpcake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither 
Sir, who am I Sir ? 

Enter Stsxard. 
Ste. My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladie* Father ? my Lord* knaue, you whor- 
fon dog, you flaue, you curre. 

Ste. I am none or" tbefe my Lord, 
I befeech your pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy lookes with me, you Rafcall? 

Ste. He not be llruckcn my Lord. 

Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe Foot-ball plaicr. 

Lear, I thanke thee fellow. 
Thou feru'ft me, and He louc thee. 

Kent. Come fir, arife, away, He teach you difference*: 
away, away, if you will mcafurc your lubbcn length a- 
gaine, tarry, but away, goe too,haue you wifedome,fo. 

Lear. Now my friendly knaue I thanke thee, there'* 
earneft of thy fcruicc. 

Enter Foole. 

Foole. Let me hire him too,hcrc'*my Coxcombe. 
Leat. How now my pretty knaue.how doft thou? 
Foole. Sirrah, you were beft take my Coxcombe. 
Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Ft*U. Why.' for taking ones part that'* out of fauour, 
nay, tc thou canft not fmile a. the wind fits,thou*lt catch 
coide Inertly, there take my Coscombe; why this fellow 
ha'a baniih'd two on'* Daughter*, and did the third a 
blefling againft his will, if thou follow him, thou mud 
need* weare my Coxcombe. How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombe* and two Daughter*. 

Lear. Why my Boy ? 

Foal. If I gaue them all my liuing, I'ld keepc my Cox- 
combe* my iclfe, there'* mine, beg another of thy 
Daughter*. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah.the whip. 

Foole. Truth's a dog rnuft to kcnnell, hec mull bee 
whipt out, when the LaJy Brach may rtand by'th'fire 
and flinke. 

Lear. A peftilcnt gall to me. 

Focle. Sirha.lle teach thee a fpecch. 

Lear. Do. 

Foole. Marke it Nuncle ; 
Haue more then thou mowi-A* 
Spcake hflc then thou k no weft, 
Lend lei c then thou oweft, 
Ride more then thou goeft, 
Lrarne more then thou troweft, 
Set lefTc then thou throweft ; 
Leaue thy drinkc and thy whore, 
And ki-epe in a dore. 
And thou (halt haue more, 
Then two ten* to a fcore. 
Ken. This it nothing Foole. 

Focle. Then 'tis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, 
you r.iue me nothing for 'r, can you make no vie of no- 
thing Nuncle/ 

Lear. Why no Boy, 
Nothing can be made out of nothing. 

Foole. Prythee tell him, fo much the rent of hi* land 
come* to, he will not bcleeue a Foole. 

Lear. A bitter Foole. 

Foole. Do'ft thou know the diffeience my Boy, be- 
twecne a bitter Foole, and a fweet one. 



Lear. No Lad, teach me. 

Foole. Nunckle, giue me an egge, and lie giue thee 
two Crownc*. 

Lear. What two Crowne* fliall they be t 

Foole, Why after I baue cut the egge i'th'middle and 
eatc vp the meate,the two Crowne* of the egge : when 
thou cloueft thy Crowne* i'th'middle, and gau'ft away 
both part*, thou boar'ft thine Affe on thy backc o're the 
durt.thou had'ft little wit in thy bald crowne, when thou 
gau'ft thy golden one away ; if I fpeake like my fclfe in 
thi», let him be whipt that firft findes it fo. 
Fooles had nere leffc grace in a yecre, 
For wifemen are growne foppifli, 
And know not how their wits to weare, 
Their manners are fo apifli. 

Le. When were you wont to be fo full of Song* firrah ? 

Foole. I haue vied it Nunckle, ere tince thou mad'ft 
thy Daughter* thy Mother*, for when thou gau'ft them 
the rod, and put'ft downe thine owoe breeche*,then they 
For fodainc ioy did weepe, 
And 1 for forrow fung, 
That fuch a King would play bo-peepe, 
And goe the Foole among. 

Pry'thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemafler that can teach 
thy Foole to lie, I would fainc lcarnc to lie. 

Lear. And you lie firrah, wcc'l haue you whipt. 

Foole. I maruell what kin thou and thy daughter* are, 
they'l haue me whipt for fpraking true : thou'lt haue me 
whipt for lying, and fomeiime^ 1 am whipt for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o'thing then a foole, 
and yet 1 would not be thee Nunckle, thou halt pared thy 
wit o'both fides, and left nothing i'th'middle; hecre 
come* one o'the paring*. 

Enter Gonerill. 

Lear. How now Daughter * what make* that Frontlet 
on ? You are too much of late i'th'frowne. 

Focle. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou hadft no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art an O with- 
out a figure, 1 am better then thou art now, 1 am a Foole, 
thou art nothing. Ye* forfooth I will hold my tongue, Co 
your fjee bid* me, though you fay nothing. 
Mum, mum, he that kcepct norcruft,not crum, 
Weary of all, Hull want fome. That's a (heal'd Pefcod. 

Gen. Not only Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Foole, 
But other of your infolent retinue 
Do hourely Carpe and Quarrel], breaking forth 
In ranke,and( not to be endur'd ) riot* Sir. 
I had thought by making this well knowne vnto you, 
To haue found a fafe redreffc, but now grow fearefuil 
By what your felfe too late haue fpoke and done, 
That you proteft this courfc, and put it on 
By your allowance, which if you mould, the fault 
Would not fcape ccnfure.nor the redrcflc* fleepe, 
Which in the tender of a wholefome weale, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which elfe were flume, that then ncccflitie 
Will call difcreet proceeding. 

Foole. For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckoo fo long, that it'* had it head bit off by it 
young, fo out went the Candle, and we were left dark- 
ling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter > (dome 
Gen. I would you wuuld make vfe of your good u ilc- 
( Whereof 1 know you ate fraught), an J put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranlport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Foole. May 
77*" ~ 
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Foole. May not an AiTe know, when the Cart drawe* 
the Horfe i 

Whoop Iugge I loue thee. 

Liar. Do's any heere know me f 
This is not Lear : 

Do's Lear walke thus ? Sprake thus f Where are hi* cics? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
Are Lethargied. Ha ! Waking > "lis not fo? 
Who is it that can tell mc who I am ? 
Facie. I*jr$ fhadow. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman 1 
G:n. This admiration Sir, is much o'th'fauour 
Of other your new prankes. I do befcech you 
To vnderftand my purpofe* aright : 
As you are Old, and Reuerend, fhould be Wife. 
Hcere do you keepe a hundred Knight* and Squires, 
Men fo diforder'd, fo debofh'd, and bold, 
That this our Court infecled with their manners, 
She wrs like a riotous Inne ; Epicurilme and Luft 
Makes it more like a Tauernc. or a Brothell, 
Then a grae'd Pallacc. The fliame it felfe doth fpeake 
For inftant remedy. Be then defir'd 
By her, th.it elfc will take the thing fhe begges, 
A little to difquintiry your Traine. 
And the remainders that fhall ftill depend, 
To be fuch men as may befort your Age, 
Which know themfelues, and you. 

Lear. Darknefle, and Diuels. 
Siddle my horfe* : call my Traine together. 
Degenerate Baftard, He not trouble thee ; 
Vet haue I left a daughter. 

Gen. Vou Irrikc my people, and your difordcr'd rablc, 
make Scruants of their Betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents : 
Is it your will, fpeake Sir > Prepire my Horfe*. 
Ingratitude \ thou Marble- hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou fhew'ft thee in a Child, 
Then the Sca-monfter. 

Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 

Lear. Dctefted Kite, thou lyeft. 
My Traine are men of choice, and rareft psm, 
That all particulars of dutie know. 
And in the moft exaft regard, fupport 
The worfhips of their name. O moft fmall fault, 
How vgly did'ft thou in ChrAelia (hew } 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fut place : drew from m v heart all hjuc, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lea', Lear I 
Beate at this gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy decre Iudgement out. Go, go, my peopte. 

Alb. My Lord, I am guiltlcfTc, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moued you. 

Lear. It may be fo, my Lord. 
Hcare Nature, hearc deere Goddefle, heare : 
Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou did'ft intend 
To make this Creature fruit full 1 
Into her Wombe conuey ftirrility, 
Drie vp in her the Organs of increafe, 
And from her derogate body, neuer fpring 
A Babe to honor her. If fhe muft teeme, 
Create her childe of Spleenr, that it may liue 
And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her. 
Let it ftampe wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent Teares fret Channels in her cheekes, 
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Turne all her Mother* paines.and benefits 

To laughter,and contempt : That fhe may feele, 

How (harper then a Serpents tooth it is, 

To haue a thankleflc Childe. Away, away. Exit. 

Alb. Now Gods that we adore, 
Whereof comes this t 

Gun. Neuer afflict your felfe to know more of it : 
But let his dil'pofition haue that fcope 
As dotage giue* it. 

Etter Lear. 

Lear. What fiftie of my Followers at a clap f 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter, Sir ? 

Lear. He tell thee : 
Life and death, 1 am afhim'd 
That thou haft power to fllake my manhood thus, 
That thefe hot tetTrs, whjch breake from me perforce 
Should make thee worth them. 
Blades and Fogges vpon thee • 
Th'vntented wounding* of a Fathers curfe 
Pierce euerie fenfe about thee. Old fond eyes, 
Bcweepe this caufe againe, He pluckc ye out, 
And cart you with the water* that you loofe 
To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo. 
I haue another daughter, 
Who I am furc is kind? and comfortable : 
When fhe fhatl heare this of thee, with her nailes 
Shee'l flea thy Woluith vifage. Thou fhalt finde, 
That lie refume the ftupe which thou doft thinke 
I haue caft off for euer. Exit 

Gen. Do you marke that f 

Alb. I cannot be I , partiall Gonerill, 
To the great loue 1 beare you. 

Go*. Pray you content. What OjwaU, hoa f 
You Sir, more Knaue then Foole, after your Matter. 

Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear, 
Tarry, take the Foole with thee s 
A Fox. when one has caught her, 
And fuch a Dau.-hter, 
Should furc to the Slaughter, 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 

So the Foole followes after. Exit 

Gin. This man hath had good Counfell, 
A hundred Knights ? 
Tis politike. and fafe to let him keepe 
At point a hundred Knights : yes. that on euerie dreame, 
Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, dillikc. 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And hold our liue* in mercy. OfiralJ, I fay. 

Alb. Well, you may fearc too farre. 

Can. Safer then trull too farre ; 
Let me ftill take away the harmes 1 fearc, 
Not feare ftill to be taken. I know hit heart, 
What he hath rtter'd I haue writ my Sifter : 
If fhe fuftaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When 1 haue fhew'd th'vnfitnciTe. 

Enter Steward. 

How now Ofra/J* 

What haue you writ that Letter to my Sifter / 
Stew. I Madam. 

Gon. Take you fomc company, and away to horfe, 
Informc her full of my particular fearc, 
And thereto adJe fuch reafons of your owne, 
A* may compact it more. Get you gone, 

And 
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And haftcn your returne; no.no, my Lord, 
This millcy gentlencfTc, and courle of yours 
Though I condemne not, yet vndcr pardon 
Vour are much more at task for want of wifedome, 
Then prai'sd for harmcfull mildnelTc. 

Alb. How farre your eies may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striuing to better, oft we marre what's well. 

Gen. Nay then 

Alb. Well, well, the'uent. 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Lear, Ken:, Gentleman, and Foole. 

Lear. Go you before to Glfter with thefe Letters; 
acquiint my Daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then come* from her demand out of the Letter, 
if your Dilligcnce be not fpeedy, 1 (hall be there afore 
you. 

Kent. I will not fleepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered 
your Letter. Exit. 

Foole. If a mans braines were in'i heeles, wen not in 
danger of kybet t 

Lear. I Boy. 

Feole. Then I prythee be merry, thy wit flull not go 
flip- (hod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Foci. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind- 
ly, for though (he's as like this, as a Crabbe's like an 
Apple, yet I cm tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What canft tell Boy ? 

Foole. She will tafte as like this as, a Crabbe do's to a 
Crab: thou canft tell why ones nofe ftands i'th'middle 
on's face f 

Lear. No. 

Ftde. Why to keepe ones eyes of either Tide's nofe, 
that what a mm cannot fmell out, he may fpy into. 
Ltar. 1 did her wrong. 

Can'ft tell how an Oyfter makes his Ihell ? 
No. 

Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's 



Feci*. 
Lear. 
Foole. 
houfe. 

Liar. 



Why? 

Fcole. Why to put's head in, not to giue it away to his 
daughters, and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father f Be 
my Hordes ready ? 

Foole. Thy AfTcs are gone about 'em; the reafon why 
the fcuen Starres are no mo then feuen, is a pretty reafon. 

Lear. Becaufc they are not eight. 

Foole. Yes indeed, thou would'ft mike a good Foole. 

Lear. To tak't againe perforce; Monfter Ingratitude ! 

Foole. If thou wert my Foole Nunckle, Il'd haue thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that ? 

Foole. Thou fhouldft not haue bin old, till thou hadft 
bin wife. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen : 
keepc me in temper, I would not be mad. How now are 
the Horfes ready t 



Ready my Lord. 
Boy. 



fW.She that's a Maid now,& laughs at my departur e , 
Shall not be a Maid long, vnlefTe thinp be cut ftorter. 



Aclus Secundus . Scena ^Prima. 



Enter Bajiard,and Curat, Jeuerally. 

'Baft. Saue thee Curat. 

Cur. And your Sir, 1 haue bin 
With your Father, and giuen him notice 
That the Duke or CornvjU, and 'T{eg an his Duchefle 
Will be here with him this night. 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you haue heard of the newes a- 
broad, I meane the whifper'd ones, for they are yet but 
care-killing arguments. 

Baft. Not 1 : pray you what are they > 

Cur. H»ue you heard of no likely Warres toward, 
Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany f 

'Baft. Not ■ word. 

Cur. You may do then in time, 
Fare you well Sir. Exit. 

'Baa. The Duke be here to night i The better bcit, 
This weaues it lelfe perforce into my bufinefTe, 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, 
And I haue one thing of a qucazie queftion 
Which I muft id, Briefeneflc, and Fortune worke. 

Enter Edgar. 
Brother, a word, difcend; Brother I fay, 
My Father watches: O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is giuen where you arc hid ; 
You haue now the good aduantage of the night, 
Haue you not fpoken 'gainft the Duke of CornewalR 
Hee's hither, now i'th' night, i'th' haftc, 

And Regan with him, haue you nothing faid 
Vpon his panic 'gainft the Duke of Albany i 
Aduile your felfe. 

/•';' -. I am fure on't, not a word. 

Baft. I heare my Father comming, pardon mc: 
In cunning, I muft draw my Sword vpon you : 
Draw, feeme to defend your felfe, 
Now quit you well. 

Yeeld, come before my Father, light boa, here, 
Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, fo farewell. 

Exit 

Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeauour. 1 haue feene drunkards 
Do more then this in fport; Father, Father, 
Stop, ftop.no helpe? 

Enter Glcfter ,and Seruantt with Torebtt. 

Glo. Now Edmund, where 's the villaine ? 
'Baft. Here ftood he in the dark, his ftiarpc Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmes, coniuring the Moone 
To ftand aufpicious Miftris. 
Glo. But where is he ? 
Baft. Looke Sir, I bleed. 

Where is the villaine, Edmund} 
Fled this way Sir, when by no meane* he could. 
Purfue him,ho.-go after. By no meanes,what ? 
Perfwade me to the murther of your Lordfhip, 

But 



Glo. 
Baft. 
Glo. 
Baft. 
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But that I told him the rcuengingGods, 
'Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ftrong aBonJ 
The Child was bound to'th' Father; Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofite I flood 
To his vnnaturall purpofe.in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My vnprouided body, latch 'd mine armcj 
And when he faw my beft alarum'd fpirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether gafted by the noyfe I made, 
Full fodainely he fled. 

Gloft. Let him fly farre: 
Not in this Land Hull he rcmaine vncaught 
And foundj difpatch,the Noble Duke my Mafter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his authorise I will proclaime it, 
That he which finds him fliall defcrue our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the (lake : 
He that conceales him death. 

Sgf. When I diffwaded him from his intent, 
And tound him pight to doe it, with curft fpecch 
I threaten'd to difcouer him; he replied, 
Thou vnpoffcfling Baftard,doft thou thinke, 
If 1 would ftand againft thee, would the repofall 
Of any truft,vertue,or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd i No, what fliould I denie, 
(Aj this 1 would, though thou didft produce 
My very Character) 1'ld turne it all 
To thy fuggeftion, plot, and damned pra&ife: 
And thou mud make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential! fpirits 
To make thee feeke it. Tucket witbin. 

Gio. O Arange and fiftned Villaine, 
Would he deny his Letter, faid he? 

Harke.the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes; 

All Ports lie barre,the villaine lhall not fcape, 

The Duke mud grant me that : befides, his picture 

I will fend farre and neere, that all the kingdome 

May haue due note of him, and of my land, 

(Loyall and natural! Boy) lie workc the meanes 

To make thee capable. 

Enter Comewall, Regan, and Aittnianti. 

Corn. How now my Noble friend, fince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,) I haue heard ftrangenefle. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance come* too fiSort 
Which can purfuc th 'offender; how doft my Lord t 

Gio. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd.it's crack'd. 

Htg. What, did my Fathers Codfonne feeke your life? 
He whom my Father nam'd,your Edgar*. 

Git. O Lady, Lady, fliame would haue it hid. 

Reg.Viu he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended vpon my Father ? 

Gio. I know not Madam, 'tis too bad, too bad. 

'Baft. Yes Madam, he was of that confort. 

Reg. No maruaile then, though he wctc ill affe£ted, 
Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, 
To haue th'expcncc and waft of his Revenues: 
I haue this prefent euening from my Sifter 
Beene well inform "d of them, and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come to foiourne at my houfe, 
He not be there. 

Cor. Nor I, allure thee Regan; 
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Edmund, I heare that you haue fliewne yout Father 
A Child-like Office. 

'BaB. It was my duty Sir. 

Gle. He did bewray his pra&ifc.and receiu'd 
This hurt you fee.ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Car. Is he purfued ? 

Gio. I my good Lord. 

Cir. If he be taken, he Ihatt neuet more 
Be fear'd of doing harme,make your owne purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund, 
Whofe vertue and obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend it felfe,you fliitl be ours, 
Nature's of fuch deepe trurt, we fliall much need : 
You we firft fcize on. 

'Baft. I fliall ferue you Sir truely,how euer elfe. 

Gio. For him I thaoke your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why we came to vifit you ? 

Reg. Thus out of feafon,thredding darke ey'd night, 
Occafions Noble Ghfter of feme prize, 
Wherein we muft haue vfe of your aduife. 
Our Father he hath writ.fo hath our Sifter, 
Of differences, which I beft though it fit 
To anfwere from our home : the fcucrall Meffengeri 
From hence attend difpatch,our good old Friend, 
Lay comforts to your bofome,and beftow 
Your needfull counfaile to our bufincflfes, 
Which craues the inftant vfe. 

Gio. I ferue you Madam, 
Your Graces are right welcome. Exeunt. FIcuriJh. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Kent,aad Steward feueratly. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend.art of this houfe? 
Kent. J. 

Stew. Where may we fet our horfes ? 
Kent. I'th'myre. 

Stew. Prythee,if thou lou'ft me, teitme. 

Kent. I loue thee not. 

See. Why then I care not for thee, 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsiury Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Ste. Why do'ft thou vfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste. What do'ft thou know me for ? 

Kent. AK.naue,a Rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a 
bafe, proud, ftiallow, beggerfy, three-fuited-hundred 
pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knaue,a Lilly-liuered, 
aftion-taking, whorefon glaffe-gazing fuper-feruiccable 
finicall Rogue, one Trunkc-inheriting flaue, one that 
would'ft be a Baud in way of good feruice, and art no- 
thing but the competition of a Knaue, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thou 
deny'ft the leaft tillable of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monftrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor 
knowes thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen-fae'd Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me T Is it two dayes fince 1 tript vp thy 
heeles,and beate thee before the KJng'Draw you rogue, 

for 
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for though it be night, yet the Moone Alines He make a 
fop oth' Moonlhine of you, you whorcfim Cullycnly 
Barber-monger, draw. 

Si en. Away, 1 Juue nothing to do with thee. 

Ktnt. Draw you RaA.aH, you come with Letten a- 
gainft the King, and take Vjnitie the puppets part, a- 
gainft the Royaltie of her Father : draw you Rogue, or 
He fo carbonado your dunks, draw you Ralcall, come 
your waies. 

Sat. Hclpe,ho,murther,helpc. 

Kent. Strike you flaue : ftand rogue, ftand you neat 
flaue.ftrike. 

Sttw. Helpe hoa,murther,murthcr. 

Enter Baftard, drncaal!, Regan, Gkfter, Struantt. 

Haft. How now, what's the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you goodman Boy, if you plcafc, come, 
He fleih yr,come on yong Maftcr. 

G/i. Weapons? Armes ? what's the matter here ? 

Car. Keepe peace vpon your liucs, he dies that ftrikes 
againe, what is the matter ? 

Reg. The MefTicngers from our Sifter, and the King ? 

Car. What is your difference, fpeake ? 

Stev. 1 am fcarcc in breath my Lord. 

Ktnt. No Maruell, you hauc fo beftir'd your valour, 
you cowardly Ralcall, nature difclaimcs in thce:a Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor. Thou art a ftrange feilow,a Taylor make a man? 

Ktnt. A Taylor Sir, a Stone-cuttcr,or a Painter, could 
not hauc made him fo ill, though they had bin but two 
yearn oth'trade. 

Cor. Spcake yet, how grew your quarrell ? 

Ste. This ancient Ruffian Sir, whofe life I haue fpar'd 
at fute of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whorcfon Zed, thou vnneccflary letter: 
my Lord, if you will giue me leaue, 1 will tread this vn- 
boultcd villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
lakes with him. Sparc my gray-beird, you waguile ? 

Cor. Peace firrah, 
You beaftly knauc.know you no rcuerence? 

Kent. Vcs Sir, but anger huh a priuilcdge. 

C:r. Why art thou angrie? 

Kent, That fuch a (hue as this fliould weare a Sword, 
Who weiret no honcfty : fuch fmiling r.>gu« as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cordsu twaine, 



Then ftanJs on any Ifcouldcr that I fee 
Before mr,at this inftant. 

Qi>rn. This is fomc Fellow, 
Who hauing beene prais'J for bluntnciTe,ddth arTedt 
A faucy roughnes.and conftraincs the garb 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flattrr he, 
An honeit mind and plainc,hc muft fpeake truth, 
And they will take it fo,if not, hee's plaine. 
Thcfe kind of Knaues 1 know, which in this plainnefle 
Harbour more craft.and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty lilly-ducking obferuants, 
That ftretch their duties nicety. 

Kent. Sir.in good faith, in finccre verity, 
Vnder th'allowance of your great afped, 
Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
On flicking Pbtxbus front. 

Corn. What mean'ft by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialed, which you difcom- 
mend fo much; I know Sir, 1 am no flatterer, he that be- 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue, which 
for my part I will not be, though I would win your 
difpleafurc to entreat me too't. 

Com. What was th'ofTence you gaue him ? 

Ste. I neuer gaue him any : 
It pleas'd the King his Mailer very late 
To ftrike at me vpon his mifconftruclion, 
When he comparand flattering his difplraiure 
Tript me behind-.being downe.infulted, rail'd, 
And put vpon him fuch a deale of Man, 
That worthied him, got praifes or'the King, 
For him attempting, who was IcIte-lubJucJ, 
And in the rlelhmcnt of this dead exploit, 
Drew on me here againe. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogiits.and Cowards 
But Aiax is there Foole. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks ? 
You ftubborne ancient Knaue, you reuercnt Bragart, 
Wec'l teach you. 

Kent. Sir, 1 am too old to learne s 
Call not your Stocks for me, 1 fcrue the King. 
On whofe imployment I was lent to you, 
You mall doe fmall refpeds, fljow too bold malice 
Againft the Grace, and Perfon of my Mailer, 
Stocking his MelTenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 
As I haue life and Honour,there Chill he lit till Noone. 

Reg. Till noone? till night my Lord, and all night too. 

Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Fathers dog, 
You Oiould not vie me fo. 

"Reg. Sir, being his Knaue,! will. Sink* brought tut. 

Cor. This is a Fellow of the felfe fame colour, 
Our Sifter fpcakes of. Come, bring away the Stocks. 

Qlo. Let me befeech your Grace, not to do fo, 
The King his Maftcr, needs muft take it ill 
That he fo flightly valued in his Mcflcngcr, 
Should hauc him thus reftraincd. 

Cor. Jle anfwere that. 

Reg. My Sifter may recieue it much more worffe, 
To haue her Gentleman abus'd, uflaulted. 

Corn. Come my Lord, away. Exit. 

Glo. I am lorry for thee friend, 'tis the Duke pleafure, 
Whofe difpolition all the world well known 
Will not be rub'd nor ftopt, lie entreat for thee. 

AV /.Pray do not Sir, I haue watch'd and trauail'd hard, 
Some time 1 Hull flcepc out, the reft He whittle : 
A good mans fortune may grow out at hceles: 

Giu e 



Which arc t'intrince, t'vnloofe : Imooth cuery patlion 
That in the natures of their Lords rebel), 
Being oilc to tire, (now to the colder rooodes, 
Reuengc,af£rme,and turne their Halcion beakes 
With euery gall, and varry of their Mailers, 
Knowing naught (like dogge») but following : 
A plague vpon your Epilepticke vifage, 
Smoile you my fpeeches, as I were a Foole ? 
Goofc.if I had you vpon Samm Plaine, 
I'ld driue ye cackling home to Camel*. 

Com. What art thou mad old Fellow? 

Gttfl. How fell you out, fay that ? 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Then I, and fuch a knaue. 

Qorm, Why do'ft thou call him Knaue ? 
What is his fault? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Ccr. No more perchance do's mine, nor his, nor bers. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plaine, 
I haue fecne better face* in my time, 
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Giuc you good moirow. 

git. The Duke 1 too blamein this, 
'Twill be ill taken. 

Kref.Gi ; i-.' , that muft approue the 
Thou out of Hcjueru benediction com'ft 
To the war me Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon to this vnder Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Bcames 1 may 

Perufe this Letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles 

But miferie. I know 'tis from CorM'a, 

Who hath moft fortunately beene inform'd 

Of my obfeured coorfe. And (hall finde time 

From this enormous State, fceking to giue 

LcfTes their remedies .All weary and o're-watch'd, 

Take vantage hcauic eyes, not to behold 

This (hamefnll lodging. Fortune goodnight, 

Smile once more, turne thy wheele. 



Exit. 
law, 



EJg. I heard my felfe proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Efcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moft vnufall vigilance 
Do's not attend my taking. Whiles I may fcape 
I will prclerue myfelfe : and am bethought 
To take the bafeft, and moft pooreft ftupe 
That euer penury in contempt of man, 
Brought neere to bcaft; my face He grime with filth, 
Blanket my loines,clfe all my haircs in knots, 
And with prefentcd nakedncfle out-face 
The Windes, and perfections of the skie ; 
The Country giucs me proofe, and prefident 
Ot Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, 
Strike in their num'd and mortified Armes, 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Rofemaric : 
And with this horriole obiecl,from low Farmct, 
Puore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coatcs, and Millet, 
Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, lomeumc with Praien 
Inforce their charitie : poore TurlygcJ, poore T»m, 
That's fometbing yet : Edgar I nothing am. £ar/7. 

Enter Lear,Fe»Jf t anJ Gtxtkman. 

Lta'T'it ftrange that they mould fo depart from home, 
And not fend backe my Meifcngert. 

Gent. As 1 learn'd, 
The night before, there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remoue. 

Kent. Haile to thee Noble Mailer. 

Lear. Ha ? Mak'ft thou this flume ahy paftime ? 

Ktnt. No my Lord. 

F<*U. Hah, ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horfes are 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by'th'necke, 
Monkies by'th'loynes, and Men by'th' legs : when a man 
ouerluftie at legs, then he 

Lear. What s he, 
That hath fo much thy place miftooke 
To fet thee heere? 

Kent. It it both he and (he, 
Your Son, and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yet. 

Lear. No ] fay. 

Kent. I fay yea. 

Lear. By Iufittr I fweare no. 



Kent. By June, 1 fweare I. 

Lear. They durft not do' t: 
They could not, would not do't : 'tit worfe then murther, 
To do vpon refpect fuch violent outrage: 
Rcfolue me with all modeft hafte, which way 
Thou might'ft deieruc, or they impofe this) vfage, 
Comming from vt. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your HighnclTe Lettus to them, 
Ere I was rifen from the place, that (hewed 
My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Porte, 
Stew'd in his hafte, halfc breathlcfle, painting forth 
From Gtnerill his Miftris, falutations; 
Deliuer'd Letters fpigbt of intermiftion, 
Which prefently they read; on thofe contents 
They fummon'd vp their mciney, ftraight tooke Horfe, 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The lcifure of their anfwer, gaue me cold loo lecs, 
And meeting heere the other Mcffcngcr, 
Whofe welcome I pcrcciu'd had poilon'd mine, 
Being the very fellow which of late 
Difplaid fo fawcily againft your HighnclTe, 
Hauing more man then wit about me, drew; 
He rais'd the houfe, with loud and coward cries, 
Your Sonne and Daughter found this trefpalTe worth 
The Ihame which heere it fuffcrs. (way, 

Fsole. Winters not gon yet, if the wil'd Geefc fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that beate bags, fliall fee their children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore, nere turns the key toth' poore. 
But lor all this thou (halt haue as many Dolors for thy 
Daughters, as thou canft tell in a yea re. 

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwels vp toward my heart! 
lliflar'ua fajfii, downe thou 1 liming forrow, 
Thy Elements below where is this Daughter t 

Kent. Wirh the Earle Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not, ftay here. 

Gen. Made you no more offence, 
But what you fpeake of? 

Kent. None: 
How chance the the King comes with fo fmall a 

F«.le. And thou haJft beene fet i'th'Stockes for that 
queftion.thoud'ft well defcru'd it. 

Kent. Why Foole ? 

Fule. Wcc'l fet thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach 
thee ther's no labouring i'th' winter. All that follow their 
nofes, are led by their eyes, but blindc men, and there's 
not a nofe among twenty, but can fmcll him that's (link- 
ing; let go thy hold, when a greatwheele runt downe a 
hill, lead it breakc thy nccke with following. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him draw thee after : 
when a wifeman giues thee better counfcll giue me mine 
againe, I would hauie none but knaues follow it, fince a 
Foole giuet it. 

That Sir, which ferues and fecket for gaine, 

And folio wes but for forme; 

Will packr, when it begint to rainc, 

And leaue thee in the ftorme, 

But I will tarry, the Foole will ftay, 

And let the wifeman flie : 

The knaue fames Foole that runnel away, 

The Foole noiknaue perdie. 



£ar;V. 



Enter Lear, and (jlofiir; 
Kent. Where learn d you this Foole ? 
F*le. Not i'th' Stocks Foole. 

r r 



Lear. 
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Lear, Deny to fpeake with me ? 
They are fickc, they arc weary, 
They haue trauail'd all the night ? meere fetches, 
The images of reuolt and flying off. 
Fetch me a better anfwer. 

Git. My decre Lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 
How vnrcmoucable and fixt he is 
In his owne courfe. 

Lear. Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confufion : 
Fiery f What quality ? Why Gl.ft,r, QUfitr, 
I'ld (peake with the Duke of Ccrnr»all, and his wife. 

Git. Well my good Lord, 1 haue infbrm'd them fo. 

Lear, Inform'd them ? Do'ft thou vnderrtand mc man. 

Git. 1 my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would fpeake with Qarmra/l, 
The decre Father 

Would with his Daughter fpeake, commands, tends, fer- 
Are they informed of this ? My breath and blood: (uice, 

Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that 

No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth ftill negleft all oflke, 

Whereto our health is bound, we are not our felues, 

When Nature being oppreft, commands the mind 

To fuffer with the body ; He forbeare, 

And am fallen out with my more headier will, 

To take the indifpos'd and fickly fit, 

For the found man. Death on my ftate : wherefore 

Should he fit heere i This a£l perlwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is praftifc only, due me my ScroanC forth; 

Coe tell the Duke, and's wife, I I'd fpeake with them ; 

Now.prefently : bid them come forth and heare mc, 

Or at their Chamber doore lie bcatc the Drum, 

Till it crie (leepe to death. 

Git. I would haue all well betwixt you. Exit. 

Lear. Oh me my heart ! My rifing heart ! But downe. 

Ftele. Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eelcs, when flic put 'em i'th' Parte aliue, (he knapt "em 
o'th' coxcombs with a fticke, and crved downe wantons, 
downe} 'twas her Brother, that in pure kindneffe to his 
Horfe buttered his Hay. 

Enter Cornrxrall, i\fgan ,Gkfier t Seruantj. 

Lear. Good morrow to vou both. 

Cim. Haile to your Grace. Kent bert Jet at liberty. 

Reg. 1 am glad to fee your Highncfle. 

Lear. Regan, l.thinke your are . I know what reafon 
Iihaue to thinke fo, if thou Ihould'ft not be glad, 
I would diuorce me from thy Mother Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adultrrfle. O are you free ? 
Some other time for that. Beloued Rtgan, 
Thy Sifters naught : oh Regan, the hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth'd vnkindnefie, like a vultute heere, 
1 can fcarce fprakc to thee , thou'lt not belceu* 
With how deprau'd a quality. Oh Rtgan. 

Rtg. I pray you Sir, take patience, 1 haue hope 
You Icffe know how to value her defert, 
Then (he to fcant her dutie. 

Lear, Say } Ho w is that ? 

Reg. I cannot thinke my Sifter in the leaft 
W'ould faile her Obligation. If Sir prrchance 
She haue restrained the Riots of your Followres, 
' l is on fuch ground, and to fuch wholelome end, 
Ai clceres her from all bl.nmc, 

Lear, My curfes on her. 



Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you (lands on the very Verge 
Of his confine : you mould be rul'd, and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcernes your ftate 
Better then you your felfe : therefore I pray you, 
That to our Sifter, you do make returne, 
Say you haue wrong'd her. 

Lear. Ajke her forgiueneffe ? 
Do you but marke how this becomes the houfe t 
Deere daughter, I confeffc that I am old ; 
Age is vnneceffary : on my knees I begge, 
That you'l vouchlarc mc Rayment, Bed, and Food. 

Reg. Good Sir, no more t thefe are vnfightly trickes : 
Returne you to my Sifter. 

Lear. Neuer Regan : 
She hath abated me of halfc my Traine; 
I.ook'd blackc vpon me, ftrooke me with her Tongue 
Mod Serpent-like, vpon the very Heart. 
All the ftor'd Vengeances of Hcauen, fall 
On her • full top : ftrike her yong ' 
You taking Ayrcs, with Lameneffe. 

Corn. Fye fir, fie. 

Le. You nimble Lightnings, dart your 
Into her fcorntull eyes : Infca her Beauty, 
You Fen-fuck'd Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunne, 
To fall, and blifter. 

Reg, O the bleft Gods < 
So will you with on me, when the rath moode is on. 

Lear. No Regan, thou (halt neuer haue my curie : 
Thy tender-hefted Nature (hall not giue 
Thee o're to harlhncfle : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burnc. 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafures, to cut off my Tiaine, 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fites, 
And in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my comming in. Thou better know'ft: 
The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood, 
Effects of Curtefie, dues of Gratitude : 
Thy halfe o'th-Kingdomc haft thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpofe. Tut^et within. 

Lear. Who put my man i'th'Stockes ? 

Enter Stnrard.i 

Corn. What Trumpet's that >. 

Rtg. I know't, my Sifters : this approuet her Letter, 
That (he would foone be heere. Is your Lady come • 

Lear. This is a Slaue, whofe eafie borrowed ptidc 
Dwels in the fickly grace of her he followcs. 
Out Varlet, fromimy fight. 

Corn. What meanes your Grace ? 

Enter Gcntriil. 

Lear. Who ftockt my Seruant? Regan, I haue good hope 
Thou did'ft not know on't. 
Who comes here f O Heaucns ! 
If you do loue old men ; if your fweet fway 
Allow Obedience ; if you your felues are old, 
Make it your caufe : Send downe, and take my part. 
Art not afham'd to looke vpon this Beard ' 
O Rtgan, will you take her by the hand ? 

Gew. Why not by'th'hand Sir/ How haue I offended ? 
All's not offence that indifcretion findes, 
And dotage termcs fo. 

Lear. O fides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man i'th'Stockes ? 

Com. I fet him there, Sir : but his owne Diforders 

Deferu'd 
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Deferu'd much lefTe aduancement. 
Lear. You ? Did you ? 

Reg. I pray you Father being weake, feeme fb. 
If till the expiration of your Moneth 
You will returne and foiourne with my Sifter, 
Dil milling halfe your traine.come then to me, 
I am now from home, and out of that prouifion 
Which fhall be needfull for your entertaincment. 

Lear. Returne to her? and fifty men difmifs'd ? 
No, rather 1 a bin re all roofea,and chufe 
To wage apinft the enmity oth'ayre, 
To be a Comrade with the Wolfe, and Owle, 
Neceffities fharpe pinch. Returne with her? 
Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerleffe tooke 
Our yongeft borne, I could at well be brought 
To knee hit Throne, and Squire-like penfion beg, 
To keepe bafe life a footer; returne with her ? 
Perfwade me rather to be flaue and fumptcr 
To this dctcfted groome. 
Gen. At your choice Sir. 

Lear. I prythee Daughter do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee my Child:farewell: 
Wee'l no more meete, no more fee one another. 
But yet thou art my flefh, my blood, my Daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that's in my flefh, 
Which I muft needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, 
A plague fore, or imboflcd Carbuncle 
In my corrupted blood. But He not chide thee, 
Let flume come when it will, I do not call it, 
I do not bid the Thunder-bearer fhoote, 
Nor tell talei of thee to high -judging hue. 
Mend when thou can' ft, be better at thy leifure, 
I can be patient, I can (lay with Regan, 
I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether fo, 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am prouided 
For your fit welcome, giue eare Sir to my Sifter, 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 
Muft be content to thinke you old, and fo, 
But uSe knowes what lhe doc's. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken? 

Reg. I dare auouch it Sir, what fifty Followers ? 
Is it not well ? What fliould you need of more ? 
Yea, or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speakc 'gainft fo great a number? How in one houfe 
Should many people, vnder two commands 
Hold amity ? Tis hard,almoft impoffible. 

Com. Why might not you my Lord, receiue attendance 
From thofe that Die call Serua ms, or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not my Lord ? 
If then they chane'd to flacke ye, 
We could comptroll them, if you will come to me, 
(For now I fpie a danger) I entreate you 
To bring but fiue and twentie,to no more 
Will I giue place or notice. 

Lear. I gaue you all. 

Reg. And in good time you gaue it. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians,my DepofiUriet, 
But keot a referuation to be followed 
With fuch a number? What, muft I come to you 
With fiue and twenty? r\ega*,{»\<i you fo ? 

Reg. And fpeak't againe my Lord, no more with me. 

Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fauor'd 
When others are more wicked, not being the worft 
Stands in fome ranke of praife,lle go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty, 
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And thou art twice her Loue. 

Gen. Heare me my Lord; 
What need you fiue and twenty ? Ten ? Or fiue ? 
To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What need one f 

Lear. O reafon not the need ; our bafe ft Beggers 
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous. 
Allow not Nature, mure then Nature needs : 
Mans life is cheape as Beaftes. Thou art a Lady; 
If onely to go warme were gorgeous, 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ft, 
Which fcarcely keepes thee warme, but for true 'nerd: 
You Heauens,giue me that patience, patience 1 need, 
You fee me hecre (you Cod$)a poore old man, 
As full of griefe as age, wretched in both, 
If it be you that ftirres thefe Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father, foole me not fo much, 
To beare it tamely:touch me with Noble anger, 
And let not womens weapons, water drops, 
Staine my mans cheekev.No you vnnaturall Hags, 
I will haue fuch reuenges on you both, 

That all the world fhall 1 will do fuch things, 

What they are yet, 1 know not, but they flulbe 
The terrors of the earth? you thinke He weepe, 
No, He not weepe,! haue full caufe of weeping, 

Storme and Ttmfeft. 

But this heart Aul break into a hundred thoufand ftawes 
Or ere He weepe; O Foole, I fhall go mad. i Exeunt. 

Ccrn. Let vs withdraw, 'twill be a Storme. 

Reg. This houfe is little, the old man an'ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow'd. 

Go*. Tis his ownc blame hath put himfelfe from reft, 
And muft needs tafte his folly. 

Reg. For his particular f He receiue him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gen. So am I purpos'd. 
Where is my Lord of Glofier ? 

Enter Qhfltr. 

Cam. Followed the old man forth, he is return'd. 

Glo. The King is in high rage. 

Com. Whether is he going ? 

Glo. He cals to Horfe,but will I know not whether. 

Corn. *Tis beft to giue him way, he leads himfelfe. 

Gen. My Lord.entreate him by no meanes to ftay. 

Glo. Alacke the night comes on, and the high windes 
Do forcly ruffle, for many Miles about 
There's fcarce a Buflt. 

Reg. O Sir, to wilfull men, 
The iniuiies that they themfelues procure, 
Muft be their Schoole-Mafters : fhut vp your doorcs, 
He is attended with a defperate traine, 
And what they may incenfe him too, being apt, 
To haue his eare abus'd, wifedome bids feare. 

Cor. Shut vp your doom my Lord, 'lis a wil'd night, 
My Regan counfels wcll|: come out oth'ftorme. Exeunt. 



ABus ¥ >rtius. Scena 'Prima. 



Storme Bill. Enter Kent ,and a Gentleman ,/eueralfy. 

Kent. Who's there befides fbule weather ? 

Gen. One minded like the weather, moft vnquietly. 

r r a Kent. 
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Kent. I know you : Where't the King ? 

Qeut. Contending with the frethill Element* } 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or fwell the curled Waters *boue the Maine, 
That thing! might change, or ceafe. 

Ktnt. But who it with him ? 

Gent. None but the Foole.Jwho labours to out-ieft 
His heart-ftroolce iniuries. 

Ktnt. Sir, 1 do know you, 
And dare vpon the warrant of my note 
Commend a deere thing to you. There is diuifion 
(Although is yet the face of it is couer'd 
With mutuall cunning ,1 'twiit Albany,and Cornwall : 
Who haue, as who haue not, that their great Starres 
Thron'd and fet high ; Seruants.whofeeme nolcfle, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin feene, 
Either in fnufYcs, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne 
Againft the old kinde King ; or fomething deeper, 
Whereof ( perchance ) thele are but fumWhings. 

Cent. I will talke further with you. 

Kent. No, do not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall j open this Purfe.and take 
What it containes. If yoo mail fee QerAelia, 
(As feare not but you mall) Ihew her this Ring, 
And me will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this Storme, 
I will go feeke the King. 

Gent. Giue me your hand, 
Haue you no more to fay ? 

Ktnt. Few words, but to effect more then all yet \ 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, lie this s He that firft lights on him, 
Holla the other. Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Storme fi'dl. Enter Lear utnd Foole. 

Lear. Blow windes,& crack your cheeks; Rage, blow 
You Cataracts, and Hyrricano's (pout, 
Till you haue drench'd our Steeples, drown the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauing Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And thou all-fliaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thickc Rotundity o'th'world, 
Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines fpill at once 
That makes ingrateiull Man. 

Foole. O Nunkle, Court holy •water in a dry houfe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o'doore. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters blefling, hcere's a night pittiei 
neither Wifemen, nor Foole*. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full ; fpit Fire, fpowt Raine s 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; 
I taxe not you, you Elements with vnkindnciTe. 
I neuer gaue you Kingdome, call'd you Children; 
You owe me no fubfeription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure. Hcere I Hand your Slaue, 
A poore, infiime, weake, and difpis'd old man : 
But yet 1 call you Seruile Miniftcrs, 
That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Your bigh-engender'd Battailes, "gainft a head 



So old, and white as this. O, ho I 'tis fbule. 

Foole. He that has a houfe to put's head in, hat « good 
Head-peece « 

The Codpiece that will houfe, before the head has any ; 
The Head,and he Dull Lowfe : fo Beggert marry many. 
'The man j makes his Toe, what he hit Hart (hold make, 
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne hit flecpe to wake. 

For there was oeuer yet (aire woman, but fljee made 
mouthes in a glafle. 

Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the patterns of all patience, 
I will fay nothing. 
Kent. Who's there ? 

Foole. Marry here's Grace, and a Codpiece, that's a 
Wifeman, and a Foole, 

Kent. Alat Sir are you here? Thing! that loue night, 
Loue not fuch nights at thefe : The wrathfull Skiet 
Callow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make them keepe their Cauet: Since I was man, 
Such ihcett of Fire, fuch burftt of horrid Thunder, 
Such groane* of roaring Winde, and Raine, I neuer 
Remember to haue heard. Man:. Nature cannot carry 
Th 'affliction, nor the feare. 

Lear. Let the great Goddet 
That keepe thit dreadful! pudder o're our heads, 
Finde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haft within thee vndirulged Crimes 
Vnwhipt of luftice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hind ; 
Thou Periur'd, and thou Simular of Vertue 
That art Inceftuout. Caytiffe, to peeces (hake 
That vnder couert, and conuenient feeming 
Ha's praAit'd on mans life. Clofe pent-vp guilts, 
Riue your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadful! Summoncrs grace. I am a man, 
More finn'd againft, then (inning. 

Kent. Alack e, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my Lord, hard by hcere is a Houell, 
Some friend (hip will it lend you 'gainft the Temped : 
Repofe you there, while I to thit hard houfe, 
( More harder then the ftonet whereof *ti« rait'd, 
Which euen but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) returne, and force 
Their fcanted curtefic. 

Lear. My wits begin to turne. 
Come on my boy. How doft my boy } Art cold ? 
1 am cold my felfe. Where it thit ftraw, my Fellow ? 
The Art of our Necrftitics is ftrange, 
And can make rilde things precious.Come,your Houel , 
Poore Foole, and Knaue, 1 haue one part in my heart 
That's lorry yet for thee. 

Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Muft make content with his Fortunes lit, 
Though the Raine it raineth cuery day. 

Le. True Boy : Come bring *s to this Houell. Exit. 

Foole. This it a braue night to coole a Curtican t 
He fpeake a Prophefie ere I go : 
When Priefts are more in word, then matter; 
When Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors, 
No Heretiques burn'd, but wenches Sutors ; 
When eucry Cafe in Law, is right ; 
No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight ; 
When Slanders do not liue in Tonguet ; 
Nor Cut-purfet come not to throngs ; 
When Vfurers tell their Gold i'th'Ficld, 

And 
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And, Baudes,and whores, do Churches build, 
Then fhal the Realme of Albion, come to 
Then comes the time, who lines to fee't, 
That going fhatbe vs'd with feet. 
This prophecie Mtrlim thall make, for I liue 



(rime, 
re his 
Exit. 



Scana Tertt'a. 



■Qlofter, 



Git. Alacke, alacke Edmund, I like not this vntuturall 
dealing; when I defired their leaue that I might pity him, 
they tooke from me the vfe of mine owne houfe, charg'd 
me on paine of perpetuall difplrafure, neither to fpeake 
of him, entreat for him, or any way fuftaine him. 
'Baft. Mo A laiuge and vn rururall. 
Gle. Go too; fay you nothing. There is diuifion be- 
the Dukes, and a worfle matter then that : I haue 
a Letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be fpoken, 
I haue lock'd the Letter in my Cloflet, thefe iniuries the 
King now beares, will be reuenged home; ther is part of 
a Power already footed, we muft incline to the King, I 
will lookc him, and priuily relieue him ; goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceiued; If he aske for me, 1 am ill, and gone to 
bed, if I die for it, (as no leflc is threatned me) the King 
my old Matter muft be relieued. There is ftrangc things 
toward Edmund,pny you be care full. Exit. 

'■Baft. This Curtefie forbid thee, fhall the Duke 
lnftantly know, and of that Letter too; 
This feemes a faire deferring, and muft draw me 
That which my Father loofesmo lefle then all, 
The yonger riles, when the old doth fall. Exit. 



Scena Quarta. 



'Fool*. 



Kent. 1 Here is the place my Lord, good my 
The tirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. Stomu ftUl 

Ltar. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter heere. 

Lutr. Wilt breakc my heart i 

Ktnt. I had rather breakc mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 

Lear. Thou think'ft 'tis much that this contentious 
Inuades ti to the skinfo : 'tis to thee, (ftorme 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 
The lefTer is fcarce felt. Thou'dft (hun a Beare, 
But if they flight lay toward the roaring Sea, 
Thou'dft meetc the Beare i" eh" mouth, when the mind's 



The bodies delicate t the tempeft in my mind, 
Doth from my fences take all feeling elfe, 
Sa»c what beates there, Filliall ingratitude, 
Is it not as this mouth would teare this hand 
For lifting food too't t But I will punifli home; 
No, I will weepe no more; in fuca a night, 



free, 



To (hut me out? Poure on, I will endure: 
In fuch a night as this ? O Regan, Qontrill, 
Your old kind Father, whofe franke heart gaoe all, 
O that way madneue lie*, let me Own that : 
No more of that. 

Ktnt. Good my Lord enter here. 

Lear. Pry thee go in thy felte,fceke thine owne eafe, 
This tempeft will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but He goe in, 
In Boy, go firft. You houfelefTe pouertie, Exit. 
Nay get tbee in; He pray, and then He fleepe. 
Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefle ftorme, 
How trull your Houfe-lcfle beads, and vnfed fides, 
Your lop'd,and window'd raggednelTe defend you 
From fcalons fuch as thefe? O 1 haue tane 
Too little care of this : Take Phyikke, Pompe, 
Expofe thy felfc to feele what wretches feele, 
That thou maift lhake the fuperflux to 
And tbew the Hcauens 



Enttr Edgar, and Foolt. 

Edg. Fathom,and halfe, Fathom and halfe; poore Tern. 
Fa It. Come not in heere Nuncle, here's a 1 pi r it, helpe 
me, helpe me. 

Ktnt. Giue me thy hand, who's there t 

Feck. A fpirite, a fpirite, he tayes hi* name's poore 

'Tom. 

Ktnt. What art thou that doft grumble there i'th' 
ft raw ? Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foule Fiend folio wes me, through the 
fharpe Hauthorne blow the windes. Humh, goe to thy 
bed and warme thee. 

Lear. Did'ft thou giue all to thy Daughters ? And art 
thou come to this/ 

Edgar. Who giue* any thing to poore Tom * Whom 
the foule fiend hath led though Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and Whirle-Poole, o're Bog, and Quag- 
mire, that hath laid Kniues vnder his Pillow, and Halters 
in his Pue, fet Rats-bane by his Porredge, made him 
Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, ouer foure 
incht Bridges, to courfe his owne fhadow for a Traitor. 
Bride thy fiue Wits, Tom j a cold. O do, de, do, de, do de, 
blifle thee from Whirle- Windes, Starre-blafting, and ta- 
king, do poore Tow fome charitie, whom the foule Fiend 
vexes. There could I haue him now, and there, and there 
ag ai ne,and there. Storm* ft ill. 

Lear. Ha's his Daughters brought him to this paffe ? 
Could'ft thou faue nothing? Would 'ft thou giue 'em all? 
Foole. Nay, he referu'd a Blanket, elle we had bin all 
i'd. 

Lea. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o're mens faults, light on thy Daughters. 

Kent. He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Ltar. Death Traitor, nothing could haue fubdu'd 
To fuch a lownefle, but his vnkind Daughters. (Nature 
Is it the faihion, that difcarded Fathers, 
Should haue thus little mercy on their flefli : 
ludicious punifhment, 'twas this fleih begot 
Thofe Peiicane Daughters. 

Edg. Piilicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow:alow, loo, loo. 

Focle. This cold night will turne vs all to Fooles, and 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed o'th'foule Fiend, obey thy Pa- 
eepe thy words luftice, fwcare not, commit not, 
r r 3 with 
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fct not thy Sweet- heart on 



with mans fworne Spoufe ; 
proud array. Tom's a cold. 
Lear. What haft thou bin ? 

EJg . A Scruingman ? Proud in heart, and minde; that 
curl'd my haire, wore Gloue* in my cap ; fcru'd the Luft 
of my Miftrti heart, and did the a£br of darkeneffe with 
her. Swore as many Oathes, as I fpalte words, Se broke 
them in the fweet face of Heauen. One, that flept in the 
contriuing of Luft, and wak'd to doe it. Wine lou'd I 
deerely, Dice deerely ; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd 
the Turke. Falfe of heart, light of eare, bloody of hand ; 
Hog in lloth, Foxe in ftealth, Wolfe in grccdineffe, Dog 
in madnes, Lyon in prey . Let not the creaking of ftiooes, 
Nor the ruftJing of Si Ikes, betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man. Keepe thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand oat of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defy; the 
foule Fiend. Still through the Hauthorne blowes the 
cold winde : Sayes fuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Stjty : let him trot by. Stormt ftill. 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grace, then to anfwere 
with thy vncourr'd body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Confider him well. Thou ow'ft 
the Worme no Silke ; the Beaft. no Hide ; the Sheepe, no 
Wooll ; the Cat, no perfume. Ha ? Here's three on's are 
fophifticated. Thou art the thing it lelfe ; vnaccommo- 
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall as thou art. Off, off you Lendings : Come, vn- 



Enttr Gleuctfttr, vitb a Toreb. 
Foolt. Prythee Nunckle be contented, 'ti* a naughtie 
night to fwimme in. Now a little fire in a wilde Field, 
were like an old Lctchers heart, a (mall fpark, all the reft 
on's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

EJg. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet ; hee begins at 
Curfew, and walkes at firft Cocke : Hee giues the Web 
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe } 
Mildewe* the white Wheate, and hurti the poore Crea- 
ture of earth. 

SwitbelJ footed thrice the old, 
He met the Night- Mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her a-light,and her troth-plight, 
And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee. 
Kent. How fares your Grace ? 
Ltar. What's he? 

Ktnt. Who .there? What ls't you feeke? 

Glen. What are you there ? Your Names ? 

Bdg. Poore Tom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Ncut, and the water : that 
in the furie of his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets ; fwallowes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge ; drinkes the green Mantle of the ftanding 
Poole : who is whipt from Tything to Tything , and 
rt<xkt, punifiYd, and imprifon'd : who hatb three Suite* 
to his backe, fixe (him to his body : 

Horfe to ride, and weapon to wearc s 
But Mice, and Rats, and fuch fmall Deare, 
Haue bin Toms food, for feuen long yeare : 
Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend. 

Glon. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

EJg. The Prince of DarkenetTe is a Gentleman. M.J. 
he's call'd, and t&fabu. 

(/ion. Our fleft and blood, my Lord, it gTOwne Co 
vilde, that it doth hate what gets it. 

EJg. Poore Tom's a cold. 

Glen. Go in with me j my duty 



T'obcy in all your daughters hard commands : 
Though their Iniunttion be to barre my doores, 
And let this Tyrannous night take hold vpon you, 
Yet haue I ventured to come feeke you out, 
And bring you where both fire, and food is ready. 

Ltar. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher, 
What is the caufe of Thunder ? 

Ktnt. Good my Lord take hi* offer, 
Go into th'houfe. 

Ltar. He tatke a word with thi* fame lerned Theban: 
What is your ftudy ? 

EJg. How to preuent the Fiend, and to kill Vermine. 

Ltar. Let me aske you one word in priuate. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go my Lord, 
Hi* wits begin t'vnfettle. 

Glon. Canft thou blame him ? Storm ft'Jl 

His Daughter* feeke hi* deaths Ah,that good Kent, 
He faid it would be thus : poore baniuVd man : 
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, He tell thee Friend 
I am almoft mad my felfe. 1 had a Sonne, 
Now out-Law'd from my blood : he fought my life 
But lately : tery late : I lou'd him (Friend) 
No Father his Sonne deerer i true to tell thee, 
The greefe hath crax'd my wit*. What a night'* this » 
I do befeech your grace. 

Ltar. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Philofopher, your company. 
EJg. Tom's a cold. 

Glon. In fellow there, into th'Houd j keep thee warm. 

Ltar. Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my Lord. 

Lear. With him ; 
I will kcepe ftill with my Philofopher. 

Kent. Good my Lord, footh him s 
Let him take the Fellow. 

Ghu. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirra, come on : go along with vs. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

giou. No words, no word*, hulh. 

EJg. Childe RorelanJ to the darke Tower came, 
Hi* word wat ftill, fie, foh, and fumme , 
I fmell the blood of a BrittiiTi man. Exeunt 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Corirmall,anJ EJnmnJ. 

&rn. I will haue my reuenge, ere I depart hi* houfe. 

'Baft. How my Lord, I may be cenfured, that Nature 
thu* giues way to Loyaltie, fomcthing feare* mce to 
thinke of. 

Cornw. I now perceiue, it was not altogether your 
Brother* euill difpofition made him feeke hi* death : but 
a prouoking merit fet a-worke by a reprouable badneiTe 
in himfelfe. 

'Baft. How malicious i* my fortune, that I muft re- 
pent to be iuft ? Thi* i* the Letter which hee fpoake of ; 
which approucs him an intelligent partie to the aduanta- 
ge* of France. O Heauen* ! that thi* Treafon were not ; 
or not I the detector. 

Qorn. Go with me to the Dutcheffc. 

Baft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you haue 



Com. 
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Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- 
cefter : feeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee 
ready for our apprehension. 

Baft. If I finde him comforting the King, it wilt ftuffe 
his fufpidon more fully. I will perfeuer in my courfe of 
Loyalty, though the conflict be fore betweenc that, and 
my blood. 

Cern. I will lay truft vpon thee i and thou (halt finde 
a deere Father in my loue. Exeunt. 



Scena Sexta. 



Eater Kent, and Gloutefter. 

Glou. Heere U better then the open ayre,take it thank- 
fully : I will peece out the comfort with what addition I 
can ! 1 will not be long from you. Exit 

Kent. All the powre of hit wit*, haue giuen way to his 
impatience the God» reward your kindnetTe. 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Focle. 

Edg. Fraterretta cat* me, and tells me Nert it an Ang- 
ler in the Lake of Darkncffe : pray Innocent, and beware 
the foule Fiend. 

Fool*. Prythee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be 
a Gentleman,or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Focle. No, he'* a Yeoman, that ha's a Gentleman to 
hit Sonne ■ for hee's a mad Yeoman that fee* hit Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To haue a thoufand with red burning fpit* 
Come hixzing in vpon 'em. 
Edg. Blefle thy fiue win. 

Kent. O pitry : Sir, where is the patience now 
That you fo oft haue boafted to rctaine ? 

Edg. My team begin to take his part fo much, 
They marre my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogget, and all ; 
Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-heart : fee, they barke at me. 

Edg. Tom, will throw his head at them t Auaunt you 
Cur res, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 
Tooth that poyfoni if it bite : 
Maftiffe, Grey- hound, Mon grill, Grim, 
Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym : 
Or Bobtaile right, or Troudle taile, 
Tom will make him weepe and waile, 
For with throwing thus my head ; 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do,de,de,de i fefe : Come, march to Wakes and Fayre*, 
And Market Townes : poore Tom thy home is dry, 

Lear. Then let them Anatomiie 'Regan : See what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any caule in Nature that 
make thefe hard-hearts. You fir, I entertaine for one of 
my hundred ; only, I do not like the falhion of your gar- 
ments. You will fay they are Peril un : but let them bee 
chang'd. 

Enter Glefter. 

Kent. Now good my Lord, lye heere, and reft awhile. 

Lear. Make no noife, make no noife, draw the Cur- 
taines : fo,fo,wee"l go to Supper i'th'morning. 

Foe/e. And He go to bed at noone. 

Glou. Come hither Friend s 
Where is the King my Mafter? 

Kent. Here Sir, but trouble him not, hit witi are gon. 
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GUu. Good friend, I prythee take him in thy armes ; 
I haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him : 
There it a Litter ready, lay him in't, 
And driue toward Dover friend, where thou ihalt meete 
Both welcome, and protection. Take vp thy Mailer, 
If thou Cv, „:•' A dally halfe an houre, hit life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aflured loffe. Take vp, take vp, 
And follow me, that will to fome prouifion 
Giue thee quick e conduit Come, come, away. Exeunt 



Scena Septima. 



Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gtntrill, Baftard, 
and Servant 1. 

dm. Pofte fpeedily to my Lord vour husband, fliew 
bin this Letter, the Army of France is landed : feeke out 
the Traitor Gloufter. 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. 

Gon. Plucke out hit eye*. 

Corn. Leaue him to my difpleafure. Edmund, keepe 
you our Sifter company : the reuenges wee are bound to 
take vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your 
beholding. Adaice the Duke where you are going, to a 
moft feftiuate preparation : we are bound to the like. Our 
Pofte* (hall be fwift,and intelligent betwixt v*. Fare- 
well deere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Gloufter. 

Enter Steward. 
How now > Where's the King ? 

Stew. My Lord of Gloufter hath conuey'd him hence 
Some fiue or fix and thirty of hit Knight* 
Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at gate, 
Who, with fome other of the Lords, dependant*, 
Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaft 
To haue well armed Friend*. 

Corn. Get horfe* for your Miftri*. 

Gen. Farewell fweet Lord, and Sifter. Exit 

Corn. Edmund farewell : go feck the Traitor Glofter, 
Pinnion him like a Tbeefe, bring him before vs : 
Though well we may not pafte vpon hi* lifo 
Without the forme of luftice : yet our power 
Shall do a curt'fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not cotnptroll. 

Enter Glouetfter ,and Seruantt. 
Who's there? the Traitor? 

Reg. Ingratefoll Fox, 'ti* he. 

Com. Binde faft hi* corky armet. 

Glou. What roeanet your Grace* ? 
Good my Friend* confider you are my Gheft* : 
Do me no foule play, Friends. 

Qom. Binde him I fay. 

Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor. 

Ghu. Vnmercifotl Lady, as you are, l'mt none. 

Com. To this Chaire binde him, 
Villaine, thou Ihalt finde. 

Glou. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moft ignobly done 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

R,eg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 

(Jlsu. Naughty Ladie, 
Thefe haires which thou doft rauifh from my chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft, 
With Robbers hand*, my hofpitable fauours 

You 



Digitized by Google 



3°° 



The Tragedie oflQng Lear. 



Let him anfwer that. 



You fhould not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

Corn. Come Sir. 
What Letter! had you late from France ? 

Rtg. Be fimple anfwer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacie haue you with the Trai 
ton, late footed in the KJngdome ? 

Reg. To whofe hands 
You haue Tent the Lunaticke King : Speake. 

Gl»u. I haue a Letter gueflingly fet downe 
Which came from one that'* of a newtrall 
And not from one oppoa'd. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Reg. And falfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King? 

Glou. To Douer. 

Rtg. Wherefore to Douer ? 
Was't thou not charg'd at peritl 

Corn. Wherefore to Douer ? 

67: j. . I am tyed to'th 'Stake, 
And I muft ftand the Courfe. 

Rrg. Wherefore to Douer ? 

git*. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruell Nailca 
Pluckc out hb poore old eye* : nor thy fierce Sifter, 
In his Annointed flefh, fticke boarifh phanga. 
The Sea, with fuch a ftortne aa his bare head, 
In Hell-blacke-night indur'd, would haue buoy'd *p 
And quench'd the Stellcd Area : 
Yet poore old heart, he hcJpe the Heauen* to mine. 
If Woluei had at thy Gate howl'd that fterne time, 
Thou fhould'ft haue laid, good Porter turne the Key : 
All Cruel* elfe fubferibe : but I (hall fee 
The winged Vengeance overtake fuch Children. 

Corn. See't flult thou neucr.Fellowe* hold y Chaire, 
Vpon thefe eye* of thine, He fet my foote. 

git*. Hejthat will thinke to liue, till he be old, 
Ciue me fome belpe. . O cruell! O you God*. 

Rtg. One fide will mocke another t Th'other too. 

Cora. If you fee vengeance. 

Stru. Hold your hand, my Lord : 
I haue feru'd you euer fince I wa* a Childe : 

Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dogge 7 

Ser. If you did wcare a beard vpon your chin, 
I'ld (hake it on thi* quarrell. What do you meane ? 

Cera. My Villaine? 

Srni.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Giue me thy Sword. A petant ftand vp thus? 

Kllltl him. 

Str. Oh I am ftaine : my Lord, you haue one eye left 
To fee fome mifchefe on him. oh 

Corn. Left it fee more,preuent it ; Out Tilde gclly : 
Where i» thy lufter now ? 

Glou. All darkc and comfortlefle ? 
Where'* my Sonne EdmmA ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the fparkea of Nature 
To quit thi* horrid afle. 

Rtg. Out treacherou* Villaine, 
Thou call 'ft on him, that hate* thee. It wa* he 
That made the ouerture of thy Treafoos to v* : 
Who it too good to pi try thee. 

gitn. O my Follie* J then Edgar wa* abu*'d, 
Kinde Gods, forgiue me that,and profper him. 

Reg. Go thru ft him out at gates, and let him fmell 
Hi* way to Douer. Exit utitb Gloufter. 

How is't my Lord? How lookc you ? 



Corn. I haue receiu'd a hurt I Follow me Lady ; 
Turne out that eyeleffe Villaine : throw thi* 
Vpon the Dunghill : 'Regan, I bleed apace, 
Vntimely come. thi. hurt. 



ABus Quartus. Scena Trima. 



Edg. Yet better thu*,and knowne to be contemn'd, 
Then ftill contemn'd and ftatter'd, to be worft : 
The loweft, and moft deiccled thing of Fortune, 
Stand, ftill in efperance, liue* not in feare s 
The lamentable change it from the beft, 
The worft returne* to laughter. Welcome i 
Thou rnfubftantiall ayre that 1 embrace : 
The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the < 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. 

Enter GltuRtr,end an Oldman. 
But who come* heere ? My Father poorely led ? 
World, World, O world ! 

But that thy ftrange mutations make v» hate tbee, 
Life would not yeelde to age. 

Oldm. O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant, 
And your Fathers Tenant, thefe fourefcore yeares. 

67 u. Away, get thee away : good Friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee, they may hurt. 

Oldm. You cannot fee your way. 

Glen. I haue no way, and therefore want no eyes : 
I ftumblcd when I faw. Full oft 'tis feene, 
Our meane* fecure vt, and our meere defe&s 
Proue our Commoditiet. Oh dee re Sonne Edgar, 
The food of thy abufed Father* wrath : 
Might I but liue to fee thee in my touch, 
I'ld fay I had eyes againe. 

Oldm. How now f who'* there ? 

Edg . O God. ! Who is't can fay I am at the worft ? 
I am worfe then ere I wa*. 

Old. Tis poore mad Tom. 

Edg. And worfe I may be yet : the worft is not, 
So long u we can fay this is the worft. 

Oldm. Fellow, where goeft f 

Glou. Is it a Beggar-man ? 

Oldm. Madman, and beggar too. 

Glen. He ha. fome reafon, elfe he could not beg. 
Pth'laft nights ftormc, I fuch a fellow faw; 
Which made me thinke a Man, a Worme. My Sonne 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Wa. then fcarfe Friends with him. 
I haue heard more fince : 
At Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods, 
They kill vs for their fport. 

Edg. Howfhould this be? 
Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow, 
Ang'ring it felfe,and others. Blefle thee Mafter. 

Glut. Is that the naked Fellow ? 

Oldm. I, my Lord. 

Glou. Get thee away i If for my lake 
Thou wilt ore-take rs hence a mile or twaine 
1'th'way toward Douer, do it for ancient lone, 
And bring fome couering for this naked Soulr, 
Which He intreate to leade me. 

Od. Alacke fir, he is mad. 
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Giou. Til the time* plague, 
When Madmen leade the blinde : 
Do as 1 bid thee, or rather do thy pleafurc t 
Abouc the reft, be gone. 

Oldm. lie bring him the beft Parrell that I ha 
Come on't, what will. • 

GUu. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg . Poore Tom'* a cold. I cannot daub it further. 

Gliai. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. And yet I tnuft : 
BlclTe thy fwccte eye*, they bleede. 

Glau. Know'ft thou the way to Doner ? 

Edg. Both ftyle, and gate , Horfcway, and root-path : 
poore Tom hath bin fcarr'd out of hi* good wit*. BIciTe 
thee good mans fonne, from the foule Fiend. 

Glen, Here take thi* purfe, y whom the heau'm plague* 
Haue humbled to all ftroke* : that I am wretched 
Make* thee the happier : Heauent deale fo ftill t 
Let the fuperAuous, and Luft-dieted man, 
That flaue* your ordinance, that will not fee 
Becaufe he do'* not feele, feele your powrt quickly : 
So difVribution fhould vndoo eacefTe, 
And each man haue enough. Doft thou know Douerr 

Gin. There it a Cliffe, whofe high and bending head 
Looke* fearfully in the confined Deepe : 
Bring me but to the very brim me of it. 
And He repayre the mifcry thou do'fl beare 
With fomething rich about me : from that place, 
I (lull no leading neede. 
Edg. Giue me thy arme ; 
Tom dull leade thee. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Qtwerill, 'Baftard, and Steward. * 

Com. Welcome my Lord.! menicll our mild husband 
Not met v* on the way. Now, where'* your Mafrer I 

Stew. Madam within, but neuer man fo chang'd : 
I told him of the Army that was Landed : 
He fmil'd at it. I told him you were comming, 
Hi* anfwer was 'he worfe. Of Glofter* Treachery, 
And of the loyall Sernice of hi* Sonne 
When 1 inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me 1 had turn'd the wrong fide out : 
What moft he would diOike, feeme* pleafant to him j 
What like, offenfiue. 

Gen. Then fhall you go no further. 
It is the Cowifh terror of hi* fpirit 
That dares not vndertakc : Hce'l not feele wrongs 
Which tye him to an anfwer : our wifhe* on the way 
May proue effecls. Backc Edmmd to my Brother, 
Haften hi* Mufter*, and conduct hi* powret. 
I muft change name* at home, and giue the Diftaffe 
Into my Hutband* hands. This truftie Servant 
Shall pafle betweene vs : ere long you are like to heare 
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe) 
A Miftrefles command. Wear* this ; fpare fpeech, 
Declipe your head. This kifle, if it durft fpeake 
Would ftretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre: 
Conceiue, and fare thee well. 

Baft. Yours, in the ranke* of death. Exit. 

Gat. My moft deer* Glofter. 



Oh, the difference of man, and 
To thee a Woman* fcruices are 



My Foole vfurpes my body 
Stew. Madam, here con 



come s my 



Gen. I] 
Alb. Ohi 
You are not worth 1 
Blowes in your face. 

G<m. Milke-Liuer'd man, 
That bear'ft a cheeke for blowes, a head for wrongs, 
Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difcerning 
Thine Honor, from thy fuftering. 

Alb. See thy fclfe di jell 1 
Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid a* in woman. 
Con. Oh vaine Foole. 

Enter a fMefftngtr. 
Mef. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cvnwah dead, 
ine by hi* Seruant, going to put out 



Slaine 

The other eye of Gloufter. 



Mef A Seruant that he bred, thrill'd with 
Oppo* d again!! the *Q 1 bending hi* Sword 
To hi* great Mafter, who, threat-enrag'd 
Flew on him, and among'ft them fell'd him dead. 
But not without that hannefull ftroke, which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb. This fhewes you are aboue 
You luftices, that thcie our neather crimes 
So fpeedily can venge. But (O poore Gloufter) 
Loft he hi* other eye ? 

Mef. Both, both, my Lord. 
Thi* Leter Madam, craue* a fpeedy anfwer : 
Ti» from your Sifter. 

Con. One way 1 like thi* well. 
But being widdow, and my Gloufter with hcr,J 
May all the building in my fancie plucke 
Vpon my hatefull life. Another way 
The Ne we* is not fo tart. He read, an 

Alb. Where was hi* Sonne, 
When they did take his eyes? 

Mef. Come with my Lady hither. 
All. He is not hcere. 
Mef. No my good Lord, I met him backe 
All. Knowc* he the wickednefle ? 
Mef. I my good Lord : 'twas he inform ; againft him 
And quit the houfe on purpose, that their punifhment 
Might haue the freer court*. 

Alb. Gloufter, I liue 
To thanke thee for the loue thou ihew'dft the 
And to reuenge thine eye*. Come hither Friend, 
Tell me what more thou know'ft. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and GnWj, Ctrdelia, gentlemen, 
and Sanldicnrt, 

Cor. Alacke, 'ri* he 1 why he wat met euen 1 
A* mad a* the vext Sea, ringing alowd, 
Crown'd with ranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettle^ 
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Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow 
In our fuftaining Corne. A Centery lend forth , 
Search euery Acre in the high-growne field, 
And bring him to our eye. What can mam wifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Senfe } he that help« him, 
Take all my outward worth, 

Gent. There it m canes Madam : 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe, 
The which he lackct : that to prouoke in i 
Are many Simples operative, whole powe 
Will cloie the eye of Anguifti. 

Card. All bleft Secrets, 
All you vnpublilh'd Vcrtues of the earth 
Spring with.my teare* ; be aydant, and remediate 
In the Goodmans dc fires i feeke, feeke for ' 
Leaft his vngoucrn'd rage, diflblue the life 
That wants the meanes to leade it. 

Enter tMtfftugtr. 

Mtf. Newes Madam, 
The Brittifh Powres arc marching hitherward. 

dr. Tis knowne before. Our preparation f 
In expectation of them. O deere Father, 
It is thy bufinefle that I go about: Thcrfore great 
My mourning, and importun'd teares hath pittied s 
No blowne Ambition doth our Armet incite, 
But loue, deere loue, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 
Soone may I heare, and fee him. 



Scena Quarta. 



'tr Regan, 

Reg. But are my Brothers Powres fet forth ? 
Sint. I Midam. 
J{eg. Himfelfc in perfon there? 
&f». Madam with much ado : 
Your Sifter is the better Souldier. 

Reg. Ix>rd Edmund fpake not with your Lord at 1 
Sic*. No Madam. 

Reg. What might import my Sifters Letter to I 
Stem. I know not, Lady. 

Reg. Faith he is poafted hence on ferious matter : 
It was great ignorance, Gloufters eyes being out 
To let him line. Where he arriues, he moucs 
All hearts againft rt : Edmund, I thinke is gone 
In pitty of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life: Moreouer to defcry 
The ftrength o'th'Enemy. 

Strv. I mult needs after him, Madam, with my Letter. 
*Rtg. Our troopes fet forth to morrow, fray with vs : 
The wayes are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Madam : 
My Lady charg'd my dutie in this bufines. 

Reg. Why Ihould (he write to Edmund! 
Might not you tranfport her purpofet by word? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what, lie loue thee much 
Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Slew. Madam, 1 had rather — — — 
Reg. 1 know your Lady do's not loue her 
I am fore of that : and at her late being hecre, 
She gaue ftrange Eliads, and moft fpeaking 
To Noble Edmund. I know you are of her 
f 



Rrg. I fpeake in vnderftanding : Y'are : I know't, 
Therefore I do aduife you take thit note : 
My Lord is dead : Edmond, and I haue talk'd, 
And more conuenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 
If you do finde him, pray you giue him this ; 
And when your Miftris hcares thus much from you, 
I pray defire her call her wifedome to her. 
So fare you well : 

If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 
Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off. 

Stew. Would I could meet Madam, 1 ihould (hew 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. Exeunt 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Glouttfier, and Edgar. 
Clou. When (hall I come to th'top of that fame hill ? 
Edg. You do ciimbc vp it now. Look how we labor. 
Clou. Me thinkrs the ground is eeucn. 
Edg. Horrible fteepe. 
Hearke, do you heare the Sea 7 
GUu. No truly. 

Edg. Why then your other Senfes grow imperfect 
By your eyes anguifh. 

Clou. So may it be indeed. 
Me thinkes thy »oyce is alter'd, and thou fpeak'ft 
In better phrale, and matter then thou did'ft. 

Edg. Y'are much deceiu'd t In nothing am I chang'd 
But in my Garments. 9 

Clou. Me thinkes y'are better fpoken. 

Bdg. Come on Sir, 
H cere's the place : (land ftill : how fearefoll 
And dilie 'tis, to caft ones eyes fo low, 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Shew fcarfe fo grofle as Beetles. Halle way downe 
Hangs one that gathers Sam pi re : dreadfull Trade : 
Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 
The Filhermen, that walk'd »pon the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yond tall Anchoring Barke, 
DiminiftVd to her Cocke : her Cocke, a Buoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. He looke no more, 
Leaft my brainc turne, and the deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Clem Set me where you ftand. 

Edg. Giue me your hand i 
You are now within a foote of th'cxtremc Verge : 
For all beneath the Moone would 1 not Icape vpright. 

Clou. Let go my hand : 
Heere Friend's another purfe : in it, a Iewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking. Fayries, and Gods 
Profper It with thee. Go tbou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

Gun. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his difpalre, 
Is done to cure it. 

Clou. O you mighty Gods ! 
This world I do renouncc.and in your fights 

Shake 



Digitized by Google 



The Tragedie of J^jng Lear. 



3°3 



Shake patiently my g 
If 1 could beare it longer, and not /all 



offt 



To quarrell 

My thuffe, and loathed part I 
Burne it felfe out. If Edgar liue, O 
Now Fellow, fare thee well. 

Edg. Gone Sir, farewell : 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The Treafury of lift, when life it felfe 
Yeclds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
By this had thought bin pad. Aliue, or dead? 
Hoa, you Sir : Friend, heare you Sir, fpeake : 
Thus might he pafle indeed : yet he rcuiue*. 
What are you Sir ? 

Glou. Away, and let me dye. 

Edg. Had'ft thou becne ought 
But Gocemore, Feathers, Ayre, 
(So many fathome downe precipitating) 
Thou'dft fhiuer'd like an Egge : but thou do'ft breath : 
Haft heauy fubftancc, bleed'ft not, fpeak'ft,art found, 
Ten MafVs at each, make not the altitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fell, 
Thy life's a Myracle. Speake yet againe. 

(ji'u. But haue I fabie, or no 7 

Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Looke vp a height, the fhrill-gorg'd Larke fo farre 
Cannot be feene, or heard : Do but looke vp. 

Gl u. Alacke, I haue no eyes : 
Is wretchednefTe depriu'd that benefit 
To end it felfe by death f Twas yet fome comfort,j 
When mifery could beguile the Tyranrs rage, 
And fVuftratc his proud will. 

Edg. Giue me your arme. 
Vp, to : How is't? Feele you your Leggcs? You ftand. 

Glou. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is aboue all ftrangenefle, 
Vpon the crowne o'th'Cliffe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Q/ev. A poore vnfortunate Beggar. 

Edg. As I flood he ere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Moones : he had a thouftnd Nofes, 
Hornes wealk'd, and waued like the enraged Sea: 
It was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 
Thinke that the deereft Gods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impo nihilities, haue preferued thee. 

Glou. I do remember now : henceforth He beare 
Affliction, till it do cry out it felfe 
Enough, enough, and dye. That thing you fpeake of, 
I tooke it for a man : often 'twould fay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Liar. 

But who comes heere ? 

The faftr fenfe will ne're accommodate 

His Mafter thus. 

Ltar. No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the 
King himfelft. 

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight ! 

Liar. Nature's aboue Art, in that refpecl.Ther's your 
Prefle-money.That ftllow handles his bow, like a Crow- 
keeper I draw mee a, Cloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a 
Moufe : peace, peace, this peece of toafted Cheefe will 
doo't. There's my Gauntlet, He proue it on a Gyant. 
Bring vp the browne Billes. O well flowne Bird : i'th' 
clout, i'th 'clout : Hewgh. Giue the word. 

Edg. Sweet Mariorum. 



Ltar. Pafle. 

Glou. I know that voice. 

Ltar. Ha ! Goutrill with a white beard f They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mee I had the white hayres in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To fay I, and 
no, to euery thing that I faid i I, and no too, was no good 
Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the 
winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found 'em, there I fmelt 'em 
out. Go too, they are not men o'thcir words j they told 
me, I was euery thing : Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofo. 

Glou. The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember : 
Is't not the King i 

Lear. I, euery inch a King. 
When I do flare, fee how the Subieft quakes. 
I pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ? 
Adultery ? thou fhalt not dye : dye for Adultery P 
No, the Wren goes too't, and the fmall gilded Fly 
Do's letcher in my fight. Let Copulation thriue : 
For Gloufters baftard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Then my Daughters got 'tweene the lawfull (beet*. 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldiers. 
Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face betweene her 
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vertue,it do's fluke 
the head to heare of pleafures name. The Fitchew, nor 
the foyled Horfe goes too't with a more riotous appe- 
tite i Downe from the wafle they are Centaures, though 
Women all aboue : but to the Girdle do the Gods inhe- 
rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There's hell, there's darke- 
nes, there is the fulphurous pit; burning, folding, flench, 
confumption : Fye,fie, fie ; pah, pah : Giue me an Ounce 
of Ciuet ; good Apothecary fwecten ray immaginaoon : 
There's money for thee. 

Glou. O let m 

Ltar. Let me wipe it firft, 
It fmelles of Mortality. 

Glou. O ruin'd peece of Nature, this great world| 
Shall fo weare out to naught. 
Do'ft thou know me ( 

Ltar. I remember thine eyes well enough : doft thou 
fquiny at me ? No, doe thy worft blinde Cupid, He not 
loue. Reade thou this challenge, marke but the penning 
of it. 

Glou. Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not fee. 
Edg. I would not take this from report, 
It is, and my heart breakes at it. 
Ltar. Read. 

Glou. What with the Cafe of eyes t 

Ltar. Oh ho, are you there with me ? No cies in your 
head, nor no mony in your purfe f Your eyes are in a hea- 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Glou. I fee it feelingly. 

Lot. What, art mad ' A man may fee how this world 
goes, with no eyes. Looke with thine cares : See how 
yond luflice railes vpon yond Ample theefe. Hearke in 
thine care : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the luflice, which is the theefe : Thou baft feene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Glou. I Sir. 

Ltar. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
migbt'ft behold the great image of Authoritie, a Dogg's 
obey'd in Office. Thou, Rafcall Beadle, hold thy bloody 
hand : why doft thou la ft that Whore ? Strip thy owne 
backe, thou hotly lufts to vfe her in that kind, for which 
thou whip'ft her. The Vfurer hangs the Cozener. Tho- 
rough 
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rough utter'd cloathet great Vices do appeare : Robe*, 
and Furr'd gownes hide all. Place finnei with Cold, and 
the ftrong Lance of Iuftice, hurtleffe breakes ! Arme it in 
ragget, a Pigmies ftraw do'» pierce it. None do's offend, 
none, 1 fay none, lie able 'em; take that of me my Friend, 
who haue the power to feale th'accufert lips. Get thee 
glade-eyes, and like a fcuruy Politician, fecme to fee the 
things thou doft not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my 
Bootes : harder, harder, fo. 

Edg. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in Madnefle. 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eye». 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter! 
Thou muft be patient ; we came crying h'ther : 
Thou know'ft, the firfttime that we fmell the Ayre 
We wawle.and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke. 

Clou. Alacke.alaeke the day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great ftage of Fooles. This a good blocke: 
It were a delicate ftratagem to (hoo 
A Troope of Horfe with Felt : He put't in proofe, 
And when I haue ftolne vpon thefe Son in Lawes, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. Oh heere he is : lay hand vpon him, Sir. 
Your mod deere Daughter 

Lear. No refcuer What, a Prifoner? I am euen 
The Naturall Fooie of Fortune. Vfe me well, 
You (hall haue ranfome. Let me haue Surgeons, 
I am cut to'th'Braine*. 

Gent. You (hall haue any thing. 

Lear. No Seconds ? All my felfe? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt 
To vfe his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die brauely, 
Like a fmugge Bridegroome. What? I will be Iouiall : 
Come, come, I am a King, M afters, know you that? 

Gent. You are a Royall one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, and you get it, 
You (hall get it by running : Sa, fa, fa, fa. Exit. 

Gent. A fight moft piitifutl in the meaneft wretch, 
Pad fpeaking of in a King. Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redeem es Nature from the general! curfe 
Which twaine haue brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Gent. Sir, fpeed you •. what's your will f 

Edg. Do you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward. 

Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar : 
Euery one heares that, which can diftinguiftt found. 

Edg. But by your fanour ; 
How neere's the other Army ? 

Gent. Neere,and on fpeedy foot : the maine defcry 
Stands on the hourely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, that's all. 

Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here 
Her Army is mou'd on. Exit. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir. 

Gltu.YoM euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you pleafe. 

Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Glou. Now good fir, what are you ? 

Edg.A moft poo re man, made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of knowne,and feeling forrowes, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, 
He leade you to fome biding. 

Glou. Heartie thankes : 



The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen 
To boot, and boot. 



Stew. A proclaim'd prize : moft happie 
That eyelefle head of thine, was firft fram'd flefh 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vnhappy Traitor, 
Breefely thy felfe remember : the Sword is out 
That muft deftroy thee. 

Glou. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrcngth enough roo't. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant, 
Dar'ft thou fupport a publifh'd Traitor? Hence, 
Lead that th'infcction of his fortune take 
Like bold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther 'cafion. 

Stew. Let go Slaue, or thou dy'ft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe yonr gate, and let 
volke pafle : and "chud ha* bin xwaggerd out of my life, 
'twould not ha'bin zo long as 'tis, by a vortnight. Nay, 
come not neere th'old man : keepe out che vor'ye, or ice 
try whither your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder , 
chill be plaine with you. 

Stew. Out Dunghill. 

Edg. Chill picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter vor 
your foynes. 

Stew. Slaue thou haft flaine me : Villain, take my purfe ; 
If euer thou wilt thriue, bury my bodie, 
And giue the Letters which thou find'ft about me, 
To Edmund Zir\e of Gloufter t feck e him out 
Vpon the Englifti party. Oh vntimely death, death. 

Edg. I know thee well. A feruiceable Villaine, 



As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris, 
As badneffe would defire. 

fit*. What, is he dead ? 
dg. Sit you downe Father : reft you. 
Let's fee thefe Pockets ; the Letters that he fpeakea of 
May be my Friends : hee's dead ; 1 am onely forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let vs (ec : 
Leauc gentle waie, and manners : blame vs not 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers, is more lawfoll. 

Heads the Letter. 

LEt ear reap recall vtwet bt remrmbred. Ton bane manie 
tpportunit'tet It cnt him off: if fur will want not, tint* and 
plate will be fruitfully offer'! Here * nothing done. If bee 
retnme the Conqueror, then am I tbe Prijontr.and im bed. my 
Gaele,/rom tbe ioatbed warmth whereof, deliver me, and fmp- 
ply the place for your Labour . 

rour^mfe,fol^dfay)affea^. 



Oh indinguifli'd fpace of Woman* will, 
A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life, 
And the exchange my Brother : heere, in 
Thee He rake rp, the pofte vnfancTified 
Of murtherous Letcher* I and in the mature 
With thi* vngraciou* paper ftrike the light 
Of the death-practis'd Duke : for him 'tis well, 
That of thy death, and bufmefle, I can tell. 

Glou. The King is mad : 
How ftiffe i* my vilde fenfe 
That I ftand vp, and haue ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diftrad, 
So mould my thoughts be feuer'd from my greefes, 

Drirm aforre off. 
And woes, hy wrong imagination* loofe 
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Tbe knowledge of themfelue*. 

Edg. Giue me your hand i 
Farre off methinkes I heart tbe beaten DruiDtne. 
: Father, lie beftow you with a Friend. 



Scana Septima. 



Lnttr Cordelia, Kent ,and\Gtntleman. 

Car. O thou good Kent, 
How wall 1 Hue and worke 
To match thy goodnefTe ? 
My life will be too fhort, 
And euery meafure faile me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg'd Madam is ore-pai'd. 
All my report* go with the modeft truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 

Car. Be better fuited, 
Thefe weedea are memories of thofe worfer hourc* : 
1 prythee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 
Yet to be knowne fhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time, and 1, think c meet. 

Car. Then be't fo my good Lord: 
How do'i the King t 

Cent. Madam flrepes ftill. 

Cor. O you kind Goda I 
Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 
Th'vntun'd and iarring fenfes,0 winde vp, 
Of this childe-changed Father. 

Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty, 
That we may wake the King, he hath flept long ? 

Car. Be gouern'd by your knowledge, and 
I'th'fway of your owne will : is he array'd ? 



in a ebairt tarried fry Servant t 

Gent. I Madam : in the hcauineffe of fleepe, 
We put frefh garments on him. 
Be by good Madam when we do awake him, 
I doubt of his Temperance. 

Car. O my deere Father, reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes,and let this kiffe 
Repaire thofe violent harmcs, that my two 
Haue in thy Reuercnce made. 

Kent. Kind and deere Princeffe. 

Car. Had you not bin their Father, thefe white flakes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppot'd again ft the iarring windes? 
Mine Enemies dogge, though he had bit me, 
Should haue flood that night againft my fire, 
Andwas't thou faine ( poore Father) 
To houell thee with Swineand Rogues fortorne, 
In fhort, and mufly draw? Alacke, alacke, 
*Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes,fpeake to him. 

Gen. Madam do you, 'tis nttcft. 

Car. How does my Royal! Lord ? 
How fares your Maiefty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th'graue, 
Thou art a Soule in bliffe.but I am bound 
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Vpon a whcele of fire, that mine owne i 
Do fcal'd,like molten Lead. 
Car. Sir,do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a fptrit I know, where did you dye? 

Car. Still, ftill, farre wide. 

Gen. He's fcarfe awake, 
Let him alone a while. 

Lear.. Where haue I bin? 
Where ami? Faire day light ? 
I am mightily abus'd; I mould eu'n dye with pitry 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay : 
I will not fwea re thefe are my bands: let's fee, 
I feele this pin pricke, would I were affur'd 
Of my condition. 

Car. O looke vpon me Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o're me, 
You muft not kneele. 

Lear. Pray do not mocke met 
I am a very foolifh fond old man, 
Pourefcore and vpward, 
Not an houre more, nor lefle : 
And to deale phincly, 
I feare I am not in my perfect mind. 
Me thinkes I mould know you, and know this man, 
Yet I am doubtfull : For I am mainely ignorant 
What place this istand all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments : nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
For ( as I am a man ) I thinke this Lady 
To be my childe Qirdelia. 

Car. And fo 1 am : I am. 

Lear. Be your teares wet / 
Yes faith 1 1 pray weepe not, 
If you haue poyfon for me, I will drinke it : 
I know you do not loue me, for your Sifters 
Haue (as I do remember )done me wrong. 
You haue fome caufe.they haue not. 

Car. No caufe,no caufe. 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your owne kingdome Sir. 

Lear. Do not abufe roe. 

Gent. Be comforted good Madam, the great rage 
You fee i* kill'd in himsdefire him to go in, 
Trouble him no more till further fetling. 

Car. Wilt pleafe your Highneffe walke ? 

Lear. You muft beare with me : 
Pray you now forget, and forgiue, 

I am old and foolifh. Exeunt 



Aclus Quintus. Scena Trima. 

Enter with Drumme and Celeuri, Edmund, Regan. 

'Baft. Know of the Duke if his laft purpofe 
Or whether fince he is aduis'd by ought 
To change the courfe, he's full of alteration, 
I And lelfcreprouing, bring his conftant pleafure. 
Rrg. Our Sifters man is certainely mifcarried. 
Baft. Tit to be doubted Madam. 
Reg. Now fweet Lord, 

f f You 
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You know the goodnefle I intend vpon you : 
Tell me but truly, but then fpeake die truth, 
Do you not loue my Sifter ? 

'Baft. In honour'd Loue. 

Bat haue you neuer found my Brothers way, 
To the fore- fended place? 

Baft. No by mine honour, Madam. 

Reg. I neuer ftull endure hcr,deere my Lord 
Be n ot familiar with her. 

'Baft. Feare not.fhe and the Duke her husband. 

Enter with Drum and O&atri, Albany, Goner ill, Soldier i. 

Alb. Our very louing Sifter, well be-met i 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reafond ? 

Gont. Combine together 'gain ft the Enemie : 
For thefe domefticke and particurUr broiles, 
Are not the queftion heere. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th'ancient of war re 
On our proceeding. 

%eg. Sifter you'le go with ts ? 

Gen. No. 

'Reg. 'Tit rnoft conuenient,pray go with »s. 
Con. Oh ho, I know the Riddle, I will goe. 

Exeunt both the Armlet. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. If ere your Grace had fpeech with man fo poore, 
Heart me one word. 

Alb. lie ouertake you, fpeake. 

Edg. Before you fight the Battaile, ope this Letter: 
If you haue victory, let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought it; wretched though Ifeeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will proue 
What is auouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your bufineiTe of the world hath fo an end, 
And machination ceafts. Fortune loucs you. 

%Alb. Stay till I haue read the Letter. 

Edg . I was forbid it i 
When time fhall ferae, let but ihe Herald cry, 
And lie appeare againe. Exit. 

Alb. Why farethee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 



Baft. The Enemy's in view, draw vp your powers, 
Heere is the gucfie of their true ftrcngth and Forces, 
By diligent difcouerie, but your haft 
Is now vrg'd on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. Exit. 

'Bap. To both thefe Sifters haue I fworne my loue: 
Each icalous of the other, as the ftung 
Are or the Adder. Which of them dull I take ' 
Both ? One t Or neither ?Neither can be enioy'd 
If both temaine aliue : To take the Widdow, 
Exafpcrates, makes mad her Sifter Goncrill, 
And hardly (hall I carry out my fide, 
Her husband being aliue. Now then, wee'l vfe 
His countenance for the Battaile, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him,deuife 
His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercie 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 
The Battaile done, and they within our power, 



Shall neuer fee his pardon I for my ftate, 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Alarum within. Erter with Drumme and Colour i , hear , 
Cordelia, and Souldiert,ouer tbt Stage, and Extant. 

Enttr Edgar, and Glofttr. 

Edg. Heere Father, take the fliadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaft : pray that the right may thriue : 
If euer I returne to you againe, 
He bring you comfort. 

Gh. Grace go with you Sir. Exit. 

Alarum and Retreat within. 
Enter Edgar. 

Egdar. Away old man,giue me thy hand, away : 
King Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter cane, 
Giue me thy hand t Come on. 

Gh. No further Sir,a man may rot euen heere. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts againe t 
Men muft endure 

Their going hence.euen as their comming hither, 
Ripenefle is all come on. 

Gh. And that's true too. Extant. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter in emquefl with Drum and Colour i, Edmund, Lear f 
and Cordelia, at friJontrt,Soalditrt t Captaine. 

Baft. Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Vntill their greater pleafures firft be knownc 
That are to cenfure them. 

Cor. We are not the firft, 
Who with beft meaning haue incurr'd the worft: 
For thee opprefled King I am caft downe, 
My felfc could elfe out-frowne falfe Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not fee thefe Daughters, and thefe Sifters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no: come let's away to prifon, 
We two alone will fing like Birds i'th'Cage t 
When thou doft aske me bleffing, lie kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiueneflc : So wce'l liue, 
And pray, and fing,and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Talkc of Court newes,and wee'l talke with them too. 
Who loofcs,and who wins; who's in, who's outj 
And take vpon's the myftery of things, 
As if we were Gods fpies : And wee'l weare out 
In a wall'd prifon, packs and feels of great ones, 
That ebbc and flow by th'Moone. 

Baft. Take them away. 

Lear. Vpon fuch facrifices my Cordelia, 
The Cods themfclues throw Incenfe. 
Haue I caught thee? 

He that parts vs,<hall bring a Brand from Heauen, 
And fire vs hence, like Foxes:wipe thine eyes, 
The good yeares ftull deuoure them.Aefli and fell, 

Ere 
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Ere they wall make vi weepe ? 

Weele fee e'm ftaru'd firft : come. Exit. 

Haft. Come hither Captaine,hearke. 
Take thou this note, go follow them to prifon, 
One ftep I haue aduanc'd thee, if thou do'ft 
At this inftru&s thee,thou doft make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are a* the time it; to be tender minded 
Do's not become a Sword, thy great imployment 
Will not beare queftion:either fay thou'lt do't, 
Or thriue by other mcanes. 

dpt. lie do't my Lord. 

Baft. About it,and write happy, when th'haft done, 
Marke I lay inftantly, and carry it fo 
As I haue fet it downe. Exit Cap taint. 

Flouri/b. Enter Albany , Goner ill , Regan, StJditrs. 

» 

Alb. Sir, you haue fttew'd to day your valiant ftraine 
And Fortune led you well t you haue the Captiues 
Who were the oppofitcs of this dayes ftrife: 
1 do require them of you fo to vfe them, 
As we mall find their meritei.and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir, I thought it fit, 
To fend the old and miferable King to fome retention, 
Whofe age bad Charmes in it, whofe Title more, 
To plucke the common bofome on his fide, 
And turne our impreft Launces in our eies 
Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen: 
My reafon all the fame, and they are ready 
To morrow, or at further fpace, t'appeare 
Where you mall hold your Seflion. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a fubiect of this Warre, 
Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him. 
Methinkcs our pleafure might haue bin demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo farre. He led our Powers, 
Bore the Commiflion of my place and perfon, 
The which immediacie may well ftand vp, 
And call it felfe your Brother. 

Gin. Not fo hot t 
In his owne grace he doth exalt himfelfe, 
More then in your addition. 

Reg. In my rights, 
By me inuefted, he coropeeres the beft. 

Alb. That were the moft, if he mould husband you. 

Reg. letters do oft proue Prophets. 

Gen. Hola,hola, 
That eye that told you fo, look'd but a fquint. 

Rega. Lady 1 am not welLelfe I Ihould anfwere 
From a fiill flowing ftomack. Generall, 
Take thou my Souldiers,prifonert, patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me, the walls is thine! 
Witneffe the world, that I create thee heere 
My Lord.and Mafter. 

Con. Meane you to enioy him ? 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

Baft. Nor in thine Lord. 

Alb. Halfe-blooded fellow, yes. 

Rtg. Let the Drum firike,and proue my title thine. 

Alb. Stay yet,heare reafon : Edmund, 1 arreft thee 
On capital! T reafon ; and in thy arreft, 
Thij guildcd Serpent : for your claitne faire Sifters, 
I bare it in the intereft of my wife, 
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'Til (he is Aib-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her husband contradict your Bancs. 
If you will marry, make your loues to me, 
My Lady is befpoke. 

Gen. An enterlude. 

Alb. Tbou art armed Glefter, 
Let the Trmpet found : 
If none appeare to proue vpon thy perfon, 
Thy heynous.manifeft, and many Treafons, 
There is my pledge : He make it on thy heart 
Ere I taftc bread, thou art in nothing lclfc 
Then I haue heere proclaim 'd thee. 

Rtg. Sicke,0 ficke. 

Gen. If not, He nere truft medicine. 

'Baft. There's my exchange, what in the world hes 
That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firroely. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. AHerald.ho. 
Truft to thy fingle vertue.for thy Souldiers 
All leuied in my name, haue in my name 
Tooke their discharge. 

Regan. My ficknefle growes vpon me. 

Alb. She is not well, conuey her to my Tent. 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumper found, 
And read out this. A Tumpet fintndi. 

Herald reads. 

JF any man of aualitie *r degree,*itbhi the lifts ef the Ar- 
my,vill maintaine %f«n Edmund, fupptftd Earle of GUfttr, 
that be it a manifold Trailer, let bim appear* by the third 
found of tbt T rumpet : be it bold in bk defence, i T rumper 
Her. Againe. % Trumpet. 

Her. Againe. ^ J Trumpet. 

Enter Edgar armed. 

Alb. Aske him his purpofes,why he appcares 
Vpon this Call o'thTrumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent Summons/ 

Edg. Know my name is loft 
By Treafons tooth : bare-gnawne,and Canker-bit, 
Yet am I Noble as the Aduerfary 
1 come to cope. 

%Alb. Which is that Aduerfary? 

Edg.Vfhu'i he that fpeakes for Edmund Earle of Olo- 

'Baft. Himfelfe, what faift thou to him < ( fter f 

Edg. Draw thy Sword, 
That if my fpeech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may do thee Iuftice, heere is mine : 
Behold it is my priui ledge, 
The priuitedge of mine Honours, 
My oath, and my profeiTion. I profeft, 
Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Defpile thy victor-Sword, and fire new Fortune, 
Thy valor.and thy heart, thou art a Traitor : 
Falfe to thy Coda, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftirous Prince, 
And from th'extremeft vpward of thy head, 
To the difcent and duft below thy fbote, 

ff» A 
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If that her breath will mift or ftaine the (tone, 
Why then (he liue*. 

Kent. It this the promis'd end / 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Alb. Fall and ceafe. 

Ltar. This feather ftirs, (he Hues: if it be fo, 
It U a chance which do'i redcemc all forrowei 
That euer I haue felt. 

Ktnt. O my good Matter. 

Ltar. Prythee away. 

Edg. "Til Noble Kent your Friend. 

Ltar. A plague vpon you Murderors, Traitors all, 
I might haue fau'd her, now (he's gone for euer t 
Cerdt/ia, CordtRa. Itay a little. Ha i 
What ii't thou uift ? Her voice wat euer foft, 
Gentle, j nd low, an excellent thing in woman. 
I kill'd the SUue that wai a hanging thee. 

Gtni. Tit true (my Lords )he did. 

Ltar. Did I not fellow? 

I would haue made him skip : I am old now, 
And thefe fame croflet fpoile me. Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are not o'th'beft, He tell you ftraight. 

Ktnt. If Fortune brag of two, (he lou'd and hated, 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull fight, are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The fame : your Seruant Ktnt, 
Where it your Seruant Caim t 

Ltar. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'le ftrike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten. 

Ktnt. No my good Lord, I am the very man. 

Ltar, He fee that ftraight. 

Ktnt. That from your firft of difference and decay, 
Haue fbllow'd your fad ftcps. 



Ltar. Your are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor no man elfe I 
All's cheerlefTe, darke, and deadly, 
Your eldeft Daughters haue fore-done thcmfclucs, 
And defperately are dead 
Lear. I fo I thinke. 

He knowes not what he faies,and vaine it it 



That we prefent vs to him. 



Edr. Very bootleffe. 
•ftr<£ Edmund is dead my Lord. 



my 

Alb. That's but a trifle heere : 
You Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli'd. For vt we will refigne, 
During the life of this old Maiefty 
To him our abfolute power, you to your rights, 
With boote,and fuch addition at your Honours 
Haue more then merited. All Friends (hall 
Tafte the wages of their vertue, and all Foes 
The cup of their deferuings : O fee, fee. 

Ltar. And ray poore Foole is hang'd: no, no, no life? 
Why mould a Dog, a Horfe, a Rat haue life, 
And thou no breath at all I Thou'lt come no i 
Neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer. 
Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Do you fee this/ Lookc on her? Looke her lips, 
Looke there, looke there. He dies. 

Edg. He faints, my Lord, my Lord. 
Kent. Breake heart, I prythee I 
Edg. Looke vp my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft, O let him pa(Tc,he Lm mm, 
That would vpon the wracke of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gon indeed. 

Ktnt. The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long, 
He but v turpi his life. 

Alb. Beare them from hence, oor prefent bufineffe 
Is generall woe Friends of my foole, you twaine, 
Rule in this Realme.and the gor'd ftate fuftaine. 

Ktnt. I haue a iourney Sir, fhortly to go, 
My Matter calls me, I muft not fay no. 

Edg. The waight of this fad time wc muft obey, 
Speake what we feele, not what wc ought to (ay : 
The oldeft hath borne moft, we that are yong, 
Shall neuer fee fo much, nor liue fo long. 

Exeunt with a 

<ll 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

Othello, the Moore of Venice. 



sA&us Primus. Sccena Trima. 



Enter Rederigo ,and lap. 




Eucr tell me, I take it much vnkindly 
That thou {lage) who haft had my purfc, 
At if y ftringt were thine, rtiould'rt know of tfck 
la. But you'l not heare me. If euer 1 did dream 
Of fuch a matter, abhorre me. 

Rod*. Thou told'ft me, 
Thou did'ft hold him in thy hate. 

lego. Dcfpife me 
If I do not. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(In perfonall fuite to make me h'u Lieutenant) 
Off-capt to him : and by the faith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worfle a place. 
But he (as louing hi* owne pride, and purpofe*) 
Euadet them, with a bumbaft Circumftance, 
Horribly ftufft with Epithitet of warre, 
Non-fuite* my Mediator*. For ccrtet, die* he, 
1 haue already chofe my Officer. And what wa» he? 
For-footh, a great Arithmatician, 
One Mkbatlt Cajfio, a Flortntim, 
(A Fellow aSmoft damn'd in a faire Wife) 
That neuer fet a Squadron in the Field, 
Nor the deuifion of a Battaile knowe* 
More then a Spinfter. Vnlefle the Bookifli Theorickc : 
Wherein the Tongued Confuli can propofe 
At Mafterly a* he. Meere pratle ( without praftife) 
I* all hit Souldierfliip. But he (Sir) had th 'election; 
And I ( of whom hi* eie* had feen.e the proofe 
At Rhode*, at Cipru*,and on other* ground* 
Chriften'd,and Heathcn)mufl be be-leed,and calm'd 
By Debitor, and Creditor. Thi* Counter-carter, 
He (in good time) muft hi* Lieutenant be, 
And I (blelTe the marke) hi* Moorefliip* Auntient. 

Jt>t*. By heauen,! rather would haue bin hii hangman. 
lap. Why, there** no remedie. 
*Tii the curffe of Scruice; 
Preferment goe* by Letter, and affefrion, 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood Heire to'th'firft. Now Sir, be iudge your felfe, 
Whether I in any iuft terme am Affin'd 
To loue the Msoni 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
Iag». O Sir content you. 
I follow him, to ferue my turne vpon him. 
We cannot all be Mailer*, nor all Mafters 



Cannot be truely follow'd. You mail marke 

Many a dutiou* and knee-crooking knaue; 

That (doting on hi* owne obfequiou* bondage) 

Weare* out hi* time, much like hi* Marten Arte, 

For naught but Prouender, ic when he* old Cafljcer'd. 

Whip me fuch honert knaue*. Other* there are 

Who trym'd in Forme*, and vifaget of Dutie, 

Keepe yet their heart* attending on tbemfelucs, 

And throwing but fltowe* of Scruice oo their Lord* 

Doe well thriue by them. 

And when tbey haue lin'd their Coate* 

Doe themfelue* Homage. 

Tbefe Fellowe* haue fome foule, 

And fuch a one do I profeiTe my felfe. For (Sir) 

It it at fure a* you are Rodorip, 

Were I the Moore, I would not be lag* i 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen i* my ludge, not I for loue and dutie, 

But feeming To, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward Aclion doth demonstrate 

The nttiue act, and figure of my heart 

In Complement externe, 'tit not long after 

But I will weare my heart vpon my (leeue 

For Dawe* to pecke at ; I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a fall Fortune do'* the Thick»-lip* owe 
If he can carry't that t 

lap. Call vp her Father : 
Rowfe him, make after him, poyfon hit delight, 
Proclaime him in the Streets. Incenfe her kinfmen, 
And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 
Plague him with Fliet: though that hit loy be Ioy, 
Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on't, 
A* it may loofe fome colour. 

Rod*. Heere it her Father* houfe, He call aloud. 

lap. Doe, with like timerou* accent, and dire yell, 
A* when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 
I* fpied in populu* Citric*. 

Roda. What hoa : Urahantie, Siginor Brotanthy ho*. 

lap. Awake: what hoi,Dral>anth : Theeuct, Theeuea. 
Looke to your houfe, your daughter, and your Bag*, 
Theeuc*, Theeues. 

Bra. About. What it the reafon of thit terrible 
Summon* t What it the matter there ? 

Rodo. Signior is all your Familie within 1 

logo. Are your Doore* lock'd 

Bra. Why » Wherefore atk you thit? 

lap. Sir, y'are rob'd,for flume put on your Govme, 

Your 



Digitized by Google 



3" 



Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfc your foule 
Euen now, now, very now,an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe. Arife, arife, 
Awake the fnorting Cittiiens with the Bell, 
Or elfe the deuill will make a Grand-lire of you. 
Arife I fay. 

*Bra. What, haue you loft your wits/ 

Rod. Mo ft reuerend Signior, do you know my voice? 

Bra. Not I : what are you ? 

Rod. My name ii Rod»rigt. 

'Bra. The worfler welcome : 
I haue charg'd thee not to haunt about my doore 5: 
In boneft ptainenefle thou haft heard me fay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madncfle 
(Being full of Supper, and diftempring draughtes) 
Vpon malitious knauerie,doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet. 

Red- Sir,Sir,Sir. 

'Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 
My fpirits and my place haue in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

'Rodo, Patience good Sir. 

'Bra. Whit tell'ft thou me of Robbing ? 
This is Venice : my houfe is not a Grange. 

Rodo. Mod graue 'Braiauth, 
In fimple and pure foule, I come to you. 

Sir :you are one of thofe that will not ferue God, 
if the deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to do you feruice, 
and you thinke we are Ruffians, you'le haue your Daugh- 
ter cooer'd with a Barbary horfe, you'le haue your Ne- 
phewet neigh to you, you'le haue Courfers for Cozens : 
and Gennets fot Cennaines. 

*Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

la. I am one Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore, are making the Bead with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a Villaine. 

lago. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou malt anfwere. I know thee Rodarigo. 

JRid. Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befeech you 
Ift be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, 
( As partly I find it is ) that your faire Daughter, 
At this odde Euen and dull watch o'th'night 
Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard, 
But with a knaue of common hire,a Gundelier, 
To the gToffc c hi pes of a Lafciuious Moore : 
If this be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then baue done you bold, and faucie wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 
We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not beleeue 
That from the fence of all Ciuilitie, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 
Your Daughter (if you haue not giuen her leaue) 
I fay againe,hath made a groffe reuolt, 
Tying her Dutic, Beau tie, Wit, and Fortunes 
In an extrauagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here, and euery where : ftraight fatisfie your felfc. 
If Jhe be in her Chamber,or your houfe, 
Let loofc on me the Iuftice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder, hoa : 
Giue me a Taper s call vp all my people. 
This Accident is not vnlike my dreame, 
Beleefe of itoppreffes me alreadie. 
Light, I fay, light. Exit. 

lag. Farewell) for I muft leaue you. 
It feemes not meete, nor wholefome to my place 



To be produced, (as if I ftay, I mail,) 

Againft the Mootc. For I do know the State, 

(How euer this may gall him with fome checke) 

Cannot with fafctie caft-him. For he's embark'd 

With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warres, 

(Which euen now (lands in A£t)ttut for their foules 

Another of his Fadome,they haue none, 

To lead their BufinefTe. In which regard, 

Though I do hate him as I do hell apines. 

Yet, for neceffitie of prefent life, 

I muft fhow out a Flag, and figne of Loue, 

( Which is indeed but figne )that you ftul furcly find him 

Lead to the Sagitary the railed Search: 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. Exit. 

'Bra. It is too true an cuill. Gone ftte is, 
And what's to come of my defpifed time, 
Is naught but bitternefTe. Now Rodarigo, 
Where did ft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girle) 
With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father t) 
How didft thou know 'twas ihe ? (Oh the deceaues me 
Part thought:) what faid fhe to you? Get moe Tapers : 
Raife all my Kindred. Are they married thinke you ? 

Rodo. Truely I thinke they are. 

'Bra. Oh Heauen : how got ihe out ? 
Oh treafon of the blood. 

Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them act. Is there not Charmes, 
By which the propertie of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Haue you not read Rodorigo, 
Of fome fuch thing? 

Rod. Yes Sir : I haue indeed. 

"Bra. Call vp my Brother s oh would you had had her. 
Some one way, fome another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. 1 thinke I can difcouer him, if you plcafe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. At euery houfe He call, 
(I may command at moft ) get Weapons (hoa ) 
And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might : 
On good Rodarigo, I will deferue your paines. Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Othello, Iago, Attendant!, vritb Terebet. 

la. Though in the trade of Warre I haue flainc men, 
Yet do I hold it very ftuffe o'th 'conference 
To do no contriu'd Murder : 1 lacke Iniquitie 
Sometime to do me feruice. Nine, or ten times 
1 had thought t'haue yerk'd him here vnder the Ribbes. 

Othello. 'Tis better as it is. 

lags. Nav but he prated, 
And (poke fuch fcuruy, and prouoking tcrmes 
Againft your Honor, that with the little godlineffc 1 haue 
I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Sir, 
Are you faft married ? Be sffiir'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belou'd, 
And hath in his effect a voice potential! 
As double as the Dukes : He will diuorce you. 
Or put vpon you, what reftraint or grecuance, 

The 
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The Law (with all his might, to enforce it 00) 
Will giuc him Cable. 

Oibtl. Let him do hit fpight; 
My Seruices, which I haue done the Signorie 
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know, 
Which when 1 ltnow.th.it boafting is an Honour, 
I (hall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From Men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 
May fpeake ( vnbonnetted)to as proud a Fortune 
As this that 1 hauereach'd. >For know Iago, 
But thai I loue the gentle Defdtmena, 
I would not my vnhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription,and Confine, 
For the Seas worth . But loolce, what Lights come yond? 

Emttr CiJJh, nitb Tercbei. 
Iago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his Friends: 
Vou were beft go in. 

Otbtl. Not 1 : I muft be found. 
My Parts, my Title,and my perfeel Soule 
Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they i 
lags. By /..t.v.1 thinke no. 
Otbtl. The Seruants of the Duket? 
And my Lieutenant ? 

The goodnelTe of the Night vpon yog (Friends) 
What is the Newes ? 

CajRt. The Duke do's greet you (General! ) 
And he requires your hafte,Poft-hafte appearance, 
Enen on the inftant. 

Otbtllo. What is the matter, thinke you ? 

CaJEt. Something from Cyprus, as 1 may diuine : 
It is a bufinefle of fome heate. The Gallies 
Haue fent a dozen fequent Meflengers 
This very night,at one another* heeles : 
And many of the Confuls,rais*d and met, 
Are at the Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call'd for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath fent about three feuerall Quells, 
To fearch you out. 

Otbtl. Tis well I am found by you : 
I will but fpend a word here in the houfe, 
And goe with you. 

Cajfto. Aunciant. what make* he hcere? 

lags. Faith, he to night hath boarded a Land Carra&, 
If it proue lawful! prize, he's made for eucr. 

Cajfio. I do not vnderftand. 

Iago. He's married. 

Caju. To who ? 

Iago. Marry to Come Captainc, will you go? 

Otbtl. Haue with you. 

Cajjio. Here come sanotber Troope to feeke for you. 

Enrer 'Brabant io,Redorige,witb Ofkett^nd Tortbet. 

Iago. It is BrobanihtGcnerM be aduis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Otbtlh. Holla, (land there. 

Rode. Signior, it is the Moore. 

'Bra. Downe with him, Theefe. 

Iago. You, Rodorigo, come Sir, I am for you. 

Off*. Keepc vp your bright Swords, for theidcw will 
ruft them. Good Signior, you fltallimore command with 
yeares, then with your Weapons. 

'Bra. Oh thou foule Theefe, 
Where haft thou ftow'd my Daughter t 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haft enchaunted her 



For He referre me to all things of fenfr, 
(If flic in Chaines of Magick we re not bound ) 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, Faire, and Happic, 
So oppofite to Marriage, that flic fliun'd 
The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation, 
Would euer haue (t'encurre a generall mocke) 
Run from her Guardageto the footie bofome, 
Of fuch a thing as thou: to fcare,not to delight ? 
Iudge me the world, if tis not grofle in fenfe, 
That thou haft praflij'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her delicate Youth, with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens Motion. He haue't difputed on, 
'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking; 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abufer of the World, a pracWer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant; 
Lay hold vpon him, if he do refift 
Subdue him, at his perill. 

Otbt. Hold your hands 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft. 
Were it my Cue to fight, I would haue knowne it 
Without a Prompter. Whether will you that I goe 
To anfwere this your charge ? 

'Bra. To Pri: m, till fit time 
Of La w,and courfe of direct Scflion 
Call thee to anfwer. 

Otbt. What if do obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith fatisfi'd, 
Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 
Vpon fome prefect bufinefle of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

OjjUir. Tis true mod worthy Signior, 
The Dukes in Counfell,and your Noble felfe, 
I am Aire is fent for. 

Bra. How ' The Duke in Counfell > 
In this time of the night t Bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle Caufe. The Duke himfelfe, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong,as 'twere their owne : 
For if fuch Actions may haucpaflagc free, 
Bond -ftaues, and Pagans fliall our Statefmen be. Exeunt 



Sceena Tertia. 



Enter Dukt t Senator i t and Ojjutrt, 

'Duit. There's no compofition in this Newcs, 
That giucs them Credite. 

I. Sen. Indeed, they are difproportioncd; 
My Letters fay, a Hundred and feuen Gallies. 

Duke. And mine a Hundred fortie. 

a. Sena. And mine two Hundred : 
But though they iumpc not on a iuft accompt, 
( As in thefe Cafes where the ayroe reports, 
Tis oft with difference)yet do they all confirme 
A Turkiflt Fleete,and bearing vp to Cyprus. 

Dukt. Nay,it is poflibie enough to judgement ; 
I do not fo fecure me in the Error, 
But the maine Article I do approue 
In fearefull fenfe. 

Sayhr witbin. What hoa, what hoa, what hoa. 
Enter Sajler. 

Officer. A 
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Officer. A MefTenger from the Gatlies. 
Duke. Now ? What's the btrfinefle ? 
Sailor. The Turkifh Preparation make* for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here to the State, 
By Signior Angela. 

Du /. How fay yon by this change ? 
I. Sen. This cannot be 
no aflay of reafon. *Tis a Pageant 
keepe vs in felfe gate, when we confider 
Th'importancie of Cyprus to the Turke; 
And let our felues againe but vnderftand, 
That as it more concernes the Turke then Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queftion beare it, 
For that it ftands not in fuch Warrelike brace, 
But altogether lackes th 'abilities 

That Rhodes is drefs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We muft not thinke the Turke is fo vnskillfull, 
To leaue that lateft, which concernes him firft, 
Neglecting an attempt of eafe, and gaine 
To wake, and wage a danger profitlefle. 

Duke. Nay,in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 

Officer. Here is more Newes. 

Enter a Meffrnger. 

Mefn. The Oitamitei, Reueren d, and Gracious, 
Steering with due courfe toward the lie of Rhodes, 
Haue there inioynted them with an after Fleete. 

I. Sen. I,fo J thought : how many, as you guefle ? 

Mrff. Of thirtie Saile : and now they do rc-ftem 
Their backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Mont an, 
Your truftic and moft Valiant Seruitour, 
With his free dutie, recommends yon thus, 
And prayes you to beleeue him. 

Du{t. Tis certaine then for Cyprus : 
Marttu Lueeicot,h not he in Towne ? 

i. Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Dukf. Write from vs, 
To him, Port, Poft-hafte,difpatch. 

I. Sen. Here comes Wralantio^nd the Valiant Moore. 

Enter Brabanm, Otbel/o,Caffto,Ijgo,RoJori g o, 
and Offitert. 

Dukf. Valiant Otbe//o,we muft ftraight employ you, 
Againft the generall Enemy Ottoman. 
I did not fee you : welcome gentle Signior, 
We lack't your Counfaile, and your helpe to night. 

Bra. So did I yours i Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, hor ought I heard of bufinefle 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my perticular griefc 
Is of fo flood-gate, and ore-bearing Nature, 
That it eng!uts,snd fwallowes other forrowes, 
And it isftill it felfe. 

Duke. Why? What's the matter? 

Bra. My Daughter: oh my Daughter I 

Sen. Dead? 

Bra. I, to me. 
She is abus'd,ftolne from me,and corrupted 
By S pels, and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks; 
For Nature, fo prepoftroufly to erre, 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of fenfe,) 
Sans witch-craft could not. 

Duke. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her felfe, 

__ 



And you of her; the bloodie Booke of Law, 
You fhall your felfc read, in the bitter letter, 
After your owne fenfe : yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your Action. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 
Here is the man; this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall Mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

*All. We are verieforry for't. 

Duke. What in yonr owne part,can you fay to this ? 
'Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Otbt. Moft Potent, Graue, and Reueren'd Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approu'd good Matters; 
That I haue tane away this old mans Daughter, 
It ii moft true : true I haue married her; 
The verie head, and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I, in my fpeech, 
And little blefs'd with the foft phrafe of Peace; 
For fince thefe Armes of mine, had feuen yearespith, 
Till now, fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs'd 
Their deereft action, in the Tented Field s 
And little of this great world can I fpeake, 
More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles.and Battaile, 
And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe, 
In fpeaking for my felfe. Yet, (by your gratious patience) 
I will a round vn-vamifh'd u Tale deliuer, 
Of my whole courfe of Loue.| 
What Druggcs, what Charmes, 
What Coniuration, and what mighty Magicke, 
f For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withall) 
I won his Daughter. 

Bra. A Maiden, neuer bold: 
Of Spirit fo ftill,and quiet, that her Motion 
Blufh'd at her felfe.and fhe.in fpight of Nature, 
Of Yeares,of Country, Credite.cucry thing 
To fell in Loue, with what fhe fear'd to looke on; 
It is a iudgement main'd,and moft imperfect. 
That will confefTe Perfection fo could erre 
Againft all rules or" Nature, and muft be driucn 
To find out practifes of cunning hell 
Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch againe, 
That with fome Mixtures, powrcfull o're the blood, 
Or with fome Dram,(coniur"d to this effect) 
He wtought vp on her. 
To vouch this, is no proofe, 
Without more wider, and more ouer Teft 
Then thefe thin habits.and poore likely-hoods 
Of moderne fecming, do prefer againft him. 

Sen. But Othello, fpeake, 
Did you, by indirect,and forced courfes 
Subdue, and poyfon this yong Maidcs affections? 
Or came it by requefl.and fuch faire queftion 
As foule, to foule affbrdeth ? 

Otbel. I do befeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary. 
And let her fpeake of me before her Father; 
If you do finde me foule,in herrcport, 
The Truft.the Office,! do hold of you, 
Not onely take away, but let your Sentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Defiemena hither. 

Otbt. Aunciant, conduct them ! 
You belt know the place. 
And tell fhe come, is truely as to heauen, 
I do confefTe the vices of my blood, 
So iuftly to your Graue eares,Ue prefent 

How 
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How I did thriue in this f'.iirc Ladies loue, 
And fhe in mine. 

Du^e. Say it OtMU. 

Oibt, Her Father lou'd me,oft inuited me t 
Still queftion'd me the Storie of' my life, 
From yeare to yeare : the Battaile,Sieges, Fortune, 
That 1 haue part. 

I ran it through, euen from my boyifh daics, 

Toth'very moment that he had me tell it. 

Wherein I fpolte of mod difaftrous chances: 

Of mouing Accidents by Flood and Field, 

Of haire-brcadth feapes i'th'irnminent deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the lnfolent Foe, 

And fold to llauery. Of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my Trauellours hiftorie. 

Wherein of Antars vaft.and Defarts idle, 

Rough Quarries, Rocks, Hills, whofe head touch heauen, 

It was my hint to fpeake. Such was my Procefle, 

And of the Canibals that each others eate, 

The Antrofnpbagvc, and men whofe heads 

Grew beneath their moulders. Thefe things to hcare. 

Would Dejdtmetta fcrioufly incline i 

But frill the houl'c Affaires would draw her hence : 

Which euer as the could with hafie difpatch, 

SheTd come againe, and with a greedie eare 

Deuoure vp my difcourfe. Which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a pliant houre.and found good mcanes 

To draw from her a prayer of carncft heart, 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate,i 

Whereof by parcels fhe had fomething heard, 

But not inftinctiuely : I did confent, 

And often did beguile her of her tcares, 

When 1 did fpeake of fome dirtrelTcfull flroke 

That my youth fufTer'd : My Storie being done, 

She gaue me for my paincs a world of titles: 

She fwore in faith 'twas ft range : 'twas palling ftrange, 

Twas pittifull : 'twas wondrous pittifull. 

She wifh'd fhe had not heard it, yet fhe wifh'd 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man. She thank'd me, 

And bad me,if I had a Friend that lou'd her, 

I fhould but teach him how to tell my Story, 

And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I fpake, 

She lou'd me for the dangers 1 had paft, 

And I lou'd her, that fhe did pitty them. 

This onely it the witch-craft I haue vs'd. 

Here comes the Ladie : Let her witnefTe it. 

Enter DtfdtMMa ; logo, Attendant t. 

Du{e. I thinke this talc would win my Daughter too, 
Good 'Br. take vp this mangled matter at the beft: 
Men do their broken Weapons rather vfe, 
Then their bare hands. 

'Bra. I pray you hcare her fpeake ? 
If fhe confeflc that fhe was halfc the wooer, 
Deft ruc"t ion on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miftris, 
Do you pcrceiue in all this Noble Companie, 
Where mod vou owe obedience? 

Dtf. My Noble Father, 
I do pcrceiue hecre a diuided dutie. 
To you I am bound for life, and education : 
My life and education both do learne me, 
How to refpefl you. Vou are the Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your Daughter. But heere's my Husband; 
And fo much dutie.as my Mother fhcw'd 



To you, preferring you before her Father i 
So much I challenge, that Imay profelTe 
Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you : I haue done. 
Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State Affaires; 
I had rather to adopt a Child, then get it. 
Come hither Moore; 

I here do giue thee that with all my heart, 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 

I would keepe from thee. For your fake (lewell) 

I am glad at foule,I haue no other Child, 

For thy efcape would teach me Tirranie 

To hang clogges on them. I haue done my Lord. 

Dv(e. Let me fpeake like your felfe : 
And lay a Sentence, 

Which as a grife,or flcp may helpe thefe Louers. 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended 

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 

To mournc a Mifcheefe that is paft and gun, 

Is the next way to draw new mifchiefe on. 

What cannot be prefern'd, when Fortune takes : 

Patience ,her Iniury a mock'ry makes. 

The rob'd that (miles, ftealcs fomething from the Thiefr, 

He robs himfelfe, that fpends a bootclefle gricfe. 

Bra. So let the Turke of Cyprus vs beguile, 
We loofe it not fo long as we can fmile j 
He beares the Sentence well, that nothing beares, 
But the free comfort which from thence he heares. 
But he beares both the Sentence, and the forrow, 
That to pay gricfe, muft of poore Patience borrow. 
Thefe Sentences, to Sugar,or to Gall, 
Being ftrong on both fides,are Equiuocall. 
But words arc words, I neucr yet did heare :| 
That the bruised heart was piere'd through the eares. 
1 h umbly befeech you proceed to th'Affaires of State. 

I)*;/. The Turke with a mod mighty Preparation 
makes for Cyprus: Otbtlle, the Fortitude of the place is 
beft knowne to you. And though we haue there a Subfti- 
tute of moft allowed fufTtciencic; yet opinion, a more 
foueraigne Miftris of EfTc&s, throwes a more lafcr 
voice on you I you muft therefore be content to (lubber 
the glofie of your new Fortunes, with this more fhib- 
borne,and boyftrous expedition. 

Otbt. The Tirant Cuftome.moft Graue Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Waire 
My thricc-driuen bed of Downe. I do agnize 
A Natural! and prompt Alacartie, 
1 rinde in hardnefle : and do vndertake 
This prefent Wanes againft the Ottamita. 
Moft humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I craue fit difpofition for my Wife, 
Due reference of Place, and Exhibition, 
With fuch Accomodation and befort 
As lcuels with her breeding. 

Danhr. Why at her Fathers? 

Bra. I will not haue it fo. 

Otbt. Nor I. 

Dtf. Nor would I there recide, 
To put my Father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moft Grcaious Duke, 
To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare, 
And let me finde a Charter in your voice 
T'aflift my fimplenefTe. 

Dufy. What would you Defdtmsna ? 

Dtf. That I loue the Moore, to liue with him, 
My downc-rigbt violence,and ftormc of Fortunes, 

May | 
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May trumpet to the world. My heart'* fubdu'd 

Euen to the very quality of my Lord; 

I faw Otbtllot vifage in his mind, 

And to hit Honoun and hi* valiant part*, 

Did 1 my foule and Fortune* confecrate. 

So that (deere Lordi)if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the Warre, 

The Rite* for why I loue him, are bereft me ; 

And I a hrauie interim mall fupport 

By hi* deere abfence. Let me go with him. 

Otb*. Let her haue your voice. 
Vouch with me Hcauen, 1 therefore beg it not 
To pleafe the pallate of my Appetite: 
Nor to comply with heat the yong affecls 
In my defuncl, and proper (atisfaftion. 
But to be free, and bounteous to her minde : 
And Heauen defend your good foulcs, that you thinke 
I will your feriou* and great bufinefle fcant 
When (he is with me. No, when light wing'd Toyes 
Of feather'd Cuj. .t,;-.r\r with wanton dulnelTe 
My fpeculatiue,and offic'd Inftrument : 
That my Difports corrupt, and taint my bufinefle : 
Let Houfe-wiuet make a Skillet of my He [me, 
And all indigne,and bale adueriities, 
Make head againft my Eftimation. 

Dukt. Be it a* you (hall priuately determine , 
Either for her fray, or going : th'Aftaire cries halt: 
And fpeed mult anfwer it. 

Sen. You muft away to night. 

Oibt. With all my heart. 

Dakf. At nine i'th'morning, here wee'l meetc againe. 
0r6r//«,lcaue fomc Officer behind 
And he (hall our Com million bring to you : 
And fuch things die of qualitie and re I peel 
As doth import you. 

Otb*. So pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 
A man he it of hone fry and truft : 
To hi* conueyance I afligne my wife. 
With what elfe needfoll.your good Grace flail think 
To be lent after me. 

Dukt. Let it be fo : 
Good night to euery one. And Noble Signior, 
If Vertue no delighted Beautie lacke, 
Your Son-in-law it farre more Faire then Blacke. 

Stn. Adieu braue Moore, vfe Dtldtmena well. 

Bra. Looke to her ( Moore) if thou haft cie* to fee: 
She ha't deceiu'd her Father, an J may thee. Exit. 

Otb*. My life vpon her faith. Honcft logo. 
My Dtfiirmciia muft I leaue to thee : 
I prythee let thy wife attend on her, 
And bring them after in the beft aduanuge. 
Come Dtjdtmma t I haue but an houre 
Of Loue, of wordly matter, and direction 
To fpend with thee. We rouft obey the the time. Exit. 

Red. Ian. 

logo. What faift thou Noble heart* 

Rod. What will I do, think'ft thou ? 

lago. Why go to bed and fleepe. 

J{ed. I will incontinently drowne my felfe. 

lago. If thou du'ft.l (hall neuer loue thee after. Why 
thou filly Gentleman ? 

Rod. It it filiynetTe to liue, when to liue it torment : 
and then haue we a prefcription to dye, when death it 
our Phyfition. 

lago. Oh villanout t I haue look'd vpon the world 
fbr foure time* feuen yea tea, and fince I could diftinguidi 



betwixt a Benefit, and an Iniurie : I neuer found man that 
knew how to loue himfelfe. Ere I would fay, I would 
drowne my felfe for the loue of a Gynney Hen, I would 
change my Humanity with a Baboonc. 

Rod. What mould I do ? I confefie it is my flume 
to be fo fond, but it U not in my vertue to amend it. 

lago. Vertue? A figge, 'tis in our feluet that we are 
thut, or thu*. Our Bodies are our Garden*, to the which, 
our Wills are Gardiner*. So that if we will plant Net- 
tels, or fowe Lettice : Set Hifope, and weede vp Time: 
Supplie it with one gender of Hearbes,or diltracl it with 
many : either to haue it fterrill with idleneffe, or manu- 
red with Induftry, why the power, and Corrigeable ao> 
thoritie of this lies in our Wills. If the braine of our liues 
had not one Scale of Reafon, to poise another of Senfu- 
alitie, the blood, and bafenell'e of our Nature* would 
conduit vs to moft prepoftrous Conclufion*. But we 
haue Reafon to code our raging Motions, our carnall 
Stings, or vnbitted Lulls : whereof I take this, that you 
call Loue, to be a Sc&,or Seven. 

Rod. It cannot be, 

lago. It is mcerly a Luftof the blood, and a permiffion 
of the will. Come, be a man : drowne thy felfe ? Drown 
Cats, and blind Puppie*. I haue profeft me thy Friend, 
and I confelTe me knit to thy deferuing, with Cables of 
perdurable toughnefle. I could neuer better ftced thee 
then now. Put Money in thy purfe ; follow thou the 
Warre*, defeate thy fauour, with an vfurp'd Beard. 1 fay 
put Money in thv purfe. It cannot be long that Dt/demona 
mould continue her loue to the Moore. Put Money in 
thy purfe: nor he hi* to her. It wa* a violent Commence- 
ment in her, and thou fltalt fee an anfwerable Seque- 
ftration, put but Money in thy purfe. Thefe Moorcs 
are changeable in their will : fill thy purfe with Money. 
The Food that to him now it as lufliiou* as Locufb, 
ftialbe to him fltortly, as bitter as Coloqutntida. She 
muft change for youth : when (he is fared with hit body 
flic will find the errors of her choice. Therefore, put Mo- 
ney in thy purfe. If thou wilt needs damne thy felfe, do 
it a more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo- 
ney thou canft : If Sanclimonie, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, and fupcr-fubtle Venetian be 
not too hard for my wits, and all the Tribe of hcli, thou 
fltalt enioy her : therefore make Money : a pox of drow- 
ning thy felfe, it is deane out of the way. Seeke thou ra- 
ther to be hang'd in Comparing thy ioy, then to be 
drown'd.jnd go without her. 

Rode. Wilt thou be fall to my hopes, if I depend on 
the irlue ? 

lago. Thou art fure of me: Go make Money : I haue 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe, and againe, I 
hate the Moore. My caufe is hearted; thine hath no lefle 
reafon. Let v» be coniuncliue in our reuenge, againft 
him. If thou canft Cuckold him, thou doft thy felfe a 
pleafure, me a (port. There are many Euents in the 
Wombe of Time, which wilbe deliucred. Trauerfe, go, 
prouide thy Money. We will haue more of this to mor- 
row. Adieu. 

<%ad. Where (hall we meetc i'th'morning 1 

lago. At my Lodging. 

Hod. He be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Go too, farewell. Do you heare Rtdwige? 

Rod. lie fell all my Land. ' Exit. 

lago. Thu* do I euer make my Foole,my purfe : 
For 1 mine owne gain'd knowledge fliould 
1 fl would time expend with fuch Snpe, 
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ut for my Sport.and Profit : I hate the Moore, 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my meets 
She ha's done my Office. I know not if t be true, 
But I, for metre fufpirjon in that kinde, 
Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better (hall my purpofe worke on him s 
dj/io'i a proper man : Let me fee now, 
To get his Place, and to plume vp my will 
In double Knauery. How? How? Let's fee. 
After fome time, to abufe Otbtlia't tares, 
That he is too familiar with his wife : 
He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe 
To be fufpetted : fram'd to make women falfe. 
The Moore is of a free, and open Nature, 
That thinkea men honeft, that but feeme to be fo, 
And will as tenderly be lead by'th'Nofe 
As A Acs are : 

I haue't : it is engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth, to the worlds light 



Aftus Secundus. Scena Trima. 




Men, What from the Cape, can you difcerne at Sea? 

1 .Gtnt. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood i 
I cannot 'twixt the Heauen, and the Maine, 

Deiery a Saile. 

M*n. Me thinks, the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne're (hooke our Battlements; 
If it hath rufHand fo vpon the Sea, 
What ribbea of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the MortJes. What (hall we heart of this? 

2 A Segregation of the Turkifh Fleet : 
For do but (rand vpon the Foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow feemes to pelt the Clowds, 

The winde-ftuk'd-Surge, with high Sc monftrous Maine 
Seemet to cart water on the burning Beare, 
And quench the Guards of th'euer-fixed Pole: 
I neuer did like molleftation view 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Men. lfthattheTurkilhFleete 
Be not enfhelter'd, and embay'd, they are drown'd, 
It is impoffible to beare it out. 

Enttr a Gtntltman. 

3 Newes Laddes : our warres are done s 

The defperate Temped hath fo bang'd the Turkes, 
That their defignement halts. A Noble ihip of Venice, 
Hath feene a greeuous wracke and fufTerance 
On moft. part of their Fleet. 
Mom. How? Is this true i 

3 The Ship is heere put in; A Vtrtnntffa t Mitbtul CaJJit 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Otbtllt, 
Is come on Shore I the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 
And is in full Commiflion heere for Cyprus. 

Mm, I am glad on't i 
Tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 But this fame Catfioy though he fpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkifli lofle, yet he lookes fadly, 
And praye the Moore be fafe ; for they were parted 
With fowle and violent Tern pert. 

A/mi. Pray Hcaucns he be i 



For I haue feru'd him, and the man commands 
Like a foil Soldier. Let's to the Sea-Qde ( hoa ) 
As well to fee the Veflell that's come in, 
As to throw-out our eyes for braue Otbtllo, 
Eucn till we make the Maine,and th'Eriall blew, 
An indiftinct regard. 

Gtnt. Come, let's do fo; 
For euery Minute is expecUncie 

Enttr Cejjia. 

Cijfi. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike lfle. 
That fo approoue the Moore : Oh let the Heauent 
Giue him defence againft the Elements, 
For I haue loft him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mom. Is he well fliip'd? 

CiJJi). His Barke is ftoutly Tiraber'd.and his Pylot 
Of verie expert, and approu'd Allowance ; 
Therefore my hope's (not furfetted to death) 
Sand in bold Cure. 

Vitbin. A Saile, a Saile, a Saile. 

Ciffic. What noife ? 

Gtnt. The Towne is empty ; on the brow o'th'Sea 
Stand rankes of People, and they cry, a Saile. 

Caffio. My hopes do fliape him for the Gouernor. 

Gent. They do difcharge their Shot of Courtefie, 
Our Friends, at leaft. 

C'ffio. I pray you Sir, go forth, 
And giue vs truth who 'tis that is arriu'd. 

Qtnt. Khali. Emt. 

Man. But good Lieutenant, is your Generall wiu'd? 

Cafo. Moft fortunately : he hath atchieu'd a Maid 
That paragons defcription, and wilde Fame : 
One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens, 
And in th'eflentiall VefVure of Creation, 
Do's tyre the Ingeniuer. 

Enter Gentltman. 
How now? Who ha's put in? 

Qtnt. Tis one hgs, Aoncient to the Generall. 

Cajjto. Ha's had moft fauourabte, and happie (peed : 
Tempeft* themfelues, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The gutter'd-Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep'd, to endogge the guiltlefle Kecle, 
As hauing fence of Beau tie, do omit 
Their mortall Natures, letting go fafely by 
The Diuine DtfJtmo**. 

M„n. What is (he? 

CaJ/k. She that I fpake of : 
Our great Captains Captaine, 
Left in the conduct of the bold lagc, 
Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts, 
A Senights fpced. Great loue, Otbtih guard, 
And fwell his Saile with thine owne powrerull breath, 
That he may blefle this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loues quicke pants in DeJtUmtmaei Armes, 
Giue renew'd fire to our extinQcd Spirits. 

Enttr Dtfdtmcna, fogo, Rodorigt, and Emilia. 
Oh behold, 

The Riches of the Ship is come on (horc t 
You men of Cyprus, let her haue your knees. 
Haile to thee Ladie : and the grace of Heauen, 
Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand 
Enwheelethee round. 

Dtf. I thanke you, Valiant Caffi», 
What tydingi can you tell of my Lord t 

Cajfto. 
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Caf. He it no( yet arriu'd, nor know I ought 
But that he's well, and will be (hortly hcere. 

Def. Ob, but 1 feare : 
How loft you company ? 

Caffio. The great Contention of Sea, and Skies 
Parted our fellowfljip. But hearke, a Saile. 

rTubm. A Saile.a Saile. 

Gent. They giue this greeting to the Cittadell .• 
This likewife is a Friend. 

Caffto . See for the Newes : 
Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome Miftrii : 
Let it not gaule your patience (good logo) 
That I extend my Manner*. "Tis my breeding, 
That giues me this bold (hew of Curtefie. 

Iago. Sir, would (he giue you fomuch of her lippes, 
As ot her tongue ihe oft beftowes on 
You would haue enough. 

Def. Alas i (he ha's no fpeech. 

Iago. Infaith too much : 
I findc it ftill, when I haue leaue to 
Marry before your Ladyfttip, I grant, 
She puts het tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

esEmil. You haue little caufe to (ay fo. 

lag . Come on, come on : you arc Pictures out of 
doore : Bells in your 
chen* : Saints in your 
Players in your 
Beds. 

Def. Oh, fie vpon thee, Slanderer. 
tap. Nay, it is true : or elfe I am a Turke, 
You rife to play, and go to bed to worke. 
v£mil. You (hall not write my praife. 
Iago. No,let me not. 

p e Jde. What would'ft write of me, if thou (hould'ft 
praife me ? 

lago. Ob, gentle Lady, do not put me too ,t, 
For 1 am nothing, if not Criticall. 

Dtf. Come on, a (fay. 
There's one gone to the Harbour? 

Iago. I Madam. 

Dtf. I am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by feeming therwife. 
Come.how would 'ft thou praife me ? 

logo. I am about it, but indeed my inuention comes 
from my pate, as Birdlyme do's from Freeze, it pluckes 
out Braincs and all. But my Mufe labours, and thus (he 
is deliuer'd. 

If fire be fair t t and wife: fairenefje,and wit, 
The onetfor vft, tbt other vfetb it. 

Dtf. Well prais'd : 
How if (he be Blacke and Witty ? 

Iago. Iffbe it hiacl^,and thereto bane a wit, 
Sbe'/t find a white, tbat /ball ber bkekneffe fit. 

Dtf. Worfe.and worfe. 

ts£mil. How if Faire, and Foolifli i 

Iago. She neuer yet was fodifh tbat was faire, 
For tut* her folly belft ber to an beire. 

Dtfde. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 
laugh i'tb'Alchoufe. What miferable praife haft thoo 
for her that's FouIe,and Foolifh. 

Iago. There* i none fo foule and foolifb thereunto, 
But act Joule pranfy, which faire, and wife-onei do. 

Dtfde. Oh heauy ignorance : thou praifeft the worft 
bed. But what praife could'ft thou beftow on a defer- 
uing woman indeed f One, that in the authorithy of her 



merit, did iuftly put on the vouch of very malice 11 



Iago. She tbat teat euer faire, and neuer frond, 
Had Tongue at will,*nd ytt vat neuer loud 
Neuer lot (l Gold, aid yet went neuer gay, 



Fled from her wi/b , and yet faid now J may. 
She that being angrtd, ber reutngt bt'mg nie, 
'Bad ber wrong /lay, and ber dijpleafure fie i 
She tbat in wtfedame neuer woe ft fraile, 
To change the Codt-bead for the Salunui taile : 
She tbat could thinly , and neu'r difclofe ber mind, 
See Suitort follvwing,and not loo(e behind: 
She woe a wigbt, (if euer futb wigbtet were) 
Dtf. To do what f 

Iago. To futkje FooJei,and tbronkle fnutll Betrt. 



Dtfde. Oh moft lame and impotent conclufion. Do 
not learne of him tyEmillm, though he be thy husband. 
How fay you (Caf/h) is he not a moft prophane,and li- 
bcrall Councilor } 

Cafjio. He fpeakes home ( Madam ) you may rellifli 
him more in the Souldier, then in the Scholler. 

Iago. He takes her by the palme : I, well (aid, whif- 
per. With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great 
a Fly as CaffU. I (mile vpon her, do : I will giue thee 
in thine owne Courtfttip. You fay true, 'tis fo indeed. 
If fuch tricks as thefe (trip you out of your Lieutcnan- 
ttie, it had beene better you had not kiu'd your three fin- 
gers fo oft, which now againe you are moft apt to play 
the Sir, in. Very good : well icifs'd, and excellent Curt- 
fie : 'tis fo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your 
f Would they were Clufter-pipet for your 



The Moore I know hii 
Cafjio, Tis true I y fo. 
Dtf. Let's meete him, and 
Cafjit. Loe, where he comes. 



Enter Otbtllo,and Aittndtnti. 

Otb. O, my faire Warriour. 

'Dtf. My deerc Othello. 

Othe. It giues me wonder gTeat, a* my i 
To fee you hcere before me. 
Oh my Soule* Ioy : 

If after euery Tempeft, come fuch Calmes, 

May the windet blow, till they haue waken "d death : 

And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 

Olympiu high : and duck againe as low, 

As hell's from Heaucn. If it were now to dye, 

Twere now to be moft happy. For I feare, 

My Soole hath her content fo abfolute, 

That not another comfort like to this, 

Succcedes in vnknowne Fate. 

Dtf. The Heauens forbid 
But that our Loues 
And Comforts (hould encreafc 
£uen as our dayes do grow. 

Othe. Amen to rhat ( fweet Powers) 
I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 
It ftoppes me heere : it is too much of ioy. 
And this, and this the greater} difcords be 
That ere our hearts (hall make. 

Iago. Oh you are well tun'd now : But lie fct downe 
the peggs that make this Muficke, as honeft as I am. 

1 1 Othe. 
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Otbe. Come : let v» to the Caftle. 
Ncwes (Friends) our Warres are done : 
The Turkes are drown'd. 
How do's my old Acquaintance of this Iflc t 
(Hony)you (hall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
I haue found great looe among' ft them. Oh my Sweet, 
I prattle out of faihion ,and 1 doate 
In mine owne comforts. I prythee, good logo. 
Go to the Bay, and difimbarke m y Coffers: 
Bring thou the Mailer to the Cittadell , 
He is a good one, and his worthynefFe 
Do's challenge much refpecl. Come Dtfdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

Exit Otbeilo and Dtfdemtma. 
lago. Do thou meet me prcfcntly at the Harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be'ft Valiant, (as they fay bafe men 
being in Loue, haue then a Nobilitie in their Natures, 
more then is natiue to them ) lift-me; the Lieutenant to 
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firft, I mud tell 
thee this : Dtfdemtna, is dire&ly in loue with him. 
Red. With him ? Why, 'tis not poffible. 
logo. Lay thy finger thus : and let thy foule be in- 
ftru&ed. Marke me with what violence (he firft lou'd 
the Moore, but for bragging, and telling her fantafticall 
lies. To loue him ftill for prating, let not thy difcreet 
heart thinke it. Her eye muft be fed. And what delight 
mall flic haue to looke on the diuell t When the Blood 
is made dull with the A€t of Sport, there fliould be a 
game to cnflame it, and to giue Satiety a frelh appetite. 
Louclincfle in fauour, fimpathy in yeares, Manners, 
and Beauties : all which the Moore is defeftiue in. Now 
for want of thefe rcquir'd Conueniences, her delicate 
tenderncfTe wil finde it felfe abus'd, begin to hcaue the, 
gorge, difrellifh and abhorre the Moore, very Nature wil 
inftrufi her in it, and compell her to fome lecond choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as it is a moft pregnant and vn- 
fore'd pofition) who ftands fo eminent in the degree of 
this Forunc, as Cajfio du's i a knaue very voluble : no 
further conicionable, then in patting on the meere forme 
of Ciuill.and Humaine fecming, for the better compafle 
of his fait, and moft hidden loofe Affeflion ? Why none , 
why none : A flipper, and fubtle knaue, a finder of occa- 
fion : that he's an eye can ftampe, and counterfeit Ad- 
uantages, though true Aduantage neuer prefent it felfe. 
A diuelifl) knaue : befides, the knaue is handfome, young t 
and hath all thofc rcquifites in him, that folly and greene 
mindes looke after. A peftilcnt compleat knaue, and the 
woman hath found him already. 

Rodo. 1 cannot beleeue that in her, ihe's full of moft 
blcls'J condition. 

lago. Blefs'd figges-end . The Wine (he drinket is 
of grapes. If iftiee had beene blefs'd, ftiee would 
neuer haue lou'd the Moore : Blefs'd pudding. Didft thou 
not fee her paddle with the palme of hi* hand ? Didft not 
marke that? 

Rod. Yes, that I did : but that was but curtefie. 
lago. Leacherie by this hand : an Index, and obfeure 
prologue to the Hiftory of Luft and foule Thoughts. 
They met fo neere with their lippes, that their breathes 
embrae'd together. Villanous thoughts Rodorigo, when 
thefe mutabilities fo marlhall the way, hard at hand 
comes the Mailer, and maine exercife, th'incorporaCc 
conclufion : Pifti. But Sir, be you rul'd by me. I haue 
brought you from Venice. Watch you to night : for 
the Command, He lay't vpon you. Caffio knowes you 
not : He not be farre from you. Do you finde fome oc- 



CaJJh, either by fpeaking too loud, or 
difcipline, or from whit other courfe 
which the time (hall more fcuorably mi- 



cafion to 
tainting his 
you pie; 
nifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lagc. Sir, he's raflj, and very fodaine in Choller : and 
happely may (bike at you, prouoke him that he may : for 
eucn out of that will I caufe thefe of Cyprus to Mutiny. 
Whole qualification (hall come into no true tafte a- 
gaine, but by the difplanting of Cajfa. So (hall you 
haue a (horter iourney to your defires, by the meanes I 
(hall then haue to preferre them. And the impediment 
moft profitably remoued, without the which 
no erpeaation of our profperitie. 

Rodo. I will do this, if you can bring it to any 
tunity. 

lago . I warrant thee. Meete me by and by at the 
Cittadell. I muft fetch his Neceflarics a Shore. Fare- 
well. 

Redo. Adieu. Exit. 

lago. That Cajfio loues her, I do well beleeu't s 
That lhe loues him, 'tis apt, and of great Credits. 
The Moore (howbeit that I endure him not) 
Is of a conftant, louing, Noble Nature, 
And I dare thinke, hele proue to De/demoita 
A moft deere husband. Now I do loue her too, 
Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peraduenture 
I ftand accomptant for at great a fin) 
But partely led to dyet my Reuenge, 
For that I do fufpec* the luftie Moore 
Hath leap'd into my Seate. The thought whereof, 
Doth (like a poyfonous Minerall) gnaw my Inwardes : 
And nothing can, or (hall content my Soule 
Till I am eeuen'd with him, wife, for wift. 
Or fayling fo, yet that I put the Moore, 
At leaft into a lelouzie fo ftrong 
That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
If this poo re Train of Venice, whom I trace 
For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting on, 
He haue our Michael QaJJio on the hip, 
Abufe him to the Moore, in the right garbe 
(For I feare Caffia with my Night-Cape too) 
Make the Moore thanke me, loue me, and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an Affe, 
And pra&ifing rpon his peace, and quiet, 
Euen to madnefte. Tis heere : but yet confus'd, 
Knaucrics plaine face, is neuer feene, till vs'd. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



OtbtUo',, Htraldwitb a 



Herald. It is QtbeUo'i pleafure, our Noble and Vali- 
ant Generall. That vpon ceruine tydings now arriu'd, 
importing the meere perdition of the Turkiflx Flcete : 
euery man put himfclfe into Triumph. Some to dauoce, 
fome to make Bonfires, each man, to what Sport and 
Reucls his addition leads him. For befides thele bene- 
ficiall Newes, it is the Celebration of his Nuptiall. So 
much was his pleafure fhould be proclaimed. All offi- 
ces are open, & there is full libertie of F calling from this 
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prefenr hour* of fiue, till the Bell haue told elcuen. 
Bleffe the Ifle of Cyprus.and our Noble Gcncrall Othel- 
lo. Exit. 



Othello , Defdemona , CaJJio , and Attendants. 
Otbt. Good A/* W, looke you to the guard to night. 
L«t'» teach our felues that Honourable dop, 
Not to out-fport difcretioa. 

Caf. lago, hath direction what to do. 
But notwithstanding with my perfonall eye 
Will I looke to't. 

Otbt. Iago,'n moft honed : 
<#f/fiw/,goodnight. To morrow with pur earlied, 
Let me haue fpeech with you. Come my deere Loue, 
The purchafe made, the fruites are to enfue, 
That profit's yet to come 'tweene me.and you. 
Goodnight. Exit. 
Enter lago. 
Caf. Welcome lago : we mull to the Watch. 
logo. Not this liaurc Lieutenant : 'tis not yet ten 
o'th'clocke. Our General! cad vs thus earely for the 
loue of his Defdemona : Who, let vs not therefore blame; 
he hath not yet made wanton the night with her I and 
the is fport for loue. 

Caf. She's a moil exquifitc Lady. 
lago. And He warrant her, full of Came. 
Caf. Indeed flies a mod freflj and delicate creature. 
lago. What an eye the ha's ' 
Methinkes it founds a parley to prouocation. 

Caf. An inuiting eye : 
And yet me thinkes right modeft. 

lago. And when lhe fpcakes, 
Is it not an Alarum to Loue ? 
Caf. She is indeed perfection. 

lago. Well : happinefle to their Sheetes. Come Lieu- 
tenant,! haue a dope of Wine, and heere without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would faine haue a mea- 
fure to the health of blacke Othello. 

Caf. Not to night, good lago, I haue very poore, 
and vnhappie Braine* for drinking. 1 could well wifh 
Curtefie would inuent fome other Cuftome of enter- 
tain men t. 

lago. Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, He 
drinke for yo u. 

CaJJio. I haue drunke but one Cup to night,and that 
was craftily qualified too : and behold what inouation 
it makes heere. I am infortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare not taske my weakeneffe with any more. 

lago. What man ? Tia a night of Rcuels, the Gal. 
lants defire it. 

Caf. Where are they ? 

lago. Heere,at the doore .• I pray you call them in. 

Caf. He do't, but it di Hikes me. Exit. 

lago. If I can fallen but one Cup vpon him 
With that which he hath drunke to night alreadie, 
He'I be as full x>f Quarrell, and offence 
As my yong Millris dogge. 
Now my ficke Foole Rodorigo, 
Whom Loue hath turn'd almofl the wrong fide out, 
To Defdentena hath to night Carrows'd. 
Potations, pottle-deepe; and he's to watch. 
Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble f welling Spirites, 
(That hold their Honours in a wary didance, 
The very Elements of this Warrelilce Hie) • 
Haue I to night flufter'd with flowing Cups, 
And they Watch too. 



Now 'mongd this Flocke of drunkards 
Am I put to our Caffh in fome Action 
That may offend the Hie. Bat here they 



Enter Cajft* , Munrano , end Gentlemen. 
If Coniequence do but approue my dreame, 
My Boate failes freely ,both with winde and Strcame. 
Caf 'Fore heauen.they haue giuen me a rowfe already. 
Mom. Good-faith a litle one : not pad a pint,at I am a 
Souldier. 

lago. Some Wine hoa. 
And let me the Caunakin elinke,clinkt t 
And let me the Cannakjn elmh, . 
A Souldier 1 a man : Ob,mans life's but a fpart, 
iybytbenUt a Souldier drinks. 
Some Wine Boyes. 

Caf. 'Fore Heauen : an excellent Song. 



: where indeedthey are 
Dane, your Gertnaine, 
( drinke hoa ) are 



fb exquifitc in hia drin- 



Ligo. I learn 'd it in 
mod potent in Potting, 
and your fwag-belly'd 
nothing to your Englifh. 

Capo. Is your 
king? 

lago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitie, your Dane 
dead drunke. He fweates not to ouerthrow your Al- 
maine. He giues your Hollander a vomit, ere the next 
Pottle can be fill'd. 

Caf. To the health of our Cenerall. 

Mon. I am for it Lieutenant : and He do you Iudice. 

logo. Oh fweet England. 

King Stephen was and- a worthy Peere, 

Hit Breeches ceft him but a Create, 

He held them Six fence all to deere, 

Wirb that he taVd the Tailor Lowne : 

He was a wigbt of high Renowns, 

iAnd tbou art but of low degree : 

"tit Pride that pulls the Country diwne, 

And take thy awtd Cloake about tbee. 
Some Wine hoa. 

CaJJio. Why this is a more exquifitc Song then the o- 
ther. 

lago. Will you heare't againe? 

Caf. No ! for I hold him to be vnworthy of his Place, 
that do's thofe things. Well : heau'ns aboue all t and 
there be foules mud be faucd, and there be foules mud 
not be faued. 

lago. It's true, good Lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the General), 
nor any man of qualitie : I hope to be faued. 

lago. And fo do I too Lieutenant. 

CaJJio. I : (but by your leaue ) not before me. The 
Lieutenant is to be faued before the Ancient. Let's haue 
no more of this : let's to our Affaires. Forgiue vs our 
finnes : Gentlemen let's looke to our bufinefTe. Do not 
thinke Gentlemen, I am drunke : this is my Ancient, this 
is my right hand, and this it my left. I am not drunke 
now : I can dand well enough, and 1 fpcake well enough. 

Cent. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then : you mud not thinke then, 
that I am drunke. Exit. 

Monta. To th'Platfbrme ( Maders) come, let's fet the 
Watch. 

lago. You fee this Fellow, that is gone before, 
He 's a Souldier, fit to dand by Co- far. 
And giue direction. And do but fee his vice, 
*Tis to his vertue.a iud Equinox, 
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The one at long at th'other. Tit pirtie of him : 
I feare the truft Otbtlla puts him in, 
On fome odde time of his infirmitie 
Will (hake this Ifland. 

Molt. But ii he often thus 5 

logo. 'Tis euermore his prologue to hi» flcepe, 
i He'le watch the Horologe a double Set, 
If Drinlce rock r not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he fees it not, or hit good nature 
Prixet the vertue that appeares in CaJJfo, 
And lookes not on his euills : is not this true t 

Enter Rcdvr;go. 

Iago. How now Radtr'tgo t 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mm. And 'tis great pitty.that the Noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a Place, at his owne Second 
With one of an ingraft Infirmitie, 
It were an honeft Action, to fay fo 
To the Moore. 

/jjs- Not I, for thit faire Ifland, 
I do loue Caffia well : and would do much 
To cure him of thit euill, But hearke, what noife ? 
Enter Caffia furfuing Radoriga . 

Caf. You Rogue : you Rafcall. 

Man. What's the matter Lieutenant ? 

Caf. A Knaue teach me my dutie ? He beate the 
Knaue into a Twiggen-Bottle. 

Rod. Beate me ? 

Caf. Duft thou prate, Rogue ? 

Mm. Nay, good Lieutenant : 
I pray you Sir. hold your hand. 

Caffia .Let me go(Sir) 
Or lie knocke you o're the Mazard. 

cMm. Come,come : you're drunke. 

Caffia. Drunke? 

Jagt. Away I fay : go out and cry a MutJnie. 
Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen : 
Helpe hoa. Lieutenant. Sir Man taw. 
Helpe Maftert. Heere't a goodly Watch indeed. 
Who't that which rings the Bell; Diablo, hoa : 
The Towne will rife. Fie, fie Lieutenant, 
Vou'le be afliam'd for < 



Enter Otbtlle,and Attendants. 

Otbt. What it the matter heere? 

Mm. I bleed ftill , I am hurt to th'death. He 

Otbt. Hold for your liues. 

/tff.Hold hoa : Lieutenant, Sir Mmtant,< 
Haue you forgot all place of fenfe and dutie? 
Hold. The Generall fpeakt to yoo : hold for fttame. 

Otb. Why how now hoa ? From whence arifeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turkes / and to our feluet do that 
Which Heauen hath forbid the Ottamitttt. 
For Chtiftian fhame.put by thit barbarous Brawle: 
He that Airs next, to came for his owne rage, 
Holds his foule light .* He dies vpon hit Motion. 
Silence that dreadfull Bcll.it frights the Ifle, 
From her propriety. What is the matter, Matters ? 
Honeft /d£<>,that lookes dead with greening, 
Speake ; who began thit? On thy loue I charge thee? 

Iago. I do not know: Friends all,but ( now,euei 
In Quarter.and in termes like Bride, and Groome 
Deuefting them for Bed : and then, but now : 
(As if fome Planet had vnwifted men) 



Swordt out, and tilting one at others brcaftes, 
In opposition bloody. 1 cannot fpeake 
Any begining to thit peeuifh oddet. 
And would.in AOion glorious,! had loft 
Thofe legges, that brought me to a part of it. 

Otbt. How comes it(JMfccW/)you are thut forgot? 

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeike. 

Otbt. Worthy Mmtana, you were wont to be ciuill : 
The grauitie,and ftillnefTe of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name it great 
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What't the : 
That you vnlace your reputation thut, 
And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Giue me anfwer to it. 

Mm. Worthy Otbet/o, I am hurt to danger, 
Your Officer lagaxtn in forme you, 
While 1 fpare fpeech which fomething n 
Of all that I do know, nor know I ought 
By me, that's faid,ordone amifle thit night, 
Vnlefle felfe-charitie be fometimes a vice, 
And to defend our felues, it be a finne 
When violence aflailes vt. 

Otbt. Now by Heauen, 
My blood begint my fafer Guides to rule, 
And pafllon(hauing my belt iudgement collied) 
AlTaiet to leade the way. If I once ftir, 
Or do but lift thit Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finkc in my rebuke. Giue me to know 
How thit foule Rout began: Who fet it on, 
And he that it approu'd in thit offence, 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loofe me. What in a Towne of warre, 
Yet wilde.the peoples hearts brim-full of feare, 
To Manage priuitc, and domefticke Qua'rel! ? 
In night, and on the Court and Guard offafctie? 
Tis monftrout : Tage, who began't ? 

Mm. If partially Affin'd, or league in office, 
Thou doft deliuer more, or lefle then Truth, 
Thou art no Souldier. 

lag*. Touch me not fo neere, 
I had rather haue this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Then it fhould do offence to Micbatll CaJJie. 
Yet I perfwadc my felfe.to fpeake the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it it Generall: 
Mantant and my felfe being in fpeech, 
There comet a Fellow, crying out for helpe, 
And Cajffii following him with determin'd Sword 
To execute vpon him. Sir, this Gentleman, 
Steppes in to (.'..//?.>, and entreats hit paufe: 
My felfe, the crying Fellow did purl ue, 
Leaft by hisc Iamour (at it fo fell out) 
The Towne might fall in fright. He,(fwift of footc) 
Out-ran my purpofe : and I return'd then rather 
For that I heard the clinke.and fall of Swords 
And Cajjia high in oath : Which till to night 
I nere might fay before. When I came backe 
(For thit was briefe) I found them clofe together 
At blow, and thruft,euen at againe they were 
When you your felfe did part them. 
More of thit matter cannot I report, 
But Men are Men : The beft fometimes forget, 
Though Caffia did fome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ftrike thofe that wifh them beft, 
Yet furely Cajio. I beleeue recciu'd 
From him that fled, fomt ftrange Indignitie, 
Which patience could not pafTe. 

Otbt. 
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Otht. I know Iagt 
Thy honeftie,and loue doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caffit : Caffit,l loue thee, 



Ealtr Dtfdtmona attended, 

Looke if my gentle Loue be not rais'd vp : 
He make thee an example. 

Def. What is the matter (DceTe ? ) 

Otbe. All's well, Sweeting : 
Come away to bed. Sir for your hurt*, 
My felfe will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
lag*, looke with catc about the Towne, 
And filence thofe whom this vil'd brawle 
Co me Defdemtna, 'tis the Soldiers life, 
To.haue their Balmy (lumbers wak'd| with ftrife. Exit. 

Iagt. What are you hurt Lieutenant? 

Caf. I, paft all Surgery. 

Iagt. Marry Heauen forbid. 

Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation.- Oh I haoe 
loft my Reputation. I haue loft the immortall part of 
myfelfe, and what remaines is beftiall. My Reputation, 
Iago,my Reputation. 

Iagt. As I am an honcft man 1 had thought you had 
receiued fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that 
then in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, and moft felfe 
impofition; oft got without merit, aud loft without de- 
feruing. You haue loft no Reputation at all, vnlefle you 
repute your felfe fuch a loofer. What man, there are 
more wayes to recouer the Generall againe. You are 
but now cart m his moode.fa puniftiment more in poli- 
cie,then in malice ) euen fo as one would beate his of- 
fencelefTe dogge,ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to 
him againc,and he's yours. 

Caf. 1 will rather fue to be defpis'd, then to deceiue 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and fo 
indifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat? And 
fquabble ? Swagger ? Swcare ? And difcourfe Fuftian 
with (ones owne fludow / Oh thou invifible fpirit of 
Wine, if thou haft no name to be knowne by, let vs call 
thee Diuell. 

Iagt. What was he that you follow'd with your 
Sword ? What had he done to you / 
Caf. I know not. 
lags, ls't poflible f 

Caf. I remember a mafle of things, but nothing di- 
ftinctly : a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
men fhould pat an Enemie in their mouthes, to fteale a- 
way their Brainei ? that we fhould with ioy, pleafance, 
reuell and applaufe, transforme our felues into Beads. 
Iagt. Why ? But you are now well 



: you thus recouered ? 
Caf. It hath pleas'd the diuell drunkennefle, to giue 
place to the diuell wrath, one vnperfcclnefle, fhewes me 
another to make me frankly defpife my felfe. 

logo. Come, you arc too feucre a Moralrer. As the 
Time, the Place, ic the Condition of this Country ftands 
( could hartily wifh this had not befelne :but fince it is, as 
it is, mend it for your owne good. 

Caf. 1 will as Ice him for my Place againe, he fhall tell 
me, i am a drunkard : had 1 as many mnuthes as Hydra, 
fuch an anfwer would ftop them ail. To be now a fen- 
fible man, by and by a Foole.and prcfently a Beaft. Oh 
ftrange ! Euery inordinate 



dient is a diuell. 



cup is vnblefs'd.and the Ingre- 



lagt. Come, come : good wine, is a good 6mill ar 
Creature, if it be well vs'd : exclaime no more againft i^ 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke, you tbinke I lou e 
you. 

Caffit. I haue well approued it, Sir. I drunke? 

Iagt. You, or any man liuing, may be drnnke at a 
time man. 1 tell you what you fhall do : Our General's 
Wife, is now the GeneralL i may fay fo, in this refptct, 
for that he hath deuoted, and giuen vp himfelfe to the 
Contemplation, marke : and deuotement of her parts 
and Graces. ConfeiTe your felfe freely to her t Impor- 
tune her hclpe to put you in your place againe. She i* 
of fo free, fo kinde, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpoution, 
fhe holds it a vice in her goodnefle, not to do more 
then the is requested. This broken ioynt betweene 
you, and her husband, entreat her to fplinter. And my 
Fortunes againft any lay worth naming, this cracke of 
your Loue, fhall grow ftongcr, then it 

Caffit. You aduife me well. 

Iagt. 1 proteft in the finceritie of 
kindnefle. 

Caffit. I thinke it freely : and betimes in the mor- 
ning, I will befcech the vertuous Defdtmora to vndertake 
for me : I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

Iagt. You are in the right : good night Lieutenant, I 
muft to the Watch. 

Caffit. Good night, honeft Iagt. 

Exi, Caffit. 



Iagt. And what's he then, 
hat faies I 



That faies I play the Villaine? 
When this aduife is free I giue, and honeft, 
Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfe 
To win the Moore againe. 
For 'tis moft eafie 
Th'inclyning Dtfdemtna to fubdue 
In any honeft Suite. She's fram'd as fruitefult 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moore, were to renowncc his Baptilme, 
All Seale*,and Simbols of redeemed fin t 
His Saule is fo enfetter'd to her Loue, 
That fhe 1 



e may make.vnmske.do what fhe lift, 
> her Appetite fhall play the God, 
is weake Function. How am I then a 



VUlaine, 



With his 

To Counfell Caffit to this paraletl courfe, 
Directly to his good ? Diuinitie of hell, 
When diuels will the blackeft finnes put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft with heauenly fhewes, 
As I do now. For whiles this boneft Foole 
Plies Dtfdtwatm, to repaire his Fortune, 
And fhe for him.pleades ftrongly to the Moore, 
lie powre this peftilence into his eare : 
That fhe reprales him, for her bodies Luft' 
And by how much fhe ftriues to do h'm good, 
She fhall vndo her Credit* with the Moore. 
So will I turne her venue into pitch, 
And out of her owne goodnefle make the Net, 
That fhall en-mafh them all. 
How now Rtdtrigt ? 



Enter ^Rtdvrigt. 

Rtdtrigt. I do follow heere in the Chace, not 
like a Hound that hunts, but one that filles rp the 
Crie. My Money is almoft fpent} I haue bin to night 
exceedingly well Cudgtll'd : And 1 thinke the iflue 
t t 5 will 
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will bee, I wall haue fo much experience for my paints; 
And fo, with no money at all, and a little more Wit, re* 
turne againe to Venice. 

lap. How poore are they that haue not Patience ? 
What wound did euer heale but by degree*? 
Thou know'ft we worke by Wit,and not by Witchcraft 
And Wit depends on dilatory time : 
Dos't not go well * Coffin hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that (mall hurt hath caflieer'd Coffin 
Though other things grow faire again ft the Sun, 
Yet Fruite* that blofTomc tirrt, will firft be ripe : 
Content thy felfe, a- while. Introth 'tis Morning j 
Pleafure, and Action, make the houres feeme wort. 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited : 
Away, I fay, thou wait know more beereafter : 
Nay get thee gone. Exit Rtderigt. 
Two things are to be done : 
My Wife muft mouc for Caffio to her Miftria : 
He fct her on my felfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him iumpe, when hejmay Caffit finde 
Soliciting his wife : I, that's the way : 
Dull not Deuice, by coldneffe, and delay. Exit. 


Procure me fome accefte. 

Iage. He fend her to you prefently t 
And Tie deuife a mesne to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conuerfc and bufineffe 
May be more free. Exit 

Caffio. I humbly thanke you fbr't. I neuer knew 
A Florentine more kinde,and honeft.j 
Enter e/£milia. 

tALmil. Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant) I am forrie 
For your difpleafure : but all will fure be well. 
The Generall and his wife are talking of it, 
And (he fpcakes for you ftoutly. The Moore replies, 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinitie : and that in wholfome Wifedome 
He might not but refofe you. But he protefts he loues you 
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings 
To bring you in againe. 

Caffio. Yet I befeech you, 
If you thinke fit, or that it may be done, 
Giue me aduantage of fome breefe Difcourfe 
With 'Defdewn* alone. 

t/Emil. Pray you come in t 
I will beftow you where you wall haue time 
To fpeake your bofomc freely. 

Caffit. I am much bound to you. 


zActus Tertius. Scena'Prima. 


Sccena Secunda. 


Enter Caffio.MuJitian, ,and CrWw. 

Capo. Marten, play heere, I wil content your paines, 
Something that's briefei and bid, good morrow General. 

Cto. Why Maften,haue your Inftrumenta bin in Na- 
ples, that they fpeake i'th'Nofe thus ; ' 

A/W/". How Sir ? how ? 

CI«. Are thefe I pray you, winde Inftrumenta? 

Muf. 1 marry are they fir. 

Clo. Ob, thereby hangs a tale. 

Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? 

Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I 
know. But M afters, heerc's money for you :and the Ge- 
neral! fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loues 
fake to make no more noife with it. 

Muf. Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any Muficke that may not be heard, 
too't againe. But (as they fay) to heare Muficke, the Ge- 
neral! do's not greatly care. 

Muf. We haue none fuch, fir. 

Clow. Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for He 
away. Go, rani fit into ay re, a way. Exit Mm. 
Caffio Doft thou heare me, mine honeft.Friend f* 
Clo. No, I heare not your honeft Friend : 
I heare you. 

Coffio. Prythee keepe rp thy Quillets, tber's a poore 
peece of Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman (hat attends 
the Generall be ftirring, tell her, there's one Coffio en- 
treats her a little fauour of Speech. Wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir : if flic will ftirre hither, I fliall 
feeme to notifie Ynto her. Exit Clo. 

Enttr lap. 
In happy time, logo. 

logo. You haue not bin a-bed then ' 

Coffio. Why no : the day had broke before we parted. 
I haue made bold ( logo) to fend in to your wife : 
My fuite to her is, that ftte will to vertuous Defdemona 


Enter Othello, lap, and Gentlemen . 

Otbe. Thefe Letters giue ( lap) to the Pylot, 
And by him do my duties to the Senate s 
That done, I will be walking on the Worker, 
Repaire there to mee. 

lap. Well, my good Lord, He doo't. 

Otb. This Fortification (Gentlemen )fl»U we fee't ? 

Gent. Well waite vpon your Lordlhip. Extant 


Scoena Tertia. 


Enter Defdemona, Caffio,and cJZmifia. 

'Def. Be thou alTurd (good Caffio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

eAZmil. Good Madam do : 
I warrant it grceues my Husband, 
As if the caufe were his. 

*Def. Oh that's an honeft Fellow, Do not doubt Caffio 
But I will haue my Lord, and you againe 
As friendly as you were. 

wS^ue^S tecomVof^iVW Caffio, 
He's neuer anything but your true Seruant. 

Def. I know't : 1 thanke you: you do lour my Lord : 
You haue knowne him lung, and be you well aflur'd 
He (hall in ftrangenefle ftand no farther off, 
Then in a politique diftance. 

\Mini<3. l, DUl L«auy, 

That policie may either la ft fo long, 
Or feede vpon fuch nice and wateri/h diet, 
Or breede it felfe fo out of Circumftances, 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply'd, 
My Generall will forget my Loue,and Seruice. 
Def. Do not doubt that : before csEmilia here, 

I 
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1 giue thee warrant of thy place. Allure thee, 
If 1 do vow a friendship, lie performe it 
To the laft Article. My Lord flu I! neuer reft, 
He watch him tame, and talke him out of patience ; 



Oil 
lag'. 
Otttl. 
lag*. 



His Bed mall feeme a Schoole, hi* Boord a Shrift, 
lie intermingle euery thing he do's 
With CaJJio't fuite : Therefore be merry CaJJis, 
For thy Solicitor (hall rather dye, 
Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter OtbtUt.atd lags. 
c£mil. Madam, heere come* my Lord. 
Gifli:. Madam, He take my leaue. 
Dtf. Why ftay,and heare me fpeake. 
Cajjh. Madam, not now : 1 am very ill at eafe, 
Vnfit for mine owne purpofes. 
'Dtf. Well, do your difcretion. 
Hah? 1 like not that. 
What doft thou fay f 

Nothing my Lord ; or if 1 know not what. 

Wat not that Caff* parted from my wife ? 
Caff* my Lord t No fure, I cannot thinke it 
That he would fteale away fo guilty-like, 
Seeing your comming. 

Oik. I do belecue 'twas he. 
Dtf How now my Lord ? 
1 haue bin talking with a Suitor heere, 
A man that langui&es in your difpleafure. 
Otb. Who is't you meanc ? 

Dtf. Why your Lieutenant f>^>.-Good my Lord, 
If I haue any grace, or power to moue you, 
Hi* prefent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one, that truly louts you, 
That erre* in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I haue no iudgement in an hone ft face. 
I prythee call him backe. 
Otb. Went he hence now ? 
Dtf. I footh ; fo humbled, 
That he hath left part of hit greefe with mee 
To fuller with him. Good Loue, call him backe. 
Otbtl. Not now (fweet Dtfdtmen) 
Dtf. But (hall't be (hortlv ? 
Otb. The fooner (Sweet) for you. 
Dtf. Shall't be to night, at Supper i 
Otb. No, not to night. 
Dtf. To morrow Dinner then ? 
Otb. I (hall not dine at home : 
I metre the Captaine* at the Cittadell. 

Dtf. Why then to morrow night, on Tuefday morne, 
On Tuefday noone, or night ; on Wenfday Morne. 
I prythee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three daye*. Infaith hce'* penitent : 
And yet hi* TrefpalTe, in our common reafon 
(Saue that they Cay the warre* muft make example) 
Out of her beft, it not almoft a fault 
Vencurre a priuate checke. When (hall he come ? 
Tell me Otbtll*. I wonder in my Soule 
What you would a*ke me, that I (hould deny, 



Or (rand fo mam'r 



ing 



What ? Mebatt Cajjii, 



That came a woing wirh you.' and fo many a time 
(When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly) 
Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to do 
To bring him in ? Truft me, I could do much. 

Otb. Prythee no more s Let him come when he will : 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Dtf. Why, thil it not a Boone : 



Otb. 
'Dtf. 
What er 
Otb. 



Ti« a* I (hould entreate you weare your Clours, 
Or feede on nourishing dime*, or keepe you 
Or fue to you, to do a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon. Nay, when 1 haue a fuite 
Wherein I meane to touch' your Loue indeed, 
It (hall be full of poiie, and difficult waight, 
And fearefull to be granted. 

Otb. I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this, 
To leaue me but a little to my felfe. 

Dtf. Shall I deny you ? No : farewell my Lord. 

Farewell my t Dtfdtm*na, He come to thee flrait. 
v£milia come ; be a* your Fancies teach you : 
e you be, I am obedient. Exit. 
Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule 
But I do loue thee ; and when I loue thee not, 
Chaos i* come againc. 
lag*. My Noble Lord. 
Otb. What doft tbou fay ,/<*£» ? 
lag*. Did Micbatl Caff* 
When be woo'd my Lady, know of your loue ? 

Of*. He did, from firft to laft : 
Why doft thou aske ? 

lag*. But for a tarJsfa&ion of my Thought, 
No further hanne. 

Otb. Whv of thy thought, lag * ? 

lag*. I did not thinke he had bin acquainted with hir. 

Otb. O yes, and went betweene vs very oft. 

lag*. Indeed? 

Otb. Indeed? I indeed. Difccrn'ft thou ought in that? 
Is he not honeft ? 

tag*. Honeft, my Lord ? 
Honeft? I, Honeft. 
My Lord, for ought I know. 
What do'ft thou thinke t 
Thinke, my Lord ? 

Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou ecchos't me; 
As if there were fome Monfter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be (hewne. Thou doft mean fomthing : 
I heard thee (ay euen now, thou lik'ft not that, 
When Cafm left my wife. What didd'ft not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of mv Counfaile, 
Of my whole eourfe of wooing ; thou cried'ft, Indecde ? 
And didd'ft contract, and purfe thy brow together, 
As if tbou then hadd'ft (hot vp in thy Braine 
Some horrible Conceite. If thou do'ft loue me, 
Shew me thy thought. 

lag*. My Lord, you know I loue you. 
Otb. I thinke thou do'ft : 
And for I know thou'rt full of Loue, and Honeftie, 
And weigh 'ft thy words before thou giu'ft them breath, 
Therefore thefe ftops of thine, fright me the more : 
For fuch things in a falfe diftoyall Knaue 
Are trickes of Cuftome : but in a man that's iuft, 
They're clofe dilations, working from the heart, 
That Paflion cannot rule. 

lag*. For ACebatl Cafm, 
I dare be fwome, I thinke that he is honeft. 
Otb. I thinke fo too. 
lag*. Men (hould be what they feeme, 
Or thofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 
Otb. Certaine, men (hould be what they feeme. 
Jag*. Why then I thinke Cafth't an honeft man. 
Otb. Nay, yet there's more in this ? 
I prythee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doft ruminate, and giue thy worft of thoughts 

The 



Otb. 
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Otb. 
lag*. 
Otb. 
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I The worft of words. 

i lags. Good my Lord pardon mc, 
Though I am bound to eucry A&e of dutie, 
1 am not bound to that : All Suites are free: 
Vtter my Thought*? Why fay, they are vild.and falce? 
A* where'i that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha's that bread fo pure, 
Wherein vncleanly Apprehcnfion* 
Keepe Leetcs, and Law-dajes, and in Seftions fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oib. Thou do'ft confpire againft thy Friend (lag*) 
If thou but think'ft him wrong'd, and mak'ft his caic 
A ftranger to thy Thoughts, 

lag*. I do belecch you, 
Though I perchance am *icious in my gueflTe 
(As I confefle it is my Natures plague 

! To fpy into Abufet, and of my iealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your fclfe a trouble 
Out of his fcattering, and vnfure obferuance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honefty, and Wifedome, 
To let you know my thought*. 
Otb. What doft thou meane ? 

lag*. Good name in Man, Sc woman(deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate Icwell of their Soule*; 
Who ftealcs my purfc, ftealcs train : 
Tis fomething, nothing j 

Twas mine, 'tis hit, and has bin flaue to thoufaads : 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
And make* me poore indeed. 

Otb. He know thy Thoughts. 

Aire. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor mall not, whil'ft 'tit in my cuftodie. 

Otb. Ha/ 

lag*. Oh, beware my Lord, of iealoufie, 
It Is the greene-cy'd Monfter, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold liue* in blilTe, 
Who ccrtaine of his Fate, loues not hit wronger : 
But oh, what damned minute* iel» he ore, 
Who dote*, yet doubt*: Sufpca*,yet foundly loues ? 

Otb. O miierie. 

lag*. Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But Riches finelefTe, is a* poore at Winter, 
To him that euer fearet he mail be poore s 
Good Heauen, the Soules of all my Tribe defend 
From Iealoufie. 

Otb. Why?. why is this? 
Think'ft thou, I'ld make a Life of Iealoufie ; 
To follow ftill the changes of the Moonc 
With frefli fufpitions ? No : to be once in doubt, 
Is to be refohi'd : Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I mail turne the bufineffe of my Soule 
To fuch exul'flicate, and blow'd Surmifet, 
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me lealiout, 
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loues company, 
Is free of Speech, Sing*, Playes,and Dances : 
Where Vcrtue is, thefe are more vertuou*. 
Nor from mine ownc wcake merit cs, will I draw 
The fmalleft feare, or doubt of her reuolt, 
For {he had eyes, and chofe me. No /.. , 
lie fee before 1 doubt ; when I doubt, proue ; 
And on the proofe, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Loue.or Iealoufie. 



Ia. I am glad of this : For now I ftiall haue reafon 
To mew the Loue and Duty that I beare you 
With franker fpirit. Therefore (as 1 am bound) 
Receiue it from me. 1 fpeake nt>t yet of proofe : 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Caj'ii*, 
Wcare your eyes, thus : not lealiout, nor Secure : 
1 would not haue your free, and Noble Nature, 
Out of felfe-Bounty, be abut'd : Looke too't : 
I know our Country difpofition well : 
In Venice, they do let Heauen lee the prankes 
They dare not (hew their Husband*. 
Their beft Confcience, 

Is not to leaue't vnJone. but kept vnknowne. 
Otb. Doft thou fay fo ? 

lag*. She did deceiue her Father, marrying you, 
And when flie feem'd to fluke, and feare your looke*, 
She lou'd them moft. 

Otb. And fo (he did. 

lag*. Why go too then : 
Shee that fo young could giuc out fuch a Seeming 
To feele her Father* eyes vp, clofe a* Oake, 
He thought 'twas Witchcraft. 
But I am much too blame : 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you. 

Otb. I am bound to thee for euer. 

lag*. I fee this hath a little dafli'd your Spirits : 

Otb. Not a iot, not a iot. 

lag*. Truft me, I feare it ha* : 
I hope you will conlider what u fpoke 
Comet from your Loue. 
But I do fee y'are moou'd : 
I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech 
To gruffer iffues , nor to larger reach, 
Then to Sufpition. 

Otb. I will not. 

/..-.• . Should you do fo(my Lord) 
My fpeech ihould fall into fuch »ilde fuccelTe, 
Which my Thoughts aym'd not. 
Cajjio'x my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I fee y'are mou'd. 

Otb. No, not much mou'd: 
I do not thinke but DtfJtmwai honeft. 

lag*. Long liue flic fo ; 
And long liue you to thinke fo. 

Otb. And yet how Nature erring from it Idle. 

Jag*. I, there's the point : 
A* (to be bold with you) 
Not to aftccl many propofed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree, 
Whereto we fee in all thingt, Nature tend* : 
Foh, one may fmel in fuch, a will moft rankc, 
Foule difproportions, Thoughts vnnaturall. 
But (pardon me) 1 do not in pofition 
Diftindly fpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better judgement, 
May fal to match you with her Country forme*, 
And happily repent. 

Otb. Farewell, farewell : 
If more thou doft percciue, let me know more : 
Set on thy wife to obferue. 
j Leaue me lag*. 

Jag*. My Lord, I take my Icaue. 

Otbtl. Why did I marry? 
This honeft Creature (doubtlcflc) 
Sces.and known more, much more then he vnfulds. 
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lago. My Lord, I would 1 might intreat your Honor 
To fcan this thing no farther : Leaue it to time, 
Although *cia fit that Caffn haue his Place ; 
For fure he fillet it vp with great Ability; 
Yet if" you pleafe, to him off a-while: 
You mill by that perceiue him, and his meanes: 
Note if your Lady rtraine hi* Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement importunitie. 
Much will be feene in that: In the meane time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 
( As worthy caufe I haue to feare i .. m ' 
And hold her free, I do befeech your Honor. 

Otb. Feare not my gouernment. 

lago. I once more take my leaue. Exit. 

Otb. This Fellow's of exceeding honefty, 
And knowrs all Quantities with a leam'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do proue her Haggard, 
Though that her Ieffes were my decre beart-ftrings, 
I'ld whittle her off, and let herdowne the windc 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke, 
And haue not thofe foft parts of Conuerfarlon 
That Chambcrers haue : Or for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of yearet(yet that's not much) 
Shee'sgone. I am abus'd, and my releefe 
Muft be to loath her. Oh Curfe of Marriage! 
That we can call thefe deticate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 
And liue vpon the vapour of a Dungeon, 
Then keepe a corner in the thing I loue 
For others vfes. Yet 'tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogatiu'd arc they leffe then the Bafe, 
'Tis deftiny vnlhunnable, like death: 
Euen then, this forked plague is Fated to rs, 
When we do quicken. Looke where flic comes : 

Enter Dejdemona and t/F.milia, 

If J 1 j r - be falfc, Heauen mock'd it fclfc : 
He not beleeue't. 

DrJ. How now, my deere Othello f 
Your dinner, and the generous lllandcr* 
By you inuited, do attend your prcfence. 

Otb. 1 am too blame. 

*DeJ. Why do you fpeake fo faintly? 
Are you not well? 

Otb. I haue a piine vpon my Forehead, heere. 

Def. Why that's with watching, 'twill away againe. 
Let me but bindc it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oib. Your Napkin is too little : 
Let it alone : Come, He go in with you. Exit. 

"Dtf. I am very forry that you are not well. 

cs£mil. I am glad 1 haue foond this Napkin : 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo d me to fteale it. But flic fo loues the Token, 
(For he coniur'd her, flie fhould euer keepe it) 
That flie rc femes it eucrmorc about her, 
To kiffe,and talke too. He haue the workc tane out, 
And giu't lago ; what he will do with it 
Heauen knowes, not I : 
I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie. 

Enter lago. 

lago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 
ofiw/. Do not you chide : 1 haue a thing for you. 



lago. You haue a thing for me ? 
It is a common th' 
tSmU, Hal 

For that fame Handkerchiefe 



To haue a foolifli wife. 
//. Oh, is that all ? What will you giue me 



Jags. What Handkerchiefe 3 

ey£mil. What Handkerchiefe ? 
Why that the Moore firft gaue to Dejdemona, 
That which fo often you did bid me fteale. 

lago. Haft ftolne it from her? 

e/£m7. No : but fhe let it drop by negligence, 
And to th'aduantage, I being heere, took't vp I 
Looke, heere 'tis. 

lago. A good wench, giue it me. 

csEmil. What will you do with't, that you haue bene 
fo earneft to haue me filch it ? 

lago. Why, what is that to you ? 

t/£W. If it be not for fome porpofe of import, 
Giu't me againe. Poore Lady,ftiee'l run mad 
When foe fhall lacke it. 

lago. Be not acknowne on't : 
I haue vfe for it. Go, leaue me. Exit &£mil. 

I will in Caffio'i Lodging loofe this Napkin, 
And let him finde it. Trifles light as ay re, 
Are to the icalious, confirmations ftrong, 
As proofes of holy Writ. This may do fbmething. 
The Moore already changes with my poyfon : 
Dangerous conceitet, are in their Natures poyfoni, 
Which at the firft are fcarfe found to diftafte : 
But with a little .icte vpon the blood, 
Burne like the Mines of Sulphure. I did fiy to. 
Enter Othello. 

Looke where he comes : Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfie Syrrups of the world 
Shall euer medicine thee to that fweete fleepe 
Which thou owd'ft yefterday. 

Otb. Ha, ha, falfe to met ? 

lago. Why how now General! ?No more of that. 

Otb. Auant, be gone : Thou haft fet me on the Racket 
I fweare 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Then but to know't a little. 



lago. How now, my Lord ? 
Otb. 



What fenfe had I, in her ftolne houres of Luft ? 
I faw't not, thought it not : it harm'd not me : 
I flept the next night well, fed well, was free, 
I found not Cajfio't kiffes on her Lippes : 
He that is robb'd,not wanting what is ftolne, 
Let him not know't,and he's not robb'd at all. 
lago. I am forry to heare this ? 
Otb. 1 had beene happy, if the general! Campe,^ 
Pyoncrsand all, had rafted her fweet Body, 
So I had nothing knowne. Oh now, for euer 
Farewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content ; 
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres, 
That makes Ambition. Vertue ! Oh farewell; 
Farewell the neighing Steed, and thefllrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th'Eare-piercing Fife, 
The Royall Banner, and all Qualitie, 
Pride, Pompe,and Circumftance of glorious Warre : 
And O you mortall Engines, whofe rude throates 
Th'immortall loues dread Clamours, counterfct, 
t Farewell : Otbt/lo't Occupation's gone. 
lago. Is't polT)ble,my Lord ? 
Otb. Villaine, be fore thou prouc my Loue a 
Be fure of it : Giue me the Occular proof*, 



Or 
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Or by the worth of mine eternall Soule, 
Thou had' ft bin belter haue bin borne a Dog 
Then anfwer my wak'd wrath. 
Iage. li't come to thi»? 

Otb. Make me to fee't : or (at the leaft) Co proue it, 
That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope, 
To hang a doubt on : Or woe vpon thy life. 

Iage, My Noble Lord. 

Otb. If thou i lit (lander her, and torture me, 
Neuer pray more : Abandon all remorfe 
On Horron head, Horrors accumulate t 
Do deeds to make Heauen weepe, all Earth amax'd; 
For nothing canft thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then that. 

Iage. O Grace 1 O Heauen forgiue me ! 
Are you a Man? Haue you a Soule? or Senfe ? 
God buy you : take mine Office. Oh wretched Foolc, 
That lou'ft to make thine Honefty , a Vice ! 
Oh monftrous world ! Take note, take note ( O World) 
To be direct and honeft, is not fare. 
] thanke you for this profit, and from hence 
He loue no Friend, fith Loue breeds fuch offence. 

Otb. Nay ftay : thou fhould'ft be honeft. 

lap. 1 fhould be wife } for Honeftie's a Foole, 
And foofct that it workes for. 

Otb. By the World, 
I thinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke (he u not : 
I thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art not : 
He haue fome proote. My name that was as frefh 
As t Dia»t Vifage, is now begrim'd and blacke 
As mine owne face. If there be Cords, or Kniues, 
Poyfon,or Fire, or fuffocating ftreames, 
lie not indure it. Would I were fatisfied. 

Iage. 1 fee you are eaten vp with Paffion : 
1 do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be fatisfied ? 

Otb. Would?Nay,andIwill. 

Iage. And may : but howf How fatisfied, my Lord? 
Would you the fupcr-vifion groflely gape on ? 
Behold her top'd i 

Otb. Death, and damnation. Oh ! 
Iage. It were a tedious difficulty,! thinke, 
To bring them to that Profpecd} : Damne tt 
If euer mortal] eyes do fee them boulfter 
More then their owne. What then? How 
What ftull I fay? Where's Satisfaction? 
It is impoftible you fhould fee this, 
Were they as prime asGoates, as hot as Monkeyes, 
As fait as Wolues in pride, and Fooles as grofTe 
As Ignorance, made drunk e. But yet , I fay, 
If imputation, and ftrong circumftances, 
Which leade directly to the doore of Truth, 
Will giue you fatitfadtion, you might haue't. 

Otb. Giue me a liuing reafon (he's difloyall. 

Iage. I do not like the Office. 
But fith I am entred in this caufe fo farre 
(Prick'd too't by foolifh Honefty, and Loue) 
I will go on. I lay with Cajfie lately, 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not fleepe. There are a kinde of men, 
So loofe of Soule, that in their (leepes will rr 
Their Affayres : one of this kinde is Cajfie : 
In fleepe I heard him fay, fweet Dt/Jemena, 
Let vs be wary, let vs hide our Loues, 
And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand t 
Cry , oh fweet Creature : then kifle me hard, 



As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootea, 
That grew vpon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And figh,and kifle, and then cry curfed Fate, 
That gaue thee to the Moore. 

Otb. O monftrous ! monftrous ! 

Iage. Nay, this was but his Dreame. 

Otb. But this denoted a fore-gone conclufion, 
Tis a fhrew'd doubt, though it be but a Dreame. 

Iage. And this may helpe to thicken other proofes, 
That do demonftrate thinly. 

Otb. He tea re her all to peeces. 

Iage. Nay yet be wife ; yet we fee nothing done, 
She may be honeft yet : Tell me but this, 
Haue you not fometimes fecne a Handkerchiefe 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiues hand ? 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a one : 'twas my firft gift. 

Iage. 1 know not that : but fuch a Handkerchiefe 
(I am fure it was your wiues) did I to day 
See Cajfie wipe hU Beard with. 

Otb. If it be that. 

Iage. If it be that, or any, it was hers. 
It fpeakes againft her with the other proofes. 

Otbtl. O that the Slaue had forty thouland hues : 
One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge. 
Now do I fee 'tis true. Looke heere Iago, 
All my fond loue thus do I blow to Heauen. Tis 
Arife blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld vp i O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Afpickes tongues. 

Iage. Yet be content. 

Otb. Oh blood, blood, blood. 

Iage. Patience I fay : your minde may change. 

Otb. Neuer Iage. Like to the Ponticke Sea, 
Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfe, 
Neu'r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes due on 
To the ProponrJcke, and the Hcllcfpont : 
Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent 
Shall neu'r looke backe, neu'r ebbe to 
Till that a capeable, and wide Reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble 
In the due reuerence of a Sacred vow, 
I heere engage my words. 

Iage. Do not rife yet : 
WitnefTe you euer-burning Lights aboue, 
You Elements, that clip vs round about, 
WitnefTe that heere Iage doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Otbtlle'% Seruice. Let him 
And to obey fhali be in me semorfe, 
What bloody bufinefle euer. 

Otb. I greet thy loue, 
Not with vaine thanks, bat with acceptance bounteous, 
And will vpon the inftant put thee too't. 
Within thefe three dayes let me heare thee fay, 
That Cajfio't not aliue. 

Iage. My Friend is dead ! 
Tis done at your Requeft. 
But let her list. 

Otb. Damne her lewde Minx i 
O damne her, damne her. 
Come go with me a-part, I will 
To furnifh me with fome fwift 
For the (aire Diuell. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

Iage. I am your owne for euer. Exeunt. 

Seen*) 

8.6— 
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Enttr DtfJrmona, ty£mi/ia ,and C.'ewn. 
Dtf. Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffu 
lyes? 

dev. I dare not fay he lies any where. 
Dtf. Why marf? 

C/a. Hes a Soldier, and for mc to fay a Souldier lyes, 
'tis dabbing. 

Dtf. Go too : where lodge* he? 

Go. To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 
I lye. 

'Dtf. Can any thing be made of this* 

CJc. 1 know not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
uife a lodging, and fay he lies heere, or he lies there, were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Dtf. Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re- 
port ? 

C/a. I will Catechize the world for him, that is, make 
Queftions, and by them anfwer. 

DtJ. Seeke him, bidde him come hither I tell him, I 
haue moou'd my Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will 
be well. 

C/a. To do this, is within the compafle of mans Wit, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. Exit £>. 

Dtf. Where mould I loofe the Handkerchiefe, <^£- 
milia ? 

e^Emil. I know not Madam. 

Dtf. Beleeue me, I had rather haue loft my purfe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafeneffe, 
As iealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

esEmii. Is he not iealious? 

'Dtf. Who, he? I thinke the Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. 

«/£«//. Looke where he comes. 

Enttr Olbtlls. 

Dtf. I will not leaue him now, till Cafjio be 
Call'd to him. How is't with you, my Lord ? 

Otb. Well my good Lady. Oh hardnes to difTemble ! 
How do you, Dtfdtmma } 

'Dtf. Well, my good Lord. 

Otb. Giue me your hand. 
This hand it moift.my Lady. 

Dtf. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Otb. This argues fruitful nefle, and liberall heart : 
Hot, hot, and moyft This hand of yours requires 
A fequcfter from Liberty : Farting, and Prayer, 
Much Caftigation, Exercifc deuout, 
For (.cere's a yong, and fweating Diuell heere 
That commonly rebels! Tis a good hand, 
A franke one. 

Dtf. You may (indeed) fay fo : 
For 'twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Otb. A liberall hand . The hearts of old, gaue hands : 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

'Dtf. I cannot fpeake of this : 
Come, now your promifc. 

Otb. What promife, Chucke ? 

Dtf. I haue lent to bid Cafjio come fpeake with you. 

Otb. I haue a fait and forry Rhewme offends me : 
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe. 
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Dtf. Heere my Lord. 
Otb. That which I gaue you. 
Dtf. I haue it not about me. 
Otb. Not? 

'Dtf. No indeed, my Lord. 

Otb. That's a fault : That Handkerchiefe 
Did an ^Egyptian to my Mother giue : 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people. She told her, while (he kept it, 
T would make her Amiable, and fubdue my Father 
Intirely to her loue : But if me loft it, 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits mould hunt 
After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me, 
And bid me ( when my Fate would haue me Wiu'd) 
To giue it her. I did lo ; and take heede on't, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 
To loofe't, or giue't away, were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elfe could match. 

Dtf, Is't poffible ? 

Otb. "Tis true : There's Magicke in the web of it « 
A Sjbi/l that had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compares, 
In her Prophetticke furie fow'd the Worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
And it was dydc in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conferu'd of Maidens hearts. 

Dtf. Indeed ? Is't true t 

Otb. Moft veritable, therefore looke too't well. 

'Dtf. Then would to Heauen, that I had neuer feene't? 

Otb. Ha? wherefore? 

Dtf. Why do you fpeake fo ftartingly ,and raih? 
Otb. Is't loft ? Is't gon? Speak, is't out o'th'way ? 
Dtf. BlrfTe vs. 
Otb. Say you ? 

Dtf. It is not loft : but what and if it were 7 

Otb. How? 

Dtf. I fay it is not loft. 

Otb. Fetcht, let me fee't. 

Dtf. Why fo I can : but I will not now ! 
This is a tricke to put me from my fuite, 
Pray you let Cafjio be receiu'd againe. 

Otb. Fetch me the Handkerchiefe, 
My minde mif-giues. 

Dtf. Come, come : you'l neuer meete a more fuffici- 
\ cnt man. 

Otb. The Handkerchiefe. 

Dtf. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your loue j 
Shar'd dangers with you. 

Otb. The Handkerchiefe. 

'Dtf. Infooth, you are too blame. 

Otb. Away. Exit Otbt/lo. 

vEmil. Is not this man iealious ? 

'Dtf. I neu'r faw this before. 
Sure, there's fomc wonder in this Handkcrchikfe, 
I am moft vnhappy in the lofle of it. 

•/>.<//'. *Tis not a yeare or two ftiewes vs a man : 
They are all but Stomackes, and we all but Food, 
They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch vs. 

Enttr J age, and Cafjio. 

Looke you, Ciffto and my Husband. 

Iago. There is no other way : 'tis (he muft doo't : 
And loe the happineflc : go, and importune her. 

. JZ± 
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Dtf. How now (good CaJ/ts) what's the newes with 
you ? 

Caffit. Madam, my former fuite. I do befeech you, 
That by your vertuous meanes, I may againe 
Exift.and be a member of his loue, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd. 
If my offence, be of fuch mortal! kinde. 
That nor my Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 
Can ran Lime me into his loue againe, 
But to know fo, mult be my benefit : 
So (hall I cloath roe in a forc'd content, 
And tout my felfe vp in fome other courfe 
To Fortunes Almes. 

'Dtf. Alas (thrice-gentle Cajit) 
My Aduocation is not now in Tune ; 
My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor fhould I know him, 
Were he in Fauour, as in Humour alter'd. 
So helpe me euery fpirit fan&ified, 
As I haue fpoken for you all my belt, 
And flood within the blanke of his difpleafure 
For my free fpeech. You muft awhile be patient: 
What I can do, I will : and more I will 
Then for my felfe, I dare. Let that fuffice you. 

lagi. Is my Lord angry ? 

t&rnil. He went hence but now : 
And certainly in ftrange vnquietnciTe. 

/ago. Can he be angry ? I haue fcene the Cinnon 
When it bath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre, 
And like the Diuell from his very Arme 
PurT't his owne Brother : And is he angry ? 
Something of moment then : 1 will go meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit 

Dtf. I prythee do fo. Something fure of State, 
Either from Venice, or fome vnfutch'd pra&ilc 
Made dcmonftrable heere in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his clearc Spirit : and in fuch cafes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferiour things, 
Though great ones are their obiccL "Tis euen fo. 
For let our ringer ake, and it endues 
Our other healthfull members, euen to a fenfe 
Of paine. Nay, we muft thinkc men are not Gods, 
Nor of them looke for fuch obferuancie 
As fits the Bridall. Bcftirew me much, • Emilia, 
I was (vnhandfome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraigning his vnkindnefte with my foule : 
But now I finde, I had fuborn'd the WitnelTe, 
And he's Indited falfely. 

KWSWij Pray heauen it bee 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor no Iealious Toy, concerning you. 

'Dtf. Alas the day, I ncuer gaue him caufe. 

eAmil. But Iealious foules will not be anfwer'd fo ; 
They are not euer iealious for the caufe, 
But iealious, for they're iealious. It is a Monfter 
Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

Dtf. Heauen keepe the Monfter from Otbtllt't mind. 

" I mil Lady, Amen. 

Dtf. I will go feeke him. Cajpo, walke heere about : 
If I doe finde him fit, He mouc your fuite, 
And feeke to effecl it to my vttermoft. £jrt7 

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladyftiip. 

Enttr Biar.ca. 
Bian. 'Saue you (Friend ) 



Caffn. What make you from home ? 
How is't with you, my mod raire 'Bianta ? 
Indeed (fweet Loue) I was comming to your houfe. 

Bian. And 1 was going to your Lodging, Cafjia. 
What? keepe a weeke away ? Seuen dayes, and Nighu ? 
Eight fcore eight houres ? And Louers abfent howres 
More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore times ? 
Oh weary reck'ning. 

Cafjio. Pardon me, 'Bianca t 
I haue this while with leaden thoughts beene prcft, 
But I lhall in a more continuate time 
Strike oft* this fcore of abfence. Sweet 'Bianca 
Take me this worke out. 

Bianca. Oh Cajk, whence came this? 
This is fome Token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt-Abfence : now I feele a Caufe : 
Is't come to this ? Well, well. 

Cajjia. Go too, woman : 
Throw your vilde geflcs in the Diuels teeth, 
From whence you haue them. You are iealious now, 
That this is from fome Miftris, fome remembrance ; 
No, in good troth 'Bienca. 

'Bian. Why, who's is it ? 

Cajjio. I know not neither : 
1 found it in my Chamber, 
I like the worke well ; Ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) I would haue it coppicd : 
Take it, and doo't,and leaue me for thia time. 

Bian. Leaue you ? Wherefore ? 

CaJ/h. I do attend heere on the Generall, 
And thinke it no addition nor my wilh 
To haue him fee me woman'd. 

'Bian. Why, I peay you ? 

Cajjio. Not that I loue you not. 

/•'.•./.-. But that you do not loue me. 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And fay, if I fliall fee you foonc at night ? 

Cajji*. Tis but a little way that 1 can bring you, 
For I attend heere : But He fee you foone. 

'Bian. Tis very good : I muft be circutnftane'd. 



Attus Quartus. Scena 'Prima. 



Enttr Otbtlh, and lags. 

Iago. Will you thinke fo? 

Oib. Thinke fo, Jagtf 

lag*. What, to kifle in priuate ? 

OA. An vnaurhoriz'd kifle ? 

Iage. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 
An houre, or more, not meaning any harme t 

OA. Naked in bed (lago) and not meane harme ? 
It is hypocrifie againft the Diuell : 
They that meane vertuou(ly,and yet do fo, 
The Diuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heauen. 

/.-.-. If they do nothing, 'tis a Veniall flip : 
But if I giue my wife a Handkerchiefe. 

OA. What then ? 

Iago. Why then 'tis hers(my Lord)and being hers, 
She may (I thinke) beftow't on any man. 

OA. She is Protedrefle of ber honor too s 
May (he giue that ? 

If \ 
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lags. Her honor it an ElTence that's not I 
They haue it very oft, that haue it not. 
But for the Handlcerchiefe. 

Oik. By heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot it: 
Thou faidft (oh.it come* ore my memorie, 
A» doth the Rauen o're the infectious houfe i 
Boading to all) he had my Handlcerchiefe. 

Iago. I : what of that ? 

Otbt. That's not fo good now. 

lag.W : i- if I had faid, 1 had fcene him do you wrong? 
Or heard him fayf as Knaues be fuch abroad, 
Who hauing by their owne importunate fuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of fome Miftris, 
Conuinced or fupply'd them, cannot chufc 
But they mult blab.) 

Otb. Hath he faid any thing? 

Iago. He hath (my Lord)but be you well aflur'd, 
No more then he'le vn-fweare. 

Otb. What hath he faid ? 

lags. Why.that he did : I know not what he did. 

Otbt. What? What? 

Iago, Lye. 

Oil. With her ? 

Iago. With her 'On her ; what you will. 

Otbt. Lye with her * lye on her ? We lay lye on her, 
when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's fullfome : 
Handlcerchiefe : Confeflions : Handlcerchiefe. To con- 
fefle, and be hang'd for his labour. Firrt, to be hang'd, 
and then to confefle : I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inueft her felfe in fuch ftiadowing paflion, without fome 
lurtruciion. It is not words thar dukes me thus, (pim) 
Nofcs,Eares,and Lippes : is't poflible. Confefle? Hand- 
kerchiefe ? O diuell. Fallt in a Traunct. 

lag*. Worke on, 
My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught, 
And many worthy, and chart Dames euen thus, 
( All guiltlelTe)mcete reproach : what hoa ? My Lord ? 
My Lord, I fay : Otbtlk. 

Enltr Cajjn. 

How now OJpa ? 

Caf. What's the matter ? 

Iago. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfie, 
This is his fecond Fit : he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temple*. 

Iago. The Lethargic mult haue his quyet courfe: 
If not, he foamcs at mouth : and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madncfle. Looke, he ftirrcs 1 
Do you withdraw your felfe a little while, 
He will recouer ftraight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occafion, fpeake with you. 
How is it Generall? Haue you not hurt your head? 

Otbt. Doft thou mocke me ? 

Iago. I mocke you not, by Heauen; 
Would you would beare your Fortune like a Man. 

Otbt. A Horned man's a Monfter,and a Beaft. 

Iago. Thcr** many a Beaft then in a populous Citty, 
And many a ciuill Monfter. 

Otbt. Did he confefle it? 

Iago. Good Sir, be a man : 
Thinke euery bearded fellow that's but yoik'd 
May draw with you. There's Millions now aliue, 
That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds, 
Which they dare fweare peculiar. Your cafe is better . 
Oh, 'tis the fpight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
To Up a wanton in a fecure Cowcb; 
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And to fuppofe her chart. No,let me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ft 

Otb. Oh, thou art wife : 'tis certaine. 

Iago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your felfe but in a patient Lift, 
Whil'ft you were hcere, o'rc-whelmed with your griefe 
(A paflion moft refulting fuch a man) 
CafJU came hither. I ftiifted him away, 
And layd good kufes vpon your Extafie, 
Bad him anon rcturne : and hecre fpeake with me, 
The which he promis'd. Do but encaue your felfe, 
And marke the Flceres, the Gybes, and notable Scornes 
That dwell in euery Region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is againe to cope your wife. 
I fay, but marke his gefture : marry Patience, 
Or I ftiall fay y'are all in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 

Otbt. Do'ft thou hart. Iago, 
I will be found moft cunning in my Patience : 
But(do'ft thou heare)moft bloody. 

Iago. That's not amifle, 
But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will I cjueftion CaJJio of Hiar.ta, 
A Hufwife, that by felling her defires 
Buyes her felte Bread,and Cloath. It is a Creature 
That dotes on CaJJio, (as 'tis the Strumpets plague 
To be-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 
He, when he hcare* of her, cannot reftraine 
From the excefle of Laughter. Heere he come*. 

Enttr CaJJio. 

As he ftiall fmile,Oriv//o ftiall go mad : 
And his vnbookifti Ieloufic muft conferue 
Poore Caffto'i fmiles , geftures, and light behauiouis 
Quite in the wrong. How do you Lieutenant ? 

Caf. The worfer, that you giue me the addition, 
Whole want euen killes me. 

Iago, Ply Dtfdtmona well, and yotuare fure on't : 
Now, if thi* Suit lay in 'Bianco" t do 
How auickely ftiould you fpeed ? 

Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe. 

Otb. Looke how he laughes already. 

Iago. I neuer knew woman loue man fo. 

Qaf. Ala* poore Rogue, I thinke indeed (he loues me. 

Otb. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it out. 

Iago. Do you heare CaJJio ? 

Otb. Now he importune* him 
To tell it o're: go too, well faid, well faid. 

Iago. She giues it out, that you liall marry her. 
Do you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. Do ye triumph, Romaine ? do you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry. What ? A cuftomer ;prythee beare 
Some Charitie to my wit, do not thinke it 
So vnwholefome. Ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. So,fo, fo, fo: they laugh, that winnes. 

Iago. Why the cry goes, that you marry her. 

Caf. Prythee fay tiue. 

Iago. I am a very Villaine ellc. 

Otb. Haue you fcoar'd me ? Well. 

Caf. This is the Monkeys owne giuing out : 
She is perfwaded I will marry her 

Out of her owne loue tt flattery, not out of my promife. 

v v Otbt. 
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Otb. Jago becomes me : now he begins the ftory. 

Caffio. She was heerc euen now : (he haunts me in e- 
uery place. 1 was the other day talking on the Sea- 
banlce with certaine Venetians, and thither comes the 
Bauble.and falls me thus about my neck. 

Otb. Crying oh deerc Cijfle, as it were: his iefture im- 
ports it. 

Caffto. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes vpon me: 
So (hakes, and pulls me. Hj.ha.ha. 

Otb. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber : oh, 1 fee that nofe of yours, but not that dogge, I 
Hull throw it to. 

Cajjio. Well, I muft leaue her companie. 

Jago. Before me : looke where (he comes. 

Enter t Bianea. 

Caf. "Tis fuch another Fitchew:marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bian. Let the diuell, and his dam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that fame Handkerchiefs, you gaue 
me euen now / I was a fine Foolc to take it : I muft take 
out the worked A likely piece of worke,that you would 
finde it in your Chamber,and know not who left it there. 
This is fome Minxes token, & I mull take out the workc? 
There, giue it your Hubbey-horfe, wherefocuer you had 
it, lie take out no worke on't. 

Cajfio. How now, my fweete Hianca ? 
How now ? How now ? 

Otbe. By Heauen, that mould be my Handkerchiefe. 

Bian. If you'le come to fuppcr to night you may, if 
you will not,come when you are next prepar'd for. Exit 

Jago. After her : after her. 

Caf. I muft,(hec'l rayle in the ftrcets elfe. 

Jago. Will you fup there? 

Ca/po. Yes, I intend fo. 

Jago. Well, I may chance to fee you : for I would ve- 
ry faine fpeake with you. 

Caf Prythee come : will you ? 

Iugo. Co too : fay no mure. 

Otb. How (hall I murther him, lago. 

lag*. Did you perceiue how he laugh'd at his vice ? 

Otb. Oh, lago. 

lago. And did you fee the Handkerchiefe ? 
Otb. Was that mine? 

lago. Yours by this hand : and to fee how he prizes 
the toolilh woman your wife : (he gaue it him, (and he 
hath giu'n it his whore. 

Otb. I would haue him nine yeeres a killing : 
A fine woman, a fairc woman, a fweete woman ? 

lago. Nay, you muft forget th.it. 

OtbtUo. I, let her rot and perilh, and be damn'd to 
night , for (he (hall not liue. No, my heart is turn'd to 
ftone : I ftrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world 
hath not a fweeter Creature : (he might lye by an Eo»- 
perours fide, and command him Taskes. 

lago. Nay, that's not your way. 

Otbe. Hang her, I do but fay what (he is : fo delicate 
with her Needle : an admirable Mufitian. Oh (he will 
fing the Sauagenefle out of a Bcarc : of fo high and plen- 
teous wit, and inuention f 

Jago. She's the worfc for all this. 

Otbe. Oh, a thoufand.a thoufand times: 
And then of fo gentle a condition ? 

lago. 1 too gentle. 

Otbt. Nay that's certaine : 
But yet the pitty of it, Iagc : oh lago, the pirry of it 



lago. 

lago. If you are fo fond ouer her iniquitie : giue her 
pattent to offend, for if it touch not you, it comes necrc 
no body. 

Otb. I will chop her into MelTes : Cuckold me T 
lago. Oh, 'tis foule in her. 
Otb. With mine Officer ? 
lago. That's fouler. 

Otbe. Get me fome poyfon,/j£e, this night. lie not 
expoftulate with her : leaft her body and bcautie vnpro- 
uidc my mind againe : this night lago. 

lago. Do it not with poyfon, ftrangle her in her bed, 
Euen the bed (he hath contaminated. 

Otb. Good, good : 
The I ..slice of it pleafes : very good. 

lago. And for CaJJio, let me be his vndertaker t 
You (hall hcare moie by midnight. 

Eater Lodeuice,Defdeminajmd Attendant. 

Otbt. Excellent good : What Trumpet is that fame ? 

I.i^o. I warrant fomething from Venice, 
Tis Lodouko, this, comes from the Duke. 
See, your wife's with him. 

Lode. Sine you worthy Generall. 

Otbe. With all my heart Sir. 

Ldd.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you. 
Otbe. I kilTe the Inftrument of their plcafure*. 
Def. And what's the newes, good cozen LeeLuice ? 
Jago. I am very glad to fee you Signior; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Led. I thanke you : how do's Lieutenant Cajfu ? 
Jago. Liucs Sir, 

Dtf. Cozen, there's falne betweene him,& my Lord, 
An vnkind breach : but you (hall make all well. 
Otbe. Are you fure of that ? 
'Def. My Lord ? 

Otbe. This faile you not to do, as you will 

Led. He did not call : he's bufte in the paper, 
Is there deuillon 'twixt my Lord, and ■/fj ? 

Def. A molt vnhappy one : I would do much 
T'attonej them, for the louc I beare to Cajjio. 

Otb. Fire, and brimcftone. 

Def. My Lord. 

Otb. Are you wife ? 

Def What is he angric ? 

Led. May be thLetter mou'd him. 
For as I thinke,they do command him home, 
Deputing Cafih in his Gouernment. 

Def. Truft me, I am glad on't. 

Otbe. Indeed ? 

Def. My Lord ? 

Otbe. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. Why, fweete Otbtiloi 

Otbe. Diuell. 

*Def. I haue not deferu'd this. 

Led. My Lord, this would not be beleeu'd in Venice, 
Though I mould fweare 1 faw't. "Tis very much, 
Make her amends : (he weepes. 

Otbe. Oh diuell, diuell : 
If that the Earth could teeme with womans tcjres, 
Each drop (he falls, would proue a Crocodile : 
Out of my fight. 

"Def. I willi not ftay to offend you. 

Led. Truely obedient Lady : 
I do befcech your Lordlhip call her backe. 

Otb- 
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Otbt. Miftris. 
t Dtj. My Lord. 

Otbt. What would you with her, Sir? 
Led. Who J, my Lord/ 

Otbt. I,you did wifli.that I would make her turnes 
Sir, ihe can turne, and turne : and yet go on 
And turne againe. And (he can weepe,Sir,wecpc. 
And ihc's obedient : at you fay obedient. 
Very obedient : proceed you in your team. 

! Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted pallion) 

| I am commanded home : get you away : 
He fend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, 
And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
Cejjh (hall haue my Place. And Sir, to night 
1 do entreat, that we may fup together. 
Vou are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 

Goates.and Monkey*. . Exit. 

Lad. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficicnt? Ii thii the Nature 
Whom Paflion could not (hake ? Whofe folid vertue 
The (hot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 

logo. He is much chang'd. 

Led. Are hit wits fafe? It he not light of Brain e ? 

laga. He't that he is : I may not breath my cenl'ure. 
What he might be: if what he might, he it not, 
I would to heauen he were. 

Lad. What? Strike his wife? 

lag?. 'Faith that was not fo well : yet would I knew 
That ftroke would proue the worft. 

Led. hit his vfe? 
Or did the Letters.worke vpon his blood, 
And new create his fault? 

Iagc, A las, alas: 
It is not honeftie in me to fpcake 

What I haue feene,and knowne. You (hall obferue him, 
And his owne courfet will deonte him fo, 
That I may (aue my fpeech : do but go after 
And marke how be continues. 

Ltd. I am forry that I am deceiu'd in him. Extant. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Oibtilo, and esEmilia. 

Otbt. You haue fcenc nothing then f 
es£mU. Nor eucr heard : nor euer did fufpcA. 
Otbt. Yes, you haue feene i -w/<3,and 0ie together. 
t/Emi. But then I faw no harme : and then I hejrd, 
Each fyllable that breath made vp betweene them. 
Otbt. What ? Did they neuer whifper? 
t.Emil. Neuer my Lord. 
Otbt. Nor fend you out o'th'way ? 
csEmii. Neuer. 

Otbt. To fetch her Fan, her Gloucs.hcr Mask, nor no- 
csEmil. Neuer my Lord. (thing ? 

Oibt. That's ftrangc. 

e^Emil. I durft(my Lord)to wager, Ihe is honed: 
Lay downe my Soule at (lake : If you thinke other, 
Remoue your thought. It doth abufe your bofome: 
If any wretch haue put this in your head , 
Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe, 

~«t • — — 



For if flic be not honeft,chafte,and true, 

There's no man happy. The pureft of their Wiucs 

Is foute at Slander. 

Otbt. Bid her come hither : go. Exit e&miiia. 

She (aies enough : yet (he's a Ample Baud 
That cannot fry at much. This is a fubtile Whore : 
A CloiTet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yet (he'le knecle,and pray I I haue feene her do't. 

Enttr DefiiCPKna,iinJ z-'Cmi/ia. 

Def. My Lord,what is your will t 

Otbt. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure ? 

Otb. Let me fee your eyes : looke in my face. 

Def. What horrible Fancie't thii? 

Otbt. Some of your Function Miftris: 
Leaue Procrcantt alone,and (hut the doore: 
Cough,or cry hem; if any bod ycome t 
Your Myftery,your Myftcry : May difpatch.£*/r tt&mti, 

'Def. Vpon my knee, what doth your fpeech import? 
I vnderftand a Fury in your wordt. 

Otbt. Why ? What art thou ? 

Dtf. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyall wife. 

Otbtllo. Come fweare it .- damne thy (elfe, lead 
being like one of Heauen, the diuellt themfeluet (hould 
fearc to ceaee thee. Therefore be double damn'd : fweare 
thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oriv.Heauen truely knowes,that thoo art falfe as hell. 

'DtJ. To whom my Lord ? 
With whom ? How am I falfe ? 

Otbt. Ah Defdemen, away, away, away . 

DeJ. Alas the heauy day : why do you wecpe ? 
Am 1 the motiue of their teares my Lord? 
If happely you my Father do fufpefct, 
An Inftrumcnt of this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me: if you haue loft him, 
I haue loft him too. 

Otbt. Had it pleas'd Heauen, 
To try me with Affliction, had they rain'd 
All kind of Sores,and Shames on my bare-head: 
Steep d me in pouertie to the very lippes, 
Giuen to Captiuitie, me, and my vtmoft hopes, 
I (hould haue found in lome place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But ala*,to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 
To point his flow, and mouing finger at. 
Yet could I beare that too, well, very well : 
But there where I haue garncrd vp my heart, 
Where cither I muft Hue, or beare no life, 
The Fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 
Or elfe dries vp : to be difcarded thence, 
Or kecpe it as a Ceflcrne,for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in. Turne thy compUiion there : 
Patience, thou young and Rofe-lip'd Cherubin, 
I hecre looke grim as hell. 

Def, I hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft. 

Otbt. Oh I, as Sommcr Fives are in the Shambles, 
That quicken eucn with blowing. Oh thou weed t 
Who art fo louely faire,and (mcll'li fo fweete, 
That the Scnfe akes at thee, 
Would thou had'ft neuer bin borne. 

Def. Alas,what ignorant fin haue I committed ? 

Otbt. Wis this faire Paper? This mod goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore vpon ? What comiaited, 
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Committed? Oh, thou publicke Commoner, 
I mould make very Forge* of my checkes, 
That would to Cyndcr* burne vp Modeftie, 
Did I but fpeake thy deedes. What commited ? 
Heauen floppes the Nofe at it, and the Moone wink* : 
The baudy winde that kifTes all it meetei, 
It hufh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And will not hear't. What commited f 

Dtf. By Heauen you do me wrong. 

Otbt. Are not you a Strumpet ? 

e Dtf. No, as I am a Chrifban. 
If to preferue this vcffell for my Lord, 
From any other fuule vnlawfull touch 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 

Otbt. What, not a Whore > 

Dtf. No,a» I fhall be fau'd. 

Otbt. 1st poflible ? 

Dtf. Oh Heauen forgiue vs. 

Otbt. I cry you mercy then . 
I tooke yon for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Otbtllo. You Miftris, 

Enttr e/EmHia. 
That haue the office oppofite to Saint Ptttr, 
And keepet the gate of hell. You, you : I you. 
We haue done our courfe : there'* money for your paines: 
I pray you turne the key, and keepe our counfaile. Exit. 

vEmil. Ala*, what do'* thi* Gentleman conceiue ? 
How do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady ? 

Dtf. Faith, halfe a fteepe. 

eAM. Good Madam, 
What'* the matter with my Lord ? 

Dtf. With who ? 

tAmii. Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 

Dtf. Who is thy Lord f 

• t.»:i; He that is yours, fweet Lady. 

Dtf. I haue none : do not talke to me t v£mi/ia t 
1 cannot weepe : nor anfweres haue I none, 
Bnt what mould go by water. Prythee to night, 
Lay on my be J. my wedding weetes, remember, 
And call thy husband hither. 

csEmil. Hecre's a change indeed. Exit. 

Dtf. Tt9 meete I ihould be v»'d fo : very meete. 
How haue I bin bebau'd.that he might fticke 
The fmall'ft opinion on my lead mifvfe I 

Enttr I age, and ficfirific 

lag). What is your pleifure Madam? 
How is't with you ? 

Dtf. I cannot tell : thofe that do teach yong Babe* 
Do it with gentle meancs, and eaiie taskes. 
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding. 

Iago. What is the matter Lady ? 

tA.mil. Alas(/4£o)my Lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne fuch dilpight,and heauy terme* vpon her 
That true hearts cannot beare it. 

Dtf. Am 1 that name,/^! 

Iago. What name,(faire Lady?) 

Dtf. Such as ihe fiid my Lord did fay I wo, 

e*£W. He call'd her whore Begger in hi* drinke : 
Could not haue laid fuch terme* vpon his CiUet. 

Iago. Why did he fo ? 

Dtf. I do not know : I am fure I am none fuch. 
lags. Do not weepe,do not weepe : ala* the day. 
tA'jnil. Hath (he forfooke fo many Noble Matches ? 
Her Father? And hcrCountry? And her Friend* J 



To be call'd Whore ? Would it not make one weepe ? 

Dtf. It is my wretched Fortune. 

Iago. Befhrew him fbr't : 
How comes thi* Tricke vpon him ? 

Dtf. Nay, Heauen doth know. 

e,£mi. I will be hang'd.if fome cternall Villiinc, 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slaue, to get fome Office, 
Haue not dcuis'd this Slander : I will be hang'd elfe. 

Iago. Fie, there is no fuch man : it is impoffible. 

Dtf. If any fuch there be, Heauen pardon him. 

tALmil. A halter pardon him : 
A nd hell gnaw his bones. 
Why Ihould he call her Whore T 
Who keepe* her companie ? 
What Place ? What Time* 
What Forme ? What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by fome moft vilhnouj Knauc, 
Some bafe notorious Knaue, fome fcuruy Fellow. 
Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thou'd'ft vnfold, 
And put in rue ry honeft hand a whip 
To law the Rafcall* naked through the worfd, 
Euen from the Eaft to th'Weft. 

Iago. Speake within doore. 

e/£«i7. Oh fie vpon them: fome fuch Squire he was ' 
That turn'd your wit, the feamy-fide without, 
And made you to fufpefl me with the Moore. 

lags. You are a Foole : go too. 

<Dtf. Alas Iago, 
What mall 1 do to win my Lord againe r 
Good Friend.go to him : for by this light of Heauen, 
I know not how I loft him. Heere I kneele : 
If ere my will did trefpafle 'gain ft his Loue, 
Either in difcourfe of thought, or acVuall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Earcs, or any Sence 
Delighted them : or any other Forme. 
Or that I do not yet, and euer did, 
And euer will, ( though he do make me off 
To beggerly diuorcement ) Loue him deerely, 
Comfort forfweare me. VnkindncfTe may do much, 
And his vnkindnefTc may defeat my life, 
But neuer taynt my Loue. I cannot fay Whore, 
It do's abhorre me now I fpeake the word, 
To do the Aft, that might the addition earne, 
Not the worlds Mafle of vanitie could make me. 

lags. I pray you be content : 'tis but hi* humour : 
The bufinefle of the State do'* him offence. 

Dtf. If 'twere no other. 

Iago. It is but fo, I warrant, 
Hearke how thefe lnftruments fummon to fupper : 
The MefTenger* of Venice ftaie* the mcate, 
Go in, and weepe not: all thing-, fhall be well. 

Extunt Dtfdtmona and ^Emilia. 

Enttr RcJerigt. 
How now l^tfcrigef 

Rod. I do not finde 
That thou deal'ft iuftly with me. 

Iago. What in the contrarie ? 

Rcderi. Euery day thou daft* me with fome deuife 
Li, : , and rather, as it feemes to me now, keep'ft from 
me all conueniencie, then fupplicft me with the leaft »d- 
uantage of hope : I will indeed no longer endure It. Nor 
am I yet periwaded to put vp in peace, what already I 
haue foolifhly fuffred. 

Iago. Will you hearc me Roaorigo t 

Hottcri. 1 
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Rcdari. I hauc heard too much ; and your words and 
Pcrformanc et are no kin together. 

Ugt. You charge me moft vniurtly. 

•hi With naught but truth t I haue wafted my 
feife out of my meane*. The Ieweli you haue had from 
me to deliuer Dtfdrmona, would halfe haue corrupted a 
Votarift. You haue told me (he hath receiu'd them, 
and return'd me expcclations and comforts of fodaine 
refpc£r,and acquaintance, but I finde none. 

Uga. Well, go too : very well. 
' Rod. Very well , go too : 1 cannot go too, ( man ) nor 
tis not very well. Nay I think it is fcuruy ; and begin to 
findc my felfe fbpt in it. 

Uga. Very well. 

Rodor. I tell you, 'tit not very well : I will make my 
felfe knowne to Dtfdemona. If (he will returne me my 
IeweU, I will giue ouer my Suit, and repent my vn law- 
full folicitation. If not, affure your felfe, I will feeke 
fatisfa&ion of you. 

Uga. You haue faid now. 

Redo. I and faid nothing but what I proteft intend- 
ment of doing. 

Ugo. Why, now I fee there's mettle in thee : and 
euen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- 
pinion then euer before : giue me thy hand R'Morigo. 
Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft excepti- 
on : but yet I proteft I haue dealt moft directly in thy 
Affaire. 

Rod. It hath not appeer'd. 

Iaga. I grant indeed it hath not appeer'd : and 
your fufpition is not without wit and iudgement. 
But Redariga, if thou haft that in thee indeed, which 
I haue greater reafon to bcleeue now then euer ( I 
meane purpofe, Courage, and Valour } this night 
(hew it. If thou rhe next night following enioy not 
Defdtmona, take me from this world with Treache- 
rie, and deuife Engines fur my life. 

"Red. Well: what is it ? Is it within, reafon and com- 
paffe ? 

Iaga. Sir, there is efpeciall Commiffion come from 
Venice to depute Cof/io in Oibtlla's place. 

Rod. Is that true f Why then Oibtllo and Dtfdtmona 
returne againe to Venice. 

Ugo. Oh no : he goes into Mauritania and takcth 
away with him the faire 'Dtfdtmona, vnleffe his a- 
bode be lingred heere by Come accident. Where- 
in none can be fo determinate, as the remouing of 
Caffte. 

Rod. How do you meane remouing him ? 

Iaga. Why, by making him vncapable of Otbtltit 
place t knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to do. 

Iaga. I : if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
right. He fups to night with a Harlotry : and thither 
will I go to him. He knowet not yet of his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence ( which 
I will falhion to fall out betweene twelue and one) 
you may take him at your pleafurc. I will be neere 
to fecond your Attempt, and he flull fall betweene 
vs. Come, ftand not amaz'd at it, but go along with 
me : I will (hew you fuch a ncceffitic in his death, that 
you (hall thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It 
is now high fupper time : and the night growes to waft. 
About it. 

"Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

Ugo. And you flvalbe faturVd. Extant. 



Scena Tertia. 



Bnttr Otbtllt, Lodottico, Dtfdtm 
and tAttndantt. 
Lod. I do befeech you Sir, trouble your felfe no further. 
Oth. Oh pardon me : 'twill do me good to walke. 
Lodsui. Madam, good night : I humbly thanke your 
Ladythip. 

Def. Your Honour is moft welcome. 
Otb. Will you walke Sir ? Oh Dtfdtmoms. 
'Dtf. My Lord. 

Otbtllo. Get you to bed on th'inftant, I will be re- 
turn'd forthwith : difmiffe your Attendant there : look't 
be done. Exit . 

DtJ. I will my Lord. 
ry£m. How goes it now? He lookes gentler then he did. 

Dtf. He faies he will returne incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to difmiffe you. 

e/£mi. Difmiffe me f 

Dt(. It was his bidding : therefore good t^Smtlia, 
Giue mc my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We muft not now difpleafe him. 

e/fini/. I, would you had neuer feene him. 

Dtf. So would not I : my loue doth fo approue htm, 
That euen his ftubbornefle, his checks, his frownct, 
(Prythee vn-pin me) haue grace and fauour. 
ofiwi. I haue, laid thofe Sheetet you bad me on the bed. 
'DtJ. All's one: good Father, how foolifti are our minds? 
If I do die before, prythee flirow'd me 
In one of thefe fame Sheetet. 

.- £W. Come, come I you talke. 

Dtf. My Mother had a Maid call'd Harbant, 
She wat in loue : and he ihe lou d prou'd mad, 
And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willough, 
An old thing 'twas : but it exprefs'd her Fortune, 
And the dy'd tinging it. That Song to night, 
Will not go from my mind : I haue much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one fide 
And fing it like poore Urabarit: prythee difpatch. 

esEmi. Shall I go fetch your Night-gowne ? 

Def. No, vn-pin me here, 
This Lodottito is a proper man. 

vEmil. A very handfome man. 

Dtf. He fpeakes well. 

■nWlff 1 know a Lady in Venice would haue walk'd 
barefoot to Paleftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Dtf. Tbt poort Stub fat finging, by a Sit amour trtt. 
Sing all a grttnt Wil/engb l 
Htr band an btr biftmt her btad on btr bjitt, 
Sing milaagb,milo*gb t mil*ugb. 
Tbt frtfb Strtamtl ran by btr, and murmur d btr meant t 
Sing Wt/laugb, &t. 

Htr fait ttartt fill from btr , and foftned tbt fhntt, 
Sing »Vh*gb,&t. (Uy by thele; 

miloagb^milougb. (Prythee high thee : he'le come anon) 
Sing all a grttnt Wilhugb muft bt my Garland. 
Lit no body blame htm,hii fcernt I ,:/■/ 
(Nay that's not next. Hjrkc, who is't that knocks ? 
c/Emil. It's the wind. 

'Dtf. I tall d my Lout falft Lout : but fbat faid bt tbm ? 
Sing lV,lkugb,&t. 

If I court mo vrimin,yoult teucb witb ma mtn. 
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•>o get thee gone, good night : mine eyet do itch : 
Doth that boade weeping ? 

es£mil , 'Tis neyther heere, nor there* 

Def. I haue heard it faid fo. O thefe Men, thefc men ! 
Do'ft thou in confeience thinlce( tell me cEmiiia) 
That there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch grofle kinde I 

e^-Emil. There be fome fuch, no queftion. 

Def. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world » 

e/Kmi/. Why, would not you ? 

*Def. No,by this Heauenly light. 

e^Emil. Nor I neither, by this Heauenly light: 
I might doo't as well i'th'darke. 

'Def. Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? 

v£mil. The world's a huge thing: 
It is a great price, for a fmall vice. 

Def. Introth, I thinke thou would'ft not. 

v£m\l. Introth 1 thinke I fhould, and vndoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doe fuch a thing for a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meafure* of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor dps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world I why, who would not make her hus- 
ban da Cuckold, to make him a Monarchal fhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for't. 

1>ef. Befhrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole world. 

e,£W. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th'world ; 
and hauing the world for your labour, 'tis a wrung in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right. 

Def. I do not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

ay£mi/. Vet, a doxen : and as many to'th'vantage, at 
would ftore the world they plaid for. 
But I do thinke it is their Husbands faults 
If Wiucs do fall : (Say, that they fbeke their duties, 
And powre our Treafures into forraigne laps; 
Or elfc breake out in pceuiih lealoufiet. 
Throwing reftraint vpon vs : Or fay they ftrikc vt, 
Or fcant our former hauing in defpight) 
Why we haue galles : and though we haue fome Grace, 
Yet haue we fome Reuenge. Let Husbands know, 
Their wiues haue fenfe like them : They fee, and fmell, 
And haue their Palats both for fweet.and fowrc, 
At Husbandt haue. What is it that they do, 
When they change vs for others? It it Sport? 
I thinke it it : and doth Affection breed it ? 
I thinke it doth. Is't Frailty that thuserret? 
It it fo too. And haue not we Affections? 
Defiret for Sport? and Frailty, as men haue/ 
Then let them vfe vt well : elfe let thrm know, 
The illet we do, their illes inftruft vt fo. 

'Def. Good night, good night : 
Heauen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not to picke bad, from bad; but by bad, mend. Exeunt 



ABus Quint us. Scena tPrima. 



Enter lags, and Roderige. 
Iago. Heere, ftand behinde this Barkc, 
Straight will he come : 

Wcare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home t 
Quicke,quicke, feare nothing; He be at thy Elbow 
It makes vs, or it marrct vs, thinke on that, 
And fixe moft firme thy Refolution. 



Rod. Be neere at hand, I may mifcarry in't.: 
Iago. Heere, at thy hand: Be bold, tc take thy ftand. 
Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the deed, 
And yet he hath giuen me fatisfying Reafont : 
Tit but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he diet. 

lage.l haue nib'd this yong Quat almoft to the fenfe, 
And he growet angry. Now, whether he kill Caffio, 
Or Caf/to him, or each do kill the other, 
' Euery way maket my gaine. Liue Rodorigt, 
j He callcs me to a restitution large 
! Of Gold,and levels, that I bob'd from him, 
As Goiftt to Defdemtrd. 
It muft not be : If Cajjio do remaine, 
He hath a dayly beauty in his life, 
That makes me vgly : and belidci, the Moore 
May vnfold me to him : there ftand 1 in much peril! : 
No, he muft dye. But fo, I heard him comming. 
Enter Caffio. 

'Rod. I know hit gate, 'tis he : Villaine thou dyeft. 

Caf. That thruft had becne mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coate is better then thou know'ft : 
1 will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. Oh, I am flaine. 

Caffio. I am maym'd for euer : 
Helpe hoa: Murther, murther. 

£*ffr Othello. 

Otb. The voyce of Caffio, Iago keepet his word. 

Rod. O Villaine that 1 am. 

Otb. It it euen fo. 

Caf. Oh helpe hoa : Li^ht, a Surgeon. 

Otb. Tis he : O braue Iago, honeft.and iuft, 
That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong, 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your deerc lyes dead, 
And your vnbleft Fate highet : Strumpet I come : 
For of my heart, thofc Charities thine Eyet, are blotted . 
Thy Bed luft-ftain'd, fhall with Luffs blood bee fpotted. 

Brit Otbe/h. 
i Enter Lodonico and Gratiano. 

Caf. What hoa? no Watch? No pafTage ? 
Murther, Murther. 

Gra. Tit fome mifchance,thc voyce is very dire full. 

Caf. Oh helpe. 

Rod.' Oh wretched Villaine. 

Led. Two or three groane. Tit heauy night ; 
Thefe may be counterfeits : Let's think't vnfafie 
To come into the cry, without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come : then fhall 1 bleed to death. 
Enter logo. 

Led. Hearke. 

Gra. Here't one comet in hit fhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 

Iago. WWt there T 
Who't noyfe it this that erie* on murther ? 

Ledo. We do not know. 

Iago, Do not you hcare a cry? 

Caf. Heere, heere : for heauen fake helpe me. 

Iago. What't the matter ? 

Gra. This it OtbefW* Ancient, as I take it. 

Ledo. The fame indeedr, a very valiant Fellow, 

Iago. What are you heere. that cry fo greruoufly? 

Caf. Iago} Oh 1 am fpoyl'd, vndone by Villaine*; 
Giue me fome helpe. 

Ii>gv. O mee, Lieutenant ! 
What Villainet haue done this t 

Caf. I thinke that one of them it hecreabout, 

And 
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And cannot make away. 

logo. Oh tTeacheroui Viliaines : 
What are you there ?Come in, and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O helpe me there. 

Cajjio. That's one of them. 

Iag». Oh murd'roua Slaue \ O Villaine J 

Rod. O damn'd lago I O inhumane Dogge ! 

lago. Kill men i'th'darke ? 
Where be thefe bloody Theeuei? 
How filent is thisTownc ? Hoa,murther,murther. 
What may you be? Are you of good, or euill ? 

Led. At you dull proue vs,praife vs. 

lago. Signior LuLuico ? 

Led. He Sir. 

lago. I cry you mercy : here** Cajjio hurt by Villaine*. 
Gra. Cajjio? 
lago. How "n't Brother? 
CaJ. My Legge is cut in two. 
lago. Marry hcauen forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, He binde it with my fliirt. 
Enter Hianca. 

*Bian. What is the matter hoa? Who is't that cry'd ? 

lago. Who b't that cry'd? 

Bian. Oh my deere Cajjio, 
My fweet Cajjio .'Oh CajJu,CajJio,Caf&a. 

lago. O notable Strumpet. CaJJte, may you fufpe& 
Who they mould be, that haue thus mangled you ? 

CaJ. No. 

Gra. I am forry to finde you thus ; 
I haue beene to fecke you. 

lago. Lend me a Garter. So : Oh fur a Chaire 

To beare him eafily hence. 

*B$m. Alai he faints. Oh Caj1io,CaJfio,Ca0o. 

lago. Gentlemen all, I do fufyict thii Tra/h 
To be a party in this Iniurie. 
Patience awhile, good Cajjio. Come,come ; 
Lend me a Light : know we this face, or no ? 
Alas my Friend, and my deere Countryman 
Rodtrigoi No : Ves fure : Yes, 'tis Rodorigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

Iagt. Euen he Sir : Did you know him ? 

Qra. Know him? 1. 

lago. Signior Cratiam ? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my Manners, 
That fo neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lago. How do you Cajjio ? Oh, a Chaire, a Chjire. 

Gra. Rodorigo ? 

lago. He, he, 'tis he : 
Oh that's well faid, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
He fetch the Generall's Surgeon. For you Miltris, 
Saue you your labour. He that lies flainc heerc [Cajfio) 
Was my deere friend. What malice was between you t 

CaJ. None in the world : nor do I know the man ? 

lago. What? lookc you pale? Oh beare him o'th'Ayre. 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Lookc you pale, Miftris r 
Do you perceiuc the gaftneiTe of her eye .' 
Nay, if you (rare, we /hall hcare more anon. 
Behold her well : 1 pray you lookc vpon her t 
Do you fee Gentlemen? Nay,guiltineire will fpeake 
Though tongues were out of vfe. 

c/£m/7. Alas, what is the matter f 
What is the matter, Husband ? 

lag*. Cajjio hath heere bin fet on in the darke 
By Rodorigo, and Fcllowcs that are fcap'd : 

— £jf 



He's almoft flaine, and Jtydorigo quite dead. 

ts£mil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (Jajiio. 

lago. This it the fruits of whoring. Prythe v£milia, 
Go know of Cajjio where be fupt to night. 
What, do you make at that ? 

Bi.m. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not. 

lago. O did he fo ? I charge you go with me. 

v£mil. Oh fie vpon thee Strumpet. 

"Bian. I am no Strumpet, but of life as honeft, 
As you that thus abufe me. 

e/£W/. At 1? Fie vpon thee. 

lago. Kinde Gentlemen i 
Let's go fee poo re Capo dreft. 
Come Miftris, you muft tcl's another Tale. 
cs£milia, run you to the Cittadell, 
And tell my Lord and Lady.what hath happ'd : 
Will you go on afore ? This is tbe night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Exnnt 



Scaena Secunda. 



Enter Otbtllo, and DeJJemcna in her bed. 

Otb. It is the Caufe, it is the Caufe ( my Soule) 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte Starres, 
It is the Caufe. Yet lie not flied her blood, 
Nor fcarre that whiter tkin of hers, then Snow, 
And fmooth as Monumcntall Alablafter : 
Yet i he muft dye, elfe fllee'l betray more men : 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light : 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Minifter, 
I can againe thy former light reftore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning'ft Patternc of excelling Nature, 
I know not where is that Pronutbaran heate 
That can thy Light re-Lume. 
When I haue pluck'd thy Rofe, 
I cannot giue it vitall growth againe, 
It needs muft wither. He fmell thee on the Tree. 
Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoft perfwade 
Iuftice to breake her Sword. One more, one more : 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And loue thee after. One more, and that's the lift. 
So fweet, was ne're fo fatal). I muft weepe, 
But they are cruel 1 Teares : This furrow's heauenly, 
It ftrilces, where it doth loue. She wakes. 

DeJ. Who's there / Otbtllo ? 

Otbtl. XDejdtmona. 

*DeJ. Will you come to bed, my Lord? 
Otb. Haue you pray'd to night, Tltj demon i 
DeJ. I my Lord. 

Otb. If you bethinke your felfi: of any Crime 
VnrcconciPd as yet to Heaucn,and Grace, 
Solicite for it ftraight. 

DeJ. Alacke, my Lord, 
What may you meane by that ? 

Otb. Well, do it, and be brcefe, I will walks by : 
I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit, 
No, Heauens fore-fend) I would not kill thy Soule. 

DeJ. Talke you of killing ? 

Otb. I, 1 do. 

DeJ. Then Heauen haue mercy on mee. 

Otb. 

: , 
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Otb. Amen, with all my heart. 

Dtf. If you fay, I hope yju will not kill me. 

Otb. Humh. 

'Dtf. And yet I feare you : for you're fatall then 
When your cyel rowle fo. 
Why I (hould feare, I know not, 
Since guiltinefle I know not : But yet I feele I feare. 

Otb. Thinke on thy fin net. 

Dtf. They are Louet I beare to you. 

Otb. I, and for that thou dy'ft. 

D,f. That death's vnnaturall, that kilt for louing. 
Ala*, why gnaw you fo your nether-lip? 
Some bloody paflion (hakes your very Frame : 
Thefe are portents: but yet I hopc,l hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Otb. Peace,and be (till. 

Dtf, I will fo : What's the matter? 

Oib. That Handkerchief* 
Which I fo lou'd,and gaue thee, thou gau'ft to Cf^f». 

'Dtf. No by my Life, and Soule : fend for the man, 
And aske him. 

Otb. Sweet Soule, take heed, take heed of Periury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Dtf. I, but not yet to dye. 

Otb. Prefently. 
Therefore confclTe thee freely of thy finne s 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot rcmoue.nor cboake the ftrong Conception 
That I do grone withall. Thou art to dye. 

Dtf. O Heauen haue mercy on me* 

Otb. I fay, Amen. 

Dtf. And haue you mercy too. I neuer did 
Offend you in my life : neuer lou'd Caffio, 
But with fuch general I warrantie of Heauen, 
As I might louc. I neuer gaue him Token. 

Otb. By Heauen 1 faw my Handkcrchiefe in** hand. 

0 periur'd woman, thou do'ft (tone my heart, 
And make, me call, what I intend to do, 

A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 

1 faw the Handkcrchiefe. 

Dtf. He found it then : 
I neuer gaue it him t Send, for him hither s 
Let him confefTe a truth. 

Otb. He hath confeft. 

Dtf. What, my Lord t 

Otb. That he hath v»'d thee. 

Dtf. How? vnlawfully T 

Otb. I. 

Dtf. He will not fay fo. 

Otb. No : hit mouth is ftopp'd t 
Honeft Jaga hath 'tane order for't. 

'Dtf. Oh, my feare interprets. What it he dead ? 

Otb. Had all hit hairet bin liuet, my great Rcuenge 
Had ftomacke for them all. 

Dtf. Alas, he is betray'd, and I vndone. 

Otb.Out Strumpet t weep'ft thou for him to my face? 

Dtf O banith me, my Lord, but kill me not. 

Otb. Downe Strumpet. 

Dtf. Kill me to morrow, let me Hue to night. 

Otb. Nay, if you flriue. 

Dtf. But halfe an houre. 

Otb. Being done, there it no pawfe. 

'Dtf. But while I fay one prayer. 

Otb. It is too late. Smctbtri btr. 

cfmilia at tbt daert. 
ty£mil. My Lord, my Lord ? What hoa h 



My Lord, my Lord. 

O/i.What noife is this? Not dead? not yet quite dead? 
I that am cruell, am yet mercifoll, 
I would not haue thee linger in thy paine ? 
So,fo. 

v£mil.witbi*. What hoa? my Lord, my Lord ' 
Otb. Who's there? 

es£m:i. Oh good my Lord, I would fpeake la word 
with you. 

Otb. Ye* : Tit &£milia t by and by. Shee's dead. 
Tit like the comet to fpeake of C J # 5 ' 5 death : 
The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing ? 
Still at the Craue. Shall (he come in? Wer't good ? 
I thinke (he ftirre* againe No, what's beft to do ? 
If (he come in, fhee'I fure fpeake to my wife : 
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I haue no wife. 
Oh infupportable ! Oh heauy houre! 
Me thinke*, it mould be now a huge Eclipfel 
Of Sunne, and Moone ; and that th affrighted Globe 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

cfmil. I do befeech you 
That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 

Otb. I had forgot thee : oh come in cAZmilia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaine* draw. 
Where art thou? What't the matter with thee now ? 
Enttr cfmilia. 
c£mil. Oh my good Lord, yonder* foule Murther* 



Otb. What? now? 

e/£W»A But now, my Lord. 

Otb. It it the very error of the Moone, 
She come* more neerer Earth then (he wis 
And makes men mad. 

? £'*//. C a lf'°< m Y Lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venetian, call'd Rodetigo. 

Otb. RsMrigi kill'd ? and Caffu kill'd? 

cfjml. No, CaJJio is not kill'd. 

Otb. Not Cajfn kill'd/ Then Murther'* out of tune, 
And fweet Reuenge growe* harlh. 
Dtf. O falfely, falfely murder'd. 
cfmil. Alas! what cry is that f 
Otb. That? What ? 

cfmil. Out, and alas, that was my Ladie* voice. 
Helpe, helpe hoa, hetpe. Oh Ladie fpeake againe, 
Sweet Dtfdtmotia, oh fweet Miftris, fpeake. 

Dtf. A guiltlefle death, I dye. 

cj£mU. Oh who hath done this deed ? 

Dtf. No body : I my felfe, farewell : 
Commend me to my kinde Lord : oh farewell. 

Otb. Why, how mould the be murdred ? 

cfmil. Ala* : who known ? 

Otb. You heare her fay her felfe, it was not I. 

cfmil. She (aid fo s I mud needs report the truth. 

Otb. She** like a Liar gone to burning hell, 
Twas I that kill'd her. 

if mil. Oh the more Angell (he, and you the black- 
er Diuell.i 

Otb. She turn'd to folly : and (he was a whore. 

cf.mil. Thou do'ft bely her,and thou art a diucll. 

Otb. She wa* falfe a* water. 

I- Emil. Thou art rath at fire, to fay 
That (he wat falfe. Oh (he was heauenly true. 

Otb. Caffh did top her : Atk thy husband elfe. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell: 
But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity. Thy Hmband knew it all. 

■ f\mit 
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t/£mil. My Husband •' 
Otb. Thy Husband. 

esEmil. That (he was falfe to Wedlocke ? 

Otb. I, with Cijpj : had (he bin true, 
If Heauen would mike me fuch another world, 
Of one entyre and perfecl Chryfolite, 
I'ld not haue fold her for it. 
vEmil. My Husband? 

Otb. I, 'twas he that told me on her firft, 
An honed man he is, and hatest the flimc 
That ftickes on filthy deeds. 

cs£mil. My Husband ? 

Otb. What needs this itterance, Woman ? 
I fay, thy Husband. 

e/£»t7. Oh Miftris, 
Villany hath made mockcs with lou«: 
My Hiwband fay (he was falfe ? 

Otb. He, Woman ; 
I lay thy Husband : Do'ft vnderftand the word ? 
My Friend, thy Husband ; honeft, honeft lago. 

cAuKit. If he fay fo, may his pernicious Soule 
Rot halfe a graine a day i he lyes to'th'heart. 
She was too fond of her moll filthy Bargaine. 

Otb. Hah? 

eyf.a:,, Do thy wotft : 
This dcede of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 
Then thou was't worthy her. 

Otb. Peace, you were beft. 

<• Emil. Thou haft not halfe that powre to do me harm, 
As I haue to be hurt. Oh Gull, oh dolt, 
As ignorant as durt : thou haft done a deed 
(1 care not for thy Sword) lie make thee known, 
Though I loft twenty liues. Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath kill'd my Miftns. Murther, rourther. 

Eater Mint art, Gratia**, and lago. 

Men. What is the matter ? How now Generall ? 
e/Emil. Oh, are you come, lago : you haue done well, 
That men muft lay their MurtEers on your necke. 
Gra. What is the matter ? 

e/Emil. Difproue this Villaine, if thou bee'ft a man : 
He fayes, thou told'ft him that his wife was falfe : 
I know thou did'ft not : thou'rt not fuch a Villain. 
Speakc, for my heart is full. 

lago. I told him what 1 thought, 
And told no more 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt, and true. 

v£mit. But did you euer tell him, 
She was falfe? 

lap. I did. 

t/Emil. You told a Lye. an odious damned Lye : 
Vpon my Soule, a Lye ; a wicked Lye. 
Shee falfe with Cajjn ? 
Did you (ay with Cajfio} 

lago. With Cajfio, Miftris ? 
Go too, charme your tongue. 

Emil. I will not charme my Tongue j 
1 am bound to fpeake, 
My Miftris hcere lyes murthered in her bed. 

All. Oh Heaucns, forefend. 

Emil. And your reports haue fet the Murder on. 

Otbello. Nay ftare not Mafteri, 
It is true indeede. 

Gra. Tis a ftrange Truth. 

enfant. O monftrous A etc 



Emil. Villany, villany, villany : 
I thinke vpon't, I thinke : I fmel't : O Villany s 
I thought fo then : lie kill my felfe for grcefe. 

0 villany ! villany ! 

lago. What, are you mad ? 

1 charge you get you home. 

Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me haue leaue to fpeake: 
Tis proper I obey him ; but not now : 
Perchance lago, I will ne're go home. 

Otb. Oh, oh, oh. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee downc,and roare : 
For thou haft kill'd the fweeteft innocent, 
That ere did lift vp eye. 

Otb. Oh tne was fowlc .' 
I f carle did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue newly ftopp'd : 
I know this acle fliewes horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poo re 'Dt/dtmon : 
I am glad thy Father's dead, 
Thy Match was mortall to him t and pure greefe 
Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he liue now, 
This fight would make him do a defperate turne t 
Yea, curfe his better Angell from his fide, 
And fall to Reprobance. 

Otb. Tis pittifuli : but yet lago knowes 
That fhe with Cajfio, hath the Afl of fliame, 
A thoufand times committed. Cajfio confeft it, 
And die did gratifie his amorous workes 
With that Recognizance and pledge of Loue 
Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hanJ : 
It was a Handkerchiefc, an Antique Token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Emil. Oh Heauen ! oh hcauenly Powres ! 

lago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. "Twill out, 'twill out. I peace ? 
No, I will fpeake as liberall as the North ; 
Let Heauen, and Men, and Diuels, let them all, 
All, all, crie ftume againft me, yet lie fpeake. 

lago. Be wife, and get you home. 

Emil. 1 will not. 

Gra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman. 

Emil. Oh thou dull Moore, 
That Handkerchiefe thou fpeak'ft of 
I found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband t 
For often, with a folemne earneftnefle, 
( More then indeed belong'd to fuch a Trifle ) 
He begg'd of me, to fteale't. 

lago. Villanous Whore. 

Emil. She giue it Cajfio} No, alas I found it, 
And I did giu't my Husband. 

lago. Filth, thou lyeft. 

Emil. By Heauen I do not, I do not Gentlemen : 
Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what lhould fuch a Foole 
Do with fo good a wife ? 

Otb. Are there no ftones in Heauen, 
But what femes for the Thunder ? 
Precious Villaine. 

Gra. The woman falles: 
Sure he hath kill'd his Wife. 

Emil. I, I i oh lay me by my Miftris fide. 

Gra. Hee's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 

Mon. Tis a notorious Villain: take you this weapon 
Which I haue recoucr'd from the Moore : 
Come guard the doore without, let him not paflc, 
But kill him rather. He after that fame villaine, 
For 'tis a damned Slaue. Exit. 

Otb. 



Digitized by Google 



338 



The TragedieofOtbello 



Oib. I am not valiant neither i 
But euery Punie whipfter get* my Sword. 
But why ftould Honor out-liue Honcfty ? 
Let it go all. 

v£mil. What did thy Song boid Lady ? 
Hearke,canft thou heare me T I will play the Swan, 
And dye in Muficlte : Wtlougb, Mlioagb, Vilhugb. 
Moore, fhe was chafte : She lou'd thee, cruell Moore, 
So come my Soule to blifle, as I fpeake true : 
So fpealcing as I thinke, alas, I dye. 

Otb. 1 haue another weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper : 
Oh hecrc it is : Vnkle I muft come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will cod thee deere , 
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fuffer. 

Oib. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake with me, 
Or naked as I am 1 will aflault thee. 

Qra. What is the matter? 

Otbtl. Behold, I haue a weapon i 
A better neuer did it fclfe fuftaine 
Vpon a Soldiers Thigh. I haue feene the day, 
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 
I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop. But (oh vaine boaft) 
Who can controll his Fate ? Tis not fo now. 
Be not affraid, though you do fee me weapon 'd : 
Heere is my iournics end, heerc is my butt 
And ■•■ crie Sea-marke of my vtmoft Saile. 
Do you go backe difmaid? Tis a loft feare: 
Man but a Rulh againft Otbtllo* breft, 
And he retires. Where ftiould Olbttlo go ? 
Now : how doft thou looke now? Oh ill-Starr'd wench, 
Pale as thy Smocke : when we (hall meete at compt, 
This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will fnaich at it. Cold, cold, my Girle ? 
Euen like thy Chaftity. O curled, curfed Slaue I 
Whip me ye Dim-Is, 

From the poJTeflion of this Hrauenly light : 
Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, 
Waft me in ftcepc-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 
Oh Dtjdimm ! dead Defdemtm : dead. Oh, oh | 



, Cajjto, MeKtaHOf and fagt t 
n-itb Offictrt. 

Lod. Where is this raft, and moft vnrbrtunate man ? 

Otb. That's he that was Otbtilo : heere I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? 
Bring the Villaine forth. 

Oib. I look down towards his feet ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou bee'ft a Diuell, I cannot kill thee. 

Led. Wrench his Sword from him. 

leg?. 1 bleed Sir, but not kill'd. 

Oitil. I am not lorry neither, Il'd haue thee Hue t 
For in my fenfe, 'tis happinefte to die. 

Lod. Oh thou Otbf/io, that was once fo good, 
Falne in the praOife of a curfed SUue, 
What Hull be (aide to thee. 

O.b. Why any thing : 
An honourable Murderer, if you will i 
For nought 1 did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany : 
Did you and he confent in Cajfto'i death. 
Otb. L 

Cof. Deere Generall, I neuer gaue you caufc. 
Otb. I do belecue it, and I aske your pardon t 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy-Diuell, 



Why he hath thus enfnar'd my Soule and Body . 

lag. Demand me nothing : what you know, you 
From this time forth, I neuer will fpeake word. 

Led. What' not to pray ? 

Qra. Torments will ope your lip*. 

Otb. Well, thou doft beft. 

Led. Sir, 

You (hall vnderftand what hath befalne, 
(Which, as I thinke, you know not) heere is a 
Found in the pocket of the flaine Redtrigo, 
And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Cajfie-, to be vndertooke 
By Rtdarigt. 

Otb. O Villaine ! 

CaJJia. Moft Heathcnifli, and moft grofle. 

Led. Now, heere'* another difcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too : and this it feeme* 
/;■./.• .t . meant t'haue fent this damned villaine : 
But lhat (belike) lege in the interim 
Came in, and fatitrVd him. 

Otb. Oh thou pernitioui Caitiffe ; 
How came you {CLiffio) by that Handkerchiefe 
That was my wiues ? 

Cajjk. I found it in my Chamber : 
And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now, 
That there he dropt it for a fpeciall purpofe, 
Which wrought to hi* dcfire. 
Odd. O Foole, foole, foole ! 

Cajjk. There is befide*, in Ridwigtt Letter, 
How he vpbraide* tart, that he made him 
Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was caft : and euen but now he fpake 
(After long feeming dead) lege hurt him, 
lago fet him on. 

Lod. You muft for fake this roomc, and go with v* : 
Your Power, and your Command i* taken off, 
And Ca/Jte rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue, 
If there be any cunning Crueltic, 
That can torment htm much, and hold him long, 
It ftall be hi*. You (hall dole I'riloncr reft, 
Till that the Nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 

Otb. Soft you ; a word or two before you goe : 
I haue done the State fome feruice, and they know't: 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ftull thefe vnluckie deed* relate, 
Speake of me, a* 1 am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fet downe ought in malice. 
Then muft you fpeake, 
Of one that lou'd not wifely, but too well t 
Of one, not eafily Iealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreame i Of one, whole hand 
(Like the bafe ludean) threw a Pearle away 
Richer then all his Tribe s Of one, whofe fubdu'd Eyea, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode, 
Drops teare* a* faft a* the Arabian Tree* 
Their Medicinable gumme. Set you downe this : 
And (ay belides, that in Altfto once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and tradue'd the State, 
I tooke by th'throat the circumciled Dogge, 
And fmoate him, thus. 

Lad. Oh bloody period. 

Gra. All that is (poke, is marr'd. 

Otb. I kift thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this. 
Killing my fclfe, to dye vpon a kiflc. Djri 
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Gt/Thii did 1 feare, but thought he had no weapon -. 
For he wai great of heart. 

Led. Oh Sparton Dogge s 
More fell then Anguifb, Hunger, or the Sea : 
Loolce on the Tragicke Loading of this bed : 
This i* thy worlce : 
The Obiefl poyfon. Sight, 
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Let it be hid. Gratiaac, keepc the houfc, 

And fcixe vpon the Fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceede on you. To you, Lord Gouernor, 

Rcmaines th eCcnfure of thia heilifli villaine : 

The Time, the Place, the Tort»re,oh inforce it t 

My felfe will ftraight aboord, and to the Sate, 

This heauie Act, with heauie heart relate. Extant. 



FINIS. 



The Names of the A&ors. 

ovo 

Thello, the Moore. 
Brabantio, Father to Defdemona. 
Caffio, an Honourable Lieutenant. 
Iago, a Viltaine. 
Rodorigo, a guild Gentleman. 
Duke of Venice. 




Senators. 

Montano, Gouemour of Cyprus. 
Gentlemen of Cyprus. 

Lodouico,<WGratiano, two Noble Venetians. 

Saylers. 

Cloant. 

Defdemona, Wife to Othello. 
i£milia, Wife to Iago. 
Bianca, a Curtezjin. 
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THETRAGE DIE OF 

Apthonie, and Cleopatra. 



sASlus Primus. Scaena Trima. 




Enter 'Demetrim and Pbile. 
Pbilo. 

Ay, but thii dotage of our General* 
Ore-flowet the meafure : thofe hi* goodly eyes 
That o're the Files and Mutter* of the Wane, 
Haue glow'd like plated Mar*: 
Now bend, now turne 
The Office and Deuotion of their view 
Vpon a Tawny Front. Hi* Capuines heart, 
Which in the fcuffle* of great Fight* hath burft 
The Buckle* on hi* breft, reneage* all temper, 
And i* become the Bellowe* and the Fan 
To coole a Gypfie* Luft. 



Flour ijb. Enter Ant bony , Cleopatra her Lodiet, tlx 
Traine,vitb Eumuebi fanning btr. 
Loo let where they come 1 
Take but good note, and you (hall fee in him 
(The triple Pillar of the world) trantfurm'd 
Into a Strumpet* Foole. Behold and fee. 

Cltt. If it be Loue indeed, tell me how much. 

yVn/.Thcrc's beggery in the loue that can be reckon'd 

Gee. lie fet a bourne how farre to be bclou'd. 

Ant. Then mud thou neede* fir.de out new Hcauen, 
new Earth. 

Enttr a 

Mr/. Newe*( my good 

Ant. Grate* me, the ft 

Clt». Nay heare them Ant bant. 
Fuiuia perchance i» angry : Or who knowes, 
If the fcarfe-bearded Cetfar haue not fent 
Hi* powrefull Mandate to you. Do this, or th'u ; 
Take in that Kingdome.and Infranchife that: 
Pcrform't, or elfe wedamne thee. 

Ant. How, my Loue f 

Clec. Perchance? Nay, and mod like : 
You mult not day hecre longer, your difmiffion 
I* come from Carfar, therefore heare it Anthony. 
Where'. Fuluiat Precede? (Orjart I would fay) both ? 
Oil in the Meflengert : As I am Egypt* Queene, 
Thou blufficft Anthony, and that blood of thine 
I* C*J art homager : elfe fo thy cheeke payc* flume, 
When flirill-tongu'd Fuiuia fcoid*. The Meflenger*. 

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the raing'd Empire fall : Heere is my ("pace, 
Kingdorr.cs are clay : Our dungie earth alike 



Feed* Bead at Man ; the Noblenefle of life 
I* to do thus : when fuch a mutuall paire, 
And fuch a twainecan doo't, in which I binde 
One paine of punifhment, the world to weete 
We ftand vp PeereleiTe. 

Cltt. Excellent falfttood I 
Why did he marry Fuiuia, and not loue her? 
lie leeme the Foole I am not. Anthony will be himfel/e 

Ant. But rtirr'd by Qletpatra. 
Now for the loue of Loue,and her foft hourcs, 
Let'* not confound the time with Conference harfli; 
There'* not a minute of our liue* fhould ftrctch 
Without foroe pleafure now. What fport to night ? 

Clto. Heare the Amhaflador*. 

Ant. Fye wrangling Queene : 
Whom euery tiling become*, to chide, to laugh, 
To weepe : who euery paffion fully flriucs 
To make it felfie (in Tbee)faire,ajid admir'd. 
No Meflenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
Wee'l wander through the dreets,and note 
The qualities of people. Come my Queene, 
Laft night you did defire it. Speake not to vs. 

Exeunt rritb the Traiue. 

Dent. I* Orjar with Antbtm'm priz'd fo flight ? 

Pbilo. Sir fometimc* when he it not Antbany, 
He comet too fttort of that great Property 
Which ftill ffiould go with ^Anthony. 

Dem. I am full forry, that hce approuct the common 
Lyar.who thut fpeakes of him at Rome ; but I will hope 
of better deedt to morrow. Reft you happy. Exeunt 

Enter Encharbui, Law.fr \m t a Soutbjayer, Ranniut, Lmcilli- 
ui, Charmian, hat, Mardian the Eueucb, 
and Alexat. 

Char. L. AJexai, fweet Altxat, mod any thing Alexai, 
almoft mod abfolute Alexat, where'* the Soothfayer 
that you prait'd fo to'th'Queene ? Oh that I knewe this 
Husband, which you fay, mud change hit Homes with 
Garlands. 

Soothfayer. 
Your will ? 

Is this the Man ? It't you fir that know things ? 
In Natures infinite booke of Secrecie, a little I 



Sottb. 
can read. 
Alex. 
Eneb. 



Shew him your hand. 

Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine enough. 
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Cleopatra** health to drinke. 

Char. Good fir, giue me good Fortune. 
Sootb. I make not, but forefee. 
Gbar, Pray then, forefee me one. [ 
Sootb. You mill be yet farre fairer then you are. 
Char. He meines in flefli. 
Iras. No, you flu II paint when you are 
Char. Wrinkles forbid. 
%Altx. Vex not his prefcience, be 
Char. Huth. 
Sootb. You (hall be more belouing, then beloued. 
Char. 1 had rather heate my Liuer with drinking. 
Alex. Nay, heare him. 

Char. Good now fome excellent Fortune : Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all : Let me haue a Childe at fifty, to whom Herode 
of lewry may do Homage. Finde me to marrie me with 
Oclavim Qa?jar, and companion me with my Miftris. 
Sootb. You (hall out-liue the Lady whom you ferae. 
Cbar. Oh excellent, I loue long life better then Fig*. 
Sootb. You haue feene and proued a fairer former for- 
tune, then that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children flu 11 haue no names: 
Prythee how many Boycs and Wenches mult I haue. 

Sootb. If euery of your withes had a wombe, Sc fore- 
tell euery wiflj, a Million. 

Cbar. Out Foolc, I forgiue thee for a Witch. 

You thinke none but your ftieets are priuie to 



Nay come, tell trot hers. 
A/ex. Wee'l know all our Fortunes. 
Enob. Mine, and mod of our Fortunes to night, (hall 
be drunke to bed. 

Irtu. There's a Palme prefages Chaftity , if nothing els. 
Char. E'ne as the o're-flowing Nylus prefageth Fa- 
mine. 

has. Go you wilde Bedfellow, you cannot Soothfay. 

Cbar. Nay, if an oyly Palme bee not a fruitfull Prog- 
noftication, I cannot fcratch mine eare. Prythee tel her 
but a worky day Fortune. 

Sootb. Your Fortunes are alike. 

has. But how, but how, giue me particulars. 

Stub. Ihauefaid. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better then (he? 

Cbar. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 
then I t where would you choofe it. 

Irai. Not in my Husbands nofe. 

Cbar. Our worfer thoughts Heauens mend. 

Alexas. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
mary a woman that cannot go, fweet I/it, 1 befeech thee, 
•nd let her dye too,'and giue him a worfe, and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the worft of all follow him laughing to 
his graue, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Ifit heare me this 
Prayer, though thou denie me a matter of more waight : 
good Ifit I befeech thee. 

Iras. Amen,deere GoddefTe, h eare that prayer of the 
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome 
man loofe-Wiu'd, fo it is a deadly forrow, to beholde a 
foule Knaue vncuckolded : Therefore deerc Ifit keep de- 
corum, and Fortune him accordingly. 

Cbar. Amen. 

Alex. Lo now, ifit lay in their hands to make mee a 
Cuckold, they would make themfelues Whores, but 
they'ld doo't. 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Enob. Hum, heere comes Anthony. 

__ 



Cbar. Not he, the Queene. 
Clio. Saue you, my Lord. 
Enob. No Lady. 
Cleo. Was he not heere ? 
Char. No Madam. 

Clto. He was difpos'd to mirth, but on the 1 
A Romane thought hath ftiooke him. 
Enobarbus ? 

Enob. Madam. 

G'». Seeke him, and bring him hither, wher's Alexias ? 
Alex. Heere at your (eruice. 
My Lord approaches. 

Enter Anthony, xritb a cMrftager. 

Cleo. We will not looke vpon him : 
Go with vs. Exeunt. 

Meffen. Fnluia thy Wife, 
Firft came into the Field. 

Ant. Againft my Brother Lmtim ! 

Meffen. I but foone that Wane had end, 
And the times ftate 

Made friends of them, ioynting their force 'gain ft Ctefar, 
Whofe better iflue in the warre from Italy, 
Vpon the firft encounter draue them. 
Ant. Well, what worft. 

Mejf. The Nature of bad newes infecis the Teller. 

Ant. When it concernes the Foole or Coward ! On. 
Things that are pad, are done, with me. Tis thus, 
Who tels me true, though in his Tale lye death, 
I heare him as he flatter'd. 

Mef. Labienta (this is ftiffe-newes) 
Hath with his Parthian Force 
Extended Afia : from Euphrates hit conquering 
Banner (hooke, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Ionia, whil'lt 

Ant. Anthony thou would'ft (ay. 

Mef. Oh my Lord. 

Ant. Speake to me home, 
Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleipatra as (he is call'd in Rome s 
Raile thou in Futuia't phrafe, and taunt my faults 
With fuch full Licenle, as both Truth and Malice 
Haue power to vtter. Oh then we bring forth 
When our quicke windes lye (till, and 1 
Is as our earing : fare thee well awhile. 

Mef. At your Noble pleafure. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Ant. From Scitnm how the newes f 

I . Mef. The man from Scicion, 
Is there (uch an one t 

a. AC/, He ftayet vpon your will. 

tAnt. Let him appeare : 
Thefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I muft breake, 
Or loofe myfelre in 



Exit 



Enter 



MTeffenger with a 



What are you ? 

3 .cAfef. Fulnia thy wife is 1 

Ant. Where dyed (he. 

Mef. In Scithn, her length 
With what elfe more ferious, 
Importeth thee to know, this beares. 

Antl ... Forbeare me 
There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire it : 
What our contempts doth often hurle from vs, 

X 
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We wifh it ours againe. The prefent pleafure, 
By reuolution 10 wring, doe* become 
The oppofite of it felfe I fhe't good being gon, 
The hand could plucke her backe, that fhou'd her on. 
I muft from tht* enchanting Queene breake off, 
Ten thoufand harme», more then the illes 1 know 
My idleneffe doth hatch. 



How now 

Em. What'i your pleafure, Sir ? 

Antb. I muft with hade from hence. 

Em. Why then we kill all our Women. We fee how 
mortal! an vnkindneffe is to them, if they fuffer our de- 
parture death'* the word. 

Ant. 1 muft be gone. 

Eko. Vnder a compelling an occafion, let women die. 
It were pitty to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tweene them and a great caufe, they fhould be eftcemed 
nothing. Cltofatra catching but the leaft noyfe of this, 
dies inftantly i I baue feene her dye twenty time* »ppon 
farre poorer moment : 1 do think there is mettle in death, 
which commits foroc louing acle vpon her, fhe hath fuch 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning pad mans thought. 
Erne. Alacke Sir no, her pafliont are made of nothing 
but the fineft part of pure Louc. We cannot cal her winds 
and waters, fighes and t cares : They are greater ftormes 
and Tempefts then Atmanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her; if it be, the make* a ihowre of Raine 
as well a* louc. 

Ant. Would I had neuer feene her. 

Oh fir, you had then left vnfeene a wonderfull 
of worke, which not to hauc becne bleft witball, 
ic difcredited your Trauaile. 
Ant. F»luU i* dead. 
Em. Sir. 

Ant. Fulula i* dead. 
Erne. FuJuia ? 
Ant. Dead. 

Em. Why fir, giue the God* a thankefull Sacrifice : 
when it pleafeth their Deitie* to take the wife of a man 
from him, it fhewes to man the Tailor* of the earth: com- 
forting therein, that when olde Robe* areiwornc out, 
there are member* to make new. If there were no more 
Women but Fmltda. then had you indeede a cut, and the 
cafe to be lamented: Thi* greefe i* crown'd with Confo- 
larJon, your old Smocke bring* fborth a new Petticoate, 
and indeed the teare* Hue in an Onion, that fhould water 
thi* forrow. 

Ant. The bufineffe (he hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abfence. 

Em. And the bufineffe you hauc broach 'd heere can- 
not be without you, efpecially that of Cltxfatram, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light Anfwcrcs : 
Let our Officer* 

Haue notice what we purpofe. I (halt breake 
The caufe of our Expedience to the Queene, 
And get her loue to part. For not alone 
The death of Fnluia, with more vrgent touches 
Do ftrongly fpeake to *» : but the Letter* too 
Of many our contriuing Friend* in Rome, 
Petition vs at home. Stxtm Pompt'tw 
Haue giuen the dare to Qrfar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people, 
Whofe Loue is neuer link'd to the defcruer, 



Till hi* defert* are paft, begin to throw 
Pomf<j the great, and all hi* Dignitie* 
Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher then both in Blood and Life, Hands vp 
For the maine Souldier. Whofe quality going on, 
The fide* o'th'world may danger. Much i* breeding, 
Which like the Courfer* beire, hath yet but life, 
And not a Serpent* poyfon. Say our pleafure, 
To fuch whofe place* rrnder vs, i 
Our quicke rcmoue from hence. 
Encb. I fhall doo't. 

BBSr '* SPSS* • ■ I " • v — • 



Enttr Cltopatra, 



CrVo. Where i* he ? 

Char. I did not fee him fince. 

Qltt. See where he is, 
Whofe with him, what he docs : 
I did not fend you. If you tlnde him (ad, 
Say I am dauncing t if in Myrth, report 
That I am fodaine ficke. Quickc,and 

Qbar. Madam, me thinkes if you did louc him deerly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cite. What fhould I do, I do not ? 

Cb In each thing giue him way.croffe htm in nothing. 

C/n. Thou teacheft like a fooletthe way to lofe him 

Char. Tempt him not fo too farre. I wifh 
In time we hate that which we often feare. 
E»trr 

But heere comet Anthony 

CIto. I am ficke,and fullen. 

An. I am forry to giue breathing to my purpofe. 

Cln. Helpe me away deere Charmi**, I flu 11 fall, 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of Nature 
Will not fuftainc it. 

Ant. Now my deere ft Queene. 

Cite. Pray you ftand farther from mee. 

Ant. What'* the matter? 

("■'•"■. I know by that fame eye ther'* fome good news. 
What faye* the married woman you may goe ? 
Would (he had neuer giucn you leaue to come. 
Let her not fay 'tit I that keepe you heere, 
I haue no power vpon you i Hers you are. 

Ant. The God* beft know. 

Cite. Oh neuer wat there Queene 
So mightily betrayed i yet at the fitft 
I faw the Treafoni planted. 

Ant. Cltopatra. 

On. Why fhould I thinke you can be mine, Se true, 
(Though you in fwearing (hake the Throaned God*) 
Who haue beene falic to Fuiuia f 
Riotous trudneffc, 

To be entangled with thofe mouth-made vowes, 
Which breake themfelue* in fwearing. 
Ant. Moft fweet Queene. 

Cits. Nay pray you leeke no colour for your going, 
But bid farewell, and goe : 
When you fued flaying, 

Then was the time for worrit : No going then, 
Eternity wat in our Lippet, and Eye*, 
Bliffe in our browet bent ; none our part* fo poo re , 
But wat a race of Heauen. They are fo ftitl, 
Or thou the greateft Souldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greateft Lyar. 
Ant. How now Lady ? 

C/«. 
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Cite. I would I had thy inches thou fliould'ft know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Heire me Queene : 
The ftrong neceflity of Time, commands 
Our Scruicles a-while 5 but my full heart 
Remaines in vfe with you. Our Italy, 
Shinei o're with ciuill Swords; Stxtw Pamfxiu 
Makes his approaches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domefticke powers, 
Breed fcrupulous faction : The hated growne to ftrength 
Are newly growne to Loue i The condemn'd Pompty, 
Rich in his Fathers Honor,creepes apace 
Into the hearts of fuch,as haue not thriued 
Vpon the prefent ftate.whofe Numbers threaten, 
And quietnefle growne ficke of reft, would purge 
By any defperate change : My more particular, 
And that which moft with you would safe my going, 
Is FuIuim death. 

Cite Though age from folly could not giue me freedom 
It does from childilhnelTe. Can Fuluia dye? 

Ant. She's dead my Queene. 
Looke her re, and at thy Soueraigne leyfure read 
The Garboyles me awak'd : at the laft,beft, 
See when, and where (hee died. 

C/m. O moft falfe Loue \ 
Where be the Sacred Violles thou ftiould'ft fill 
With forrowfoll water ?Now I fee, I fee, 
In Fuluias death, how mine receiu'd mail be. 

%Ant. Quarrell no more, but bee prcpar'd to know 
The purpoics I beare : which are, or ceafe, 
As you mall giue th'aduicc. By the fire 
That quickens Nylus (lime, I go from hence 
Thy Souldier, Seruant, making Peace or Warre, 
As thou affects. 

Geo. Cut my Lace, Cbarmian come, 
But let it be, I am quickly ill,and well, 
So Anthony loues. 

Ant. My precious Queene forbeare, 
And giue true cuidence to his Loue, which ftands 
An honourable Triall. 

£/». So Fuluia told me. 
I prythee turne aside, and weepe for her, 
Then bid adiew to me, and fay the tearei 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diflembling,and let it looke 
Like perfect Honor. 

Ant. You'l heat my blood no more? 

Ore. Vou can do better yet : but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now by Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 
But this is not the beft. Looke prythee Cbarmian, 
How this Herculean Roman do's become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. lie leaue you Lady. 

Cite. Courteous Lord, one word : 
Sir, you and I muft part, but that's not it : 
Sir, you and I haue lou'd, but there's not it : 
That you know well, fomething it is I would : 
Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, 
And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds IdlenefTe your fubiedt, I mould take you 
For IdlenelTe it felfe. 

On. ' Tis fweating Labour, 
To beare fuch IdlenelTe fo neere the heart 
As Clnfvtra this. But Sir,forgiue me, 



Since my becommlngs kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honor callcs you hence, 
Therefore be deafe to my vnpittied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Lawrell ri&ory, and fmooih fuccefle 
Be ftrew'd before your feete.i 

Ant. Let vs go. 
Come .* Our feparation fo abides and flies, 
That thou redding heere, goes yet with mee ; 
And I hence fleeting, heere remaine with thee. 
Away. Exeunt. 

Enter Onauim reading a Letter, Lepidm, 
and tbeir 'Train*. 

Of. You may fee Lepidui,M<i henceforth know, 
It i s not Cafari Naturall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the newes : He fifties, drinkes, and wallet 
The Lam pes of night in reuell : Is not more 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolemy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gaue audience 
Or vouchfafe to thinke he had Partners. You 
Shall finde there a man, who it th'abftradh of all faults, 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I muft not thinke 
There are, euils enow to darken all his goodnefle: 
His faults in him, feeme as the Spots of Heauen, 
More fierie by nights Blacknefle ; Hcreditarie, 
Rather then purchafte : what he cannot change, 
Then what he choofes. 

Orf. You are too indulgent. Let's graunt it is not 
Amifle to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy, 
To giue a KJngdomc for a Mirth, to fit 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slaue, 
To reele the ftreets at noone, and ftand the Buffet 
With knaues that fmels of (weate : Say this becoms him 
{ As his compofure muft be rare indeed, 
Whom thefe things cannot blemiJM yet muft tAnthory 
No way excufe his foylea, when we do beare 
So great waight in hit lightnefle. If he fill'd 
His »acancie with hit VoluptuoufnelTe, 
Full fur/ett, and the drinefTe of his bones, 
Call on him for't. But to confound fuch time, 
That drummes him from his fport, and fpeaket as lowd 
As his owne State, and ours, 'tis to be chid t 
As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their prefent pleafure, 
And fo rebell to iudgement. 

Enter a Mtffenger. 

Let. Heere's more newes. 

Mef. Thy biddings haue beene done, le cucrie houre 
Moft Noble C*far, ftialt thou haue report 
How 'tis abroad. 'Tompey it ftrong at Sea, 
And it appeares,he is belou'd of thofe 
That only haue feard Cerfar : to the Porta 
The difcontents repair*, and men 
Giue him much wrong'd. 

Orf. I mould haue knowne no lefTe, 
It hath bin taught vs from the primall 
That he which is was wiftit, »ntill he 
And the ebb'd man, 
Ne're lou'd, till ne're worth loue, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common bodie, 
Like to a Vagabond Flagge vpon the Streame, 
Goes too.and backe, lacking the varrying tyde 

x % To 
- - !■ 
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To rot it felfe with motion. 

MeJ. Orfar I bring thee word, 
Menatratn and Menus famous Pyrates 
Makes the Sea ferue them, which they care and wound 
With Iceeles of euery kindc. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Italy, the Borders Maritime 
Lacke blood to thinke on't, and fluih youth reuolt, 
No VetTell can peepe forth : but 'tis as foone 
Taken as feene : for Pomfxytt name (hikes rnnre 
Then could bis Warre refilled. 

Cajar. Anthony, 
Lcaue thy lafciuious VaiTailes. When thou once 
Was beaten from ctMtdtna, where thou (lew'ft 
Ifirjiiu, and Pauja Confuls, at thy heele 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ft again ft, 
(Though daintily brought vp) with patience mo 
Then Sauages could fuffer. Thou did'ft drinke 
The iblc of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle 
Which Bafts would cough at. Thy pallat the* did daine 
The rougheft BerTy, on the rudeft Hedge. 
Yea, like the Stagge.when Snow the Pafture {heels, 
The barkes of Trees thou brows'd. On the A I pes, 
It is reported thou did'ft eate ftrange flefti, 
Which fame did dye to looke on : And all this 
( It wnunds thine Honor that I fpeike it now) 
Was borne fo like a Soldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank'd nut. 

Ltf. Tis pitty of him. 

Corf. Let his flumes quickely 
Driue him to Rome, 'tis lime we twaine 
Did (hew our felues i'th'Field, and to that end 
AlTcmble me immediate counfell, Tamfty 
Thriues in our IdlcneiTe. 

Ltp. To morrow Co-far, 
I (hall be furnilht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land 1 can be able 
To front this prefent time. 

Cry. Til which encounter, it is my bufines too. Farwell. 

/ c: . K.i ; .v ell my Lord, what you (hal know mean time 
Of ftirres abroad, 1 (hall befeech you Sir 
To let me be partaker. 

Ctrjar. Doubt not fir, I knew it for my Bond. Extant 
Stttr Qlnfatra, Cbarmian, Iras,& Mardian. 

Gto. Charmian. 

Char, Madam. 

Geo. Ha, ha.giue me to drinke Mandraroru. 
Char. Why M.idim ? 

Gto. That I might (leepe out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony is away. 

Char, You thinke of him too much. 

Qln. O 'tis Treafon. 

Char. Madam, I txuft. not fo. 

Geo. Thou, Eunuch cMardian? 

Mar. What's your Highnefle pleafure ? 

CJn. Not now to heire thee fing. I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch ha's ! Tis well for thee, 
That being vnfcminar'd. thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth of Egypt. Haft thou AffccYion. ? 

Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 

Geo. Indeed? 

Mar. Not in deed Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what in deeHe is honed to be done : 
Yet haue I fierce Afteclions, and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Clet. Oh Charmion : 
Where think'ft thou he is now: Stands he, or fits he? 



Or does he walke? Or is he on his Horfe ' 

Oh happy horfe to beare the weight of Anthony ! 

Do brauely Horfe. for wot'ft thou whom thou moou'ft, 

The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arme 

And Burganet of men. Hee's fpeaking now, 

Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nylc, 

(For fo he cats me:) Now I feede my felfe 

With mod delicious poyfon. Thinke on me 

That am with Phoebus amorous pinches blacke. 

And wrinkled decpe in time. Broad-fronted Cerjar, 

When thou was't heere aboue the ground, 1 was 

A tnorfcll for a Monarke : and great Pomfxy 

Would ftand and make his eyes grow in my brow, 

There would he anchor his Afped,and dye 

With looking on his life. 

Enter Altxat /rem Ofar. 

Altx. Soueraigne of Egypt, hailei 

Clto. How much vnlike art thou Mar\t Antony > 
Yet comming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 
How goes it with my braue Mar^e Anthcnit ? 

Altx. Laft thing he did (dcere Qu ene) 
He kift the laft of many doubled kiflcs 
This Orient Pearle. His fpeech fttckes in my heart. 

Qltt. Mine care muft plucke it thence. 

Altx. Good Friend, quoth he : 
Say the firme Roman to great Egypt fends 
This treafure of an Oyfter : at whofe footc 
To mend the petty prefent, I will peece 
Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomcs. All the Ea(t, 
(Say thou) (hall call her Miftris. So he nodded, 
And foberly did mount an Arme-gaunt StceJc, 
Who neigh'd fo hye, that what I would hauc (poke, 
Was beaftly dumbe by him. 

Geo. What was he (ad, or merry ? 

Altx. Like to the time o'th'yeare, between y 
Of hot and cold, he was nor fad npr merrie. 

Cite. Oh well diuided difpofition: Note him, 
Note him good Cbarmian, 'tis the man ; hut note him 
He was not fad, for he would (hine on thofe 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie, 
Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his ioy, but betweene both. 
Oh heauenly mingle | Bee'ft thou fad, or merrie, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 
So do's it no mans elfe. Met'ft thou my Pofts t 

Altx. I Madam, twenty feuerall MclTengers. 
Why do you fend (o thicke? 

Clto. Who's borne that day, 
to Anthonie, (hall dye a Bcgger, 
mian. Welcome my good 
uer loue C*jar fo ? 

Char. Oh that braue Carfarl 

Cltt. Be choak'd with (uch another Emphasis, 
Say the braue Anthony. 

Char. The valiant Ofar. 

Cln. By l/it, I will giue thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Grfar Parago nagaine : 
My man of men. 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 
I fing but after you. 

Get. My Sallad 'ayes, 
When I was greene in Judgement, cold in blood, 
To fay, as I faide then. But come, away, 
Get me Inke and Paper, 



hen I forget to fend 
Inke and paper Chjr- 

'f 



Did 1 
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he fliall haue euery day a feuerall greeting, or He vnpeo- 
ple Egypt. Exeunt 
Enter Pompey y Mer.ecratei , and Menas f in 
varltke manner. 

Pom. If the great Gods be iuft.they fliall aflift 
The deeds of iuftcft men. 

Meat. Know worthy Pompey, that what they do dc- 
lay.they not deny. 

Pcm. Whiles we are Tutors to their Throne, decayes 
the thing we fue tor. 

cXfene. We ignorant of our fclues, 
Begge often our owne harmes,which the wife Powre* 
Deny vs for our good : fo finde we profit 
By loofing of our Prayers. 

Tom. I (hill do well ; 
The people loue me. and the Sea is mine ; 
My powers are CrtiTent, and my Auguring hope 
Sayesait will come to'th'fulL Mark* Anthony 
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Cri.tr gets money where 
He loofes hearts : Leftdtu flatters both, 
Of both is ftatter'd : but he neither loues, 
Nor either cares for him. 

Mine. Crjar and l^ftiJus are in the field, 
A mighty ftrength they carry. • 

Pern. Where haue you this P Tis falfe. 

Mcnt. From Si/uiui, Sir. 

Pom.Ht dreames : 1 know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Anthony : but all the charmes of Loue, 
Salt Cleopatra foften thy wand lip, 
Let Witchcraft ioyne with Beauty, Lull with both, 
Tye vp the Libertine in a field of Feafts, 
Keepe his Braine fuming. Epicurean Cookcs, 
Sharpen with doylefTe fa wee his Appetite, 
That fleepe and fcedi ng may prorogue his Honour, 
Euen till a Lethied dulnefle— — 
Enter Varrita. 

How now Varr'uu ? 

Var. This is moft certaine, that I fliall deliuer: 
fMarke Antbtny is euery houre in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from Egypt, 'tis 
A fpace for farther Trauaile. 

Pcm. I could haue giuen lefle matter 
A better eare. Menu, I did not thinke 
This amorous Surfetter would haue donn'd his Hclme 
For fuch a petty Warre : His Souldierfliip 
Is twice the other t\f/aine : But let vs reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 
Cm from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
The nccre Luft-wcaricd Anthony. 

Mint. I cannot hope, 
Ctrjar and Anthony (hill well greet together; 
His Wife that's dead , did trefpaffes to Crfar, 
His Brother wan'd vpon him, although 1 thii 
Not mou'd by Antbcny. 

Pom. I know not Menat, 
How letter Enmities may giue way to greater, 
Werc't not that we ftand vp againft them all : 
"Twer pregnant they fliould fquare between themfeluea, 
For they haoe entertained caufe enough 
To draw their fwordt : but how the feare of vs 
May Ciment their diuifions, and binde rp 
The petty difference, we yet not know : 
Bce't as our Gods will haue't ; it onely ftand s 
Our liucs vpon, to vfe our ftrongeft hands 

Exeunt. 



Ml 



'thinke 



Entir Enoharbui and Lrpldui. 

Left. Good Entbarbiu, 'tis a worthy deed, 
And fliall become you well, to intrcat your Captaine 
To foft and gentle fpcech. 

Eneb. 1 fliall intrcat him 
To anfwer like himfelfe : if Crfar moue him, 
Let Ar,tbany luoke oucr Crljrt head, 
And fpeake as lowd as Mars. By lupiter, 
Were 1 the wearer of Antbonh't Beard, 
I would not fliaue't to day. 

Left. 'Tis not a time for priuatc ftomacking. 

Ena. Euery time ferues for the matter that is then 
borne in't. 

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft giue way. 
Em. Not if the fmall come firft. 
Lep. Your fpeech is paflion : but pray you ftirre 
No Embers vp. Heere comes the Noble S 



Enter Anthony and P'ntuLtu, 
Eno. And yonder Crfar. 

Enter Ctrjar, Meter as , and Agrippa. 
Ant. If we compofe well heere, to Parthia : 
Hearke Ventidm. 

Crfar. I do not know Mtctnat, aske Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble Friends ! 
That which combin'd vs was moft great, and let not 
A leaner action rend vs. What's amide, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triuiall difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
The rather for I earneftly befeech, 
Touch you the fowreft points with fwecte 
Nor curftncfTc grow to'th'matter. 

•Am. *Tis fpoken well : 
Were we before our Armies, and to fight, 
I fliould do thus . 

Cerf. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant. Thanke you. 
Crf. Sit. 
Ant, Sit fir. 
Crf. Nay then. 

Ant. I kame, you take things ill, which are not fo: 
Or being.concerne you 



Flcurtfb. 



Crf. I muft be Uught at.if or for nothing.or a little, I 
Should fay my felfe offended, and with you 
Chiefely i'th'world. More laught at,that 1 Ihould 
Once name you derogately : when to found your name 
It not concern'd me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt Crfar, what was't to you? 
Cerf. No more then my reading heere at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : yet if you there 
Did pra&ife on my State,your being in Ejypt 
Might be my qucftion. 

l4nt. How intend you, praftis'd ? 
Cerf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did hee're befall me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made warres vpon me, and their conteftation 
Was Theame for you, you were the word of warre. 

^tfnt.You do miftake your bufines, my Brother neuer 
Did vrge me in his Act : I did inquire it, 
And haue my Learning from fome true reports 
That drew their fwords with you, did he not rather 
Difcredit my authority with yours, 
And make the warres alike againft my ftomacke, 
Hauing alike your caufe. Of this, my Letters 
Before did fafufie you. If you'l patch a quarrel!, 
As matter whole you haue to make it with, 
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It mult nut be with this. 

OrJ. You praife your felfe, by laying defects of iudge- 
ment to me : but you patcht vp your cxcufes. 

Antb. Not Co, not fo: 
I know you could not lacke, I am certaine on't, 
Very neceftity of this thought, that I 
Your Partner in the caufe 'gainft which he fought, 
Could not with gracefull eyei attend thofe Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. Ai for my wife, 
I would you had her fpirit.in fuch another, 
The third oth'world U yours , which with a 
You may pace cafie,but not fuch a wife. 

Enetar. Would we had all fuch wiues, that the men 
might go to WarTes with the women. 

Antb. So much vncurbable, her Garboiles {Orjar) 
Made out of her impatience : which not wanted 
ShrodenefTe of policie to : I greeuing grant, 
Did you too much difquiet.for that you|muft, 
But fay I could not helpe it. 

Caja'. I wrote to you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket vp my Letters : and with taunti 
Did gibe my Mifiue out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell vpon me, ere admitted, then : 
Three Kings I had newly feafted,and did want 
Of what I was i'th 'morning. hut next day 
I told him of my felfe, which was as much 
As to haue askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend 
Out of our qucftion wipe him. 

Ce/ar. You haue broken the Article of your oath, 
which you Hull neuer haue tongue to charge me with. 

Ltp. Soft drfar. 

Ant. No Lepidtu , let him fpeake, 
The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
Suppofing that I lackt it : but on Catjar, 
The Article of my oath. 

Qr/ar. To lend me Armes, and aide when I requir'd 
them, the which you both denied. 

Antb. Negle&ed rather: 
And then when poyfoned houres had bound me vp 
From mine owne knowledge, as neerely as I may, 
He play the penitent to you. But mine honefty, 
Shall not make poore my greatneiTe.nor my power 
Worke without it. Truth is, that Fttluia, 
To haue me out of Egypt.made Wanes heere, 
For which my felfe, the ignorant motiue,do 
So farre aske pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ftoope in fuch a cafe. 

Let. *Tis Noble fpoken. 

Aicet. If it might pleafe you, to 
The gricfes betweene ye: to forget 
Were to remember : that the prefent 
Speakes to attone you. 

Ltp. Worthily fpoken Mtctntu. 

EnUar. Or if you borrow one another* Louc for the 
inftant, you may when y»u heare no more words of 
Ptmpty returne it againe : you flull haue time to wrangle 
in, when you haue nothing elfe to do. 

Antb. Thou art a Souldicr,oncly fpeake no more. 

Enoh. That trueth mould be filent, I had almoft for- 
got. 

Antb. You wrong this ptefence, therefore fpeake no 



more. 
End. 
Orjar 



Go too then : your Confiderate ftone. 
I do not much diflike the matter, but 



The manner of his fpeech : for't cannot be. 



We flull remaine in friend(hip,our conditions 

So difTring in their a£h. Yet if I knew, 

What Hoope lhould hold vt ftaunch from edge to edge 

At h' world : I would perfue it. 

Agri. Ciue me leaue Cajar. 

Cr/jr. Spcake Agrippa. 

Agri. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mothers fide.admir'd 
Oflauux r Great <&far( Antbeny is now a 



proo 



CrjUr.Say not, fay Agrippa; if Qnfattr heard you.your 

rc were well 
Antb. I am hi 



deferued of raftinefle . 

OJar : let 

further fpeake. 

Agri. To hold you in perpetual! ami tie, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your heart* 
With an vn-flipping knot, take Antbeny, 
OBatt'ia to his wife : whofe beauty chimes 
No worfe a husband then the beft of men 
Verfue ,and whofe general! graces, fpeake 
That which none elfe can vtter. By this marriage, 
All little Icloufies which now feeme great, 
And all great feares, which now impart their danger*, 
Would then be nothing. Truth's would be talcs, 
Where now halfe tale* be truth's : her loue to both, 
Would each to otber,and all loues to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I haue fpoke, 
For 'tis a ftudied not a prefent thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Antb. Will Oefar fpeake > 

Ctfar. Not till he h caret how Antbeny is toocht, 
With what is fpoke already. 

Antb. What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would fay Agrippa, be it lo, 
To make this good ' 

C*far. The power of Crfar, 
And his power, vnto Oflauia. 

Antb. May I neuer 

S[*o this good purpofe,that fo faircly fhewes) 
reame of impediment : let me haue thy hand 
Further this act of Grace : and from this houre, 
The heart of Brothers gouerne in our Loues, 
And fway our great Dcfigne*. 

C*far, There's my hand: 
A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did eucr loue fo deerely. Let her liue 
To ioyne our kingdomes,and our hearts , and neuer 
Flic off our Loues againe. 
Lr/f'. Happily, Amen. 

Ant.l did not think to draw my Sword 'gainft Ptmfxy, 
For he hath laid ftrange courtefies, and great 
Of late vpon me. I muft thanke him onely, 
Lea ft my remembrance, fuffer ill report : 
At heele of tbat,defie him. 

Lepi. Time cals vpon's, 
Of vs muft Pampty prefently be fought, 
Or elfe he feekes out vs. 

Antb. Where lies he ? 

Orjar. About the Mount-Mefena. 

Antb. What is his ftrength by land ? 

Cr/ar. Great, and enervating : 
But by Sea he is an abfolute Matter. 

Antb. So is the Fame, • 
Would we had fpoke together. Haft we for it, 
Yet ere we put our felues in Armes,difpatch we 
The bufinefTe we haue talkt of. 

Orjar. With moft gladnrfle, 
And do inuitc you to oiy Sifters view, 
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Whether ftraight He lead you. 

Anth. Let vs LefiJtu not lacke your companie. 

Ltf. Noble Anthony, nut fickenefle fhould detaine 



.4 



Fionrijb. 



Exit, 



My 



: from jEgypt Sir. 
Eno. Halfe the heart of Oejar, worthy 
honourable Friend Agrxffa. 
*Agri. Good Encbjrbui, 

Meet. We haue caule to be glad, that mitten 
well difgeftcd : you ftaid well by't in Egypt. 

Er ; . I Sir, we did fleepe day out of 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mete. Eight Wilde- Boarcs rolled whole at a break- 
fad : and but twelue perfoni there. Ia this true ? 

fne.This was but ai a Flye by an Eagle; we had much 
more monftrous matter of Feaft, which worthily defer- 
ued noting. 

Meten at. She's a mofi triumphant Lady, if report be 
fquare to her. 

Enob. When (he firft met Marly Anthony, Ihe purft 
vp his heart vpon the Riuer of Sidnis. 

Agri. There flie appear'd indeed : or my reporter de- 
uis'd well for her. 

Eho. I will tell you, 
The Barge flie (at in, like a burnifht Throne 
Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sailes rand fo perfumed that 
The Windes were Loue-Gcke. 
With them the Owers were Siluer, 
Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke,and made 
The water which they beate,to follow fatter; 
As amorous of their ftrokes. For her owne perfon, 
It beggerd all difcription,fhe did lye 
In her Pauillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiflue, 
O're-pifturing that Venni, where we fee 
The tancie out-worke Nature. On each fide her, 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boye*,like fmiling Cupids, 
With diucrs coulour'd Fannes whofe winde did feeme, 
To gloue the delicate chcekes which they did coole, 
And what they vndid did. 

Agrif Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno. Her Gentlewoman, like the Nereides, 
So many Mer-maides tended her i'th'eycs, 
And made their bends adorning*. At the Helme. 
A feeming Mer-maide fteercs.' The Silken Tackle, 
Swell with the touches of thofe Flower-foft 
That yarely frame the office. From the Barge 
A ftrange inuifible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adiacent Wharfes. The Citty caft 
Her pcopl e out vpon her : and Anthony 
Enthron'd i'th'Market-place,did lit alone, 
Whifling to'th'ayre : which but for vacancie, 
Had gone to ga*e on Cletpater too, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

•Agri. Rare Egiptian. 

Sno. Vpon her landing, Anthony Cent to her, 
Inuited her to Supper : fhe replyed, 
It fhould be better, he became her gucft: 
Which (he entreated, our Courteous Anthony, 
Whom nere the word of no woman hard fpeake, 
Being barber'd ten times o're,goes to the Featt. ; 
And for his ordinary, paies his heart, 
For what his eyes eate onely, 

Agri. Royall Wencii : 
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She made great Ctefar lay his Sword to bed, 
He ploughed her, and (he cropt. 

Eno. I faw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publicke ftreete, 
And hauing loft her breath, (he fpoke,ai 
That fhe did make dctccl.perfeaion, 
And brcathlefie powre breath forth. 

Mece. Now Anthony, muft leaue her vtterly. 

Eno. Neuer he will not ; 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuftome dale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feede, but (he makes hungry, 
Where mod (he fatisfics. For vildeft things 
Become themfelues in her, that the holy Prietts 
BlefTe her, when fhe is Riggifh. 

Mtte If Beauty, Wifedome, Modefty,can fett le 
The heart of Anthony lOffauU it 
A blefTcd Lottery to him. 

Agrif. Let vs go. Good Embarbut , make your felfe 
my gueft, whilft you abide heere. 

Ens. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt 

Enter Anthony, Cajtir, Oflauia betveene them. 

Anth. The world, and my great office, will 
Sometimes deuide me from your bofome. 

Ofia. Ail which time, before the Gods my knee (hall 
bowe my ptayers to them for you. 

Anth. Goodnight Sir. My Offauia 
Read not my blemifhes in the worlds report : 
I haue not kept my fquare, but that to come 
Shall all be done byth'Rulc : good night deere Lady : 
Good night Sir. 

Qr/ar. Goodnight. Exit. 
Enter Sootbfaier, 

Anth. Now firrah : you do wifh your felfe in Egypt } 

Sootb. Would I had neuer come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant. If you can, your reafon? 

Sootb.l foe it in my motion thaoe it not in my tongue, 
But yet hie you to Egypt againe. 

Antho. Say to me, whofe Fortunes (hall rife higher 
Or fart or mine ? 

&o/.Cr/jrr.Therefore(oh Anth»ny)<hy not by his fide 
Thy Dxmon that thy fpirit which iceepes thee, is 
Noble, Couragious, high vnmatchable, 
Where Gtfart is not. But neere him,thy Angell 
Becomes a feare : as being o're-powr'd, therefore 
Make fpace enough betweene you. 

Anth. Speake this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee no more buti when to thee, 
If thou dott play with him at any game, 
Thou art fure to loofe : And of that Natural! lucke, 
He beats thee 'gainft the oddes. Thy Lufter thickens. 
When he fhines by : I fay againe, thy fpirit 
Is all affraid to gouerne thee neere him : 
But he alway 'tis Noble. 

Anth. Get thee gone t 
Say to Ventigitu 1 would fpeake with him. Exit. 
He (hall to Partbia,be it Art or hap, 
He hath fpoken true. The very Dice obey him, 
And in our fports my better cunning faints, 
Vnder his chance, if we draw lots he fpeeds, 
His Cocks do winne the Battaile, ftill of mine, 
When it is all to naught : and his Quailes euer 
Bcate mine(in hoopt ) at odd's. I will to Egypte: 

And 
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And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
I'th'Eaft my pleafure liei. Oh come Ventigitu. 

Enter Ventigiiu. 
You mull to Parthia, your Commiffions ready : 
Follow me, and reciuc't. Exeunt 

Er.ttr Lepidui, Met emu and Agriffa. 

Ijfidm. Trouble your felues no further : pray you 
haften your Cenerali after. 

Agr. Sir, Market A«ti*ny,mU e'ne but kilTc Oclauia, 
and weelc follow. 

Ltft. Till I wall fee you in your Souldicrs drefle, 
Which will become you both I Farewell. 

tMete. We mall : at I conceiue the iourney, be at 
Mount before you Ltfidm. 

Left. Your way is fhorter, my purppfes do draw me 
much about, you'le win two dayes vpon me. 

"B.t'c. Sir good fuccefle. 

Left. Farewell. Extant. 

Enter Geopater t Charmian , hoi, and Alexot. 

Gee. Ciue me fomc Muficke:Muficke, moody foode 
of vs that trade in Loue. 

Omiut. The Muficke, hoa. 

Enter Mar dun the Eunuch. 

Cite. Let it alone, let's to Billards : come Charmian. 

Char. My arme is lore, belt play with Mardutn. 

Gee-fa. As well a woman with an Eunuch plaide, as 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Sir.' 

Mardi. As well as 1 can Madam . 

Clet. And when good will is fhewed, 
Though't come to fhort 

The Aclor may pleade pardon, lie none now, 
Giue me mine Angle, weele to'th'Riucr there 
My Muficke playing farre off. 1 will betray 
Tawny fine fiuScs,my bended hooke {hall pierce 
Their f!imy iawes : and as 1 draw them vp, 
He think e them cutty one an Anthony, 
And fay,ah ha;y'are caught. 

Char. 'Twas merry when you wager'd on your Ang- 
ling, when your diuer did hang a fait fifh on his hooke 
which he with feruencie drew vp. 

Geo. That time? Uh times : 
I laught him out of patience : and that night 
I laught him into patience, and next morne, 
Ere the ninth houre,I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him,whilft 
1 wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italic, 

Enter a MrJJenger. 
Ramme thou thy fruitefull tidings in mine tares, 
That long time hauc bin barren. 

c%fe/. Madam, Madam. 

Clet. Antbonyo't dead, 
If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kil'ft thy Miftris : 
But well and free, if" thou foycild him. 
There is Gold, and hecre 
My bleweft vaines to kilTc : a hand that Kings 
Haue lipt,and trembled killing. 

Me/. Firft Madam, he is well. 

Clee. Why there's moreGold. 
But firrah marke,we vie 
To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that, 
The Gold 1 giue thee, will 1 melt and powr 
Downe thy ill vttering throate. 

Mi/. Good Madam heare me. 



Gee. Well, go too I will : 
But there's no goodnefle in thy face if Anthony 
Be free and healthfully fo tart a fauour 
To trumpet fuch good tidings. 1 fnot well, 
Thou fhouldft come like a Furie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formal! man. 

Mtf. Wilt pleafc you heare me? 

Clet. I haue a mind to ftrike thee ere thou fpeak'ft: 
Yet if thou fay Anthony liues, 'tis well, 
Or friends with GrJar,or not Capciue to him, 
He fetthee in a fhowcr of Gold, and hailc 
Rich Pcarles vpon thee. 

eMef. Madam, he's well. 

Ore. Well laid. 

Mr/. And Friends with Gr/ar. 

Geo. Th'art an honeft man. 

Me/. Ca/ar t »nd he, are greater Friends then euer. 

Ceo. Make thee a Fortune from me. 

Mt/. But yet Madam. 

Cite. I do not like but yet.it does alay 
The good precedence, fie vpon but yet, 
Bur yet is as a laylor to bring foorth 
Some monftrous Malefactor. Prythec Friend, 
Powrc out the packe of matter to mine eare , 
The good and bad together : he's friends with C^r/ar, 
In ftate of heal th thou faift,and thou faift, free. 

Me/. Free Madam, no : 1 made no fuch report, 
He's bound vnto Otlauia. 

Geo. For what good turne ? 

M./. For the beft turne i'th'bed. 

Geo. I am pale Chjrmian. 

Me/. Madam, he's married to Otlauia. 

Gee. The moft infeOious Peflilence vpon thee. 

Sirthet him divne. 

<&fe/. Good Madam patience. 

Gee. What fay you i Strict him. 

Hence horrible Villaine.or He fpurne thine eyes 
Like balls before me : He vnhaire thy head, 

•V ( baltt him itp and dome. 
Thou fhalt be whipt with Wycr, and ftcw'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Me J. Gratiuus Madam, 
I that do bring the newes,made not the match. 

Geo. Say 'tis not fo, a Prouince I will giue thee. 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ft 
Shall make thy peace, f,;r mouing me to rage, 
And I will boot thee with what guift befide 
Thy roodeflie can begge. 

eJMV/. He's married Madam. 

Gee. Rogue, thou haft liu'd too long. Draw a kjtife. 
Me/. Nay then lie runne: 
What meane you Madam, I haue made no fault . Exit. 

Our. Good Madam keepe your felfc within your felfc, 
The man is innocent. 

Gio. Some Innocents fcape not the thunderbolt : 
Melt Egypt into Nyle : and kindly creatures 
Turne all to Serpents. Call the flaue againe, 
Though I am mad, I will not byte him :Call? 
Char. He is afcard to come. 
Gee. I will not hurt him, 
Thefc hands do lacke Nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner then my felfc : fince I my felfe 
Hauc giuen my felfe the caufe. Come hither Sir. 

Enter the Mt/)enger againe. 
Though it be honeft.it is ncuer good 
To bring bad newes ; giue to' a gratious McfTigc 
An 



Digitized by Google 



zA nthony and Cleopatra. 



349 



An hoft of tongues, but let ill tydings tell 
Themfelues, when they be felt. 

MtJ. I blue done my duty. 

Geo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worfer then I do, 
If thou againe fay yet. 

iHfrf. He's married Madam. 

Clto. The Cods confound thee, 
Doft thou hold there ftilll 

Aft/. Should 1 lye Madame ? 

Gto. Oh, I would thou didft: 
So halfe my Egypt were fubmcrg'd and made 
A Cefterne for fcal'd Snakes. Go get thee i 
Had'ft thou NarciJJiu in thy face to me, 
Thou would'ft appecre moft vgly:He is married ? 

MtJ. I craue your Highncffe pardon . 

Geo. He is married ? 

MtJ. Take no offence, that I would not offend you, 
To punniflt me for what you make me do 
Seemcs much vneqoall.he's married to Oclauia. 

Geo. Oh that his fault ffiould make a knaue of thee, 
That art not what tli'art fure of. Get thee hence, 
The Marchandize which thou haft brought from Rome 
Are all too deere for me: 
Lye they vpon thy hand, and be vndone by em. 

Gear, Good your Highneffe patience. 
Qleo. In prayfing Antbory,\ haue difprais'd Ctrjar. 

Cbar. Many times Madam. 

Geo. I am paid for't now : lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh Irat,G>armian : 'tis no matter. 
Go to the Fellow, good Altxas bid him 
Report the feature of O.lauia : her yea res, 
Her inclination, let him not Icaue out 
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for eucr go, let him not Qbarmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Altxas 
Bring me word.how tall (he is : pitty me Cbarmian, 
But do not fpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 

Extunt. 

F/ouri/b. Enter Pemftty ,at one doore tritb Drum and Trum- 
ptf.at another Grfar , LepiduJ ,An/bsnr, Enobarbus ,M ( - 
cenas,Agri[fa.MenaS vritb Soldier, Marching. 
Pom. Your Hoftages I haue, ' haue you mine : 
And we fliall talke before we fight. 

Grjar. Moft meete that firft we come to word?, 
And therefore haue we 
Our written purpnfes before vs fent, 
Which if thou haft confidcred.let vs know, 
IFtwill tye vp thy difcontented Sword, 
And carry backe to Cicelie much tall youth, 
That elfe muft perifli hcere. 

Pom. To you all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chiefe Factors for the Gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father mould reuengen want, 
Hauing a Sonne and Friends, fince JWflN Grjar, 
Who at Phillippi the good Urutiu ghofted, 
There faw you labouring for him. What was't 
That mou'd pale Csjfius to confpire ? And what 
Made alUhonor'd, honeft, Romaine Urutut, 
With the arm'd reft, Courtiers of beaulious frecdome, 
To drench the Capitol). but that they would 
Haue one man but a man. and that his it 
Hath made me riggc my Nauie. At whofe burthen, 
The anger'd Ocean fomc«,wi:h which I meant 
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To fcourge th'ingratitude.that defpightfull Rome 
Caft on my Noble Father. 
Grjar. Take your time. 

Am. Thou can'ft not feare vs Pimpey with thy failcs. 
Weele freake with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ft 
How much we do o're-count thee. 

Pom. At Land indeed 
Thou doft orecount me of my Fatherrs houfe : 
But fince the Cuckoo buildes not for himfelfe, 
Remaine in't as thou maift. 

Left. Be pleas'd to tell vs, 
(For this is from the prefent how you take) 
The offers we haue fent you. 

Grjar. There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated too, 
But waigh what it is worth imbrae'd 

Ctrjar. And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 

Pom. You haue made me offer 
Of Cicelie,Sardinia : and I muft 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to fend 
Meafures of Wheatc to Rome : this greed vpon, 
To part with vnhackt cdgcs.and bcaie backe 
Our Target vndinted. 

Omntt. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you hcere, 
A man prepar'd 

To take this offer. But Marble Anthony, 
Put me to fome impatience : though I loofe 
The praife of it by telling. You muft know 
When Grjar and your Brother were at bio we I, 
Your Mother came to Cicelie.and did findc 
Her welcome Friendly. 

Ant. I haue heard it Pompty, 
And am well ftudied for a liberal! thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me haue your hand : 
I did not thinke Sir, to haue met you heere. 

Ait. The beds i'th'Eaft are foft,and thanks to you, 
That cal'd me timelier then my purpofe hither : 
For I hiue gained by't. 

Grjar. Since I faw you laft,ther't a change vpon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not, 
What counts harm Fotune caft's vpon my face, 
But in my bofome fliall (he neuer come, 
To make my heart her vaffoilc. 

Ltp. Well met heere. 

Pcm. I hope fo Lepidw,ihus we are agreed : 
I crane our compofion may be written 
And fcal'd betweene vi, 

Grjar. That's the next to do. 

Pom. Weele feaft each other,ere we part, and Ictt's 
Draw lots who fliall begin. 

Ant. That will I Pempty. 

Pompty. No Anthony take the lot : but firft or laft, 
your fine Egyptian cookerie lhall haue the fame, I haue 
heard that Mm Grjar .grew fat with feafting there. 

Anth. You haue heard much. 

Pom. I haue fiire meaning Sir. 

Ant. And faire words to them. 

Pom. Then fo much haue I heard, 
And I haue heard Apf<.hd<.rut carried 

Eno. No more that : he did fo. 

Pom. What I pray you/ 

Eno. A certainc Qiiccne to Grjar in a Matris. 

Pom. I know thee now, how far'ft thou Souldier ? 

Eno. Well, and well am like to do, for I perceiue 

Four. 
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Foure Fcafts are toward. 

fern. Let me fluke thy hand, 
I neuer hated thee I I haue feene thee fight, 
When I haue enuied thy behauiour. 

Encb. Sir, I neuer lou'd you much, but I ha'prais'd ye, 
When you haue well deferu'd ten times as much, 
As I haue {aid you did. 

Pern. Inioy thy plainneflc, 
It nothing ill becomes thee: 
Aboord my Gaily, I inuite you all. 
Will you leade Lords? 

All. Shew's the way, fir. 

Pern. Come. Extant. Manet Encb .& Mcnat 

Mtn. Thy Father Pompcy woutd ne're haue made this 
Treaty. You, and 1 haue know ne fir. 
Enob. At Sea, I thinke. 
^Men. We haue Sir. 
Encb. You haue done well by water. 
Mtn. And you by Land. 

Encb. I will praifc any man that will praife mc, thogh 
it cannot be denied what I haue done by Land. 

cAfen. Nor what I haue done by water. 

Enob. Yes fome-thing you can deny /or your owne 
fafcty : you haue bin a great Thecfc by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Encb. There I deny my Land fcruice : but giue mee 
your hand Mtnat, if our eyes had authority, hecrc they 
might take two Theeues killing. 

Men. All mens faces are true, whatfomere their hands 
are. 

Enob. But there is neuer a fayre Woman, ha's a true 
Face. 

Men. No Hinder, they fteale hearts. 

Enob. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turn'd to a Drink- 
ing. Pempey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Enob. It he do, lure he cannot weep't backe againe. 

c/WV/t Y'haue faid Sir, we look'd not for Marly An- 
thony heete, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Enob. Crtjari Sifter is call'd Oflauia. 

Men. True Sir, She was the wife of Ca'ita Mareelliu. 

Encb. Rut (he is now the wife of Marcus Artbcnitu. 

Men. Pray 'ye fir. 

Smb. Tit true. 

Men. Then is Qrfar and he, for euer knit together. 

Entb. If 1 were bound to Diuine of this vnity, I wold 
not Prophefie fo. 

Men. I thinke the policy of that purpofe, made more 
in the Marriage, then the loue of the parties. 

Encb. I thinke to too. But you (hall finde the band 
that feemes to tye their friendihip together, will bee the 
very ftrangler of their Amity : Oflauia it of a holy, cold, 
and ftill conurrfation. 

Men. Who would not haue his wife fo ? 

Enc. Not he that himfclfe is not fo : which is Marine 
Anthony : he will to his Egyptian difti againe : then Shall 
the fighes of Otlauia blow the fire vp in Co-far, and (as I 
faid before) that which is the Strength of their Amity, 
Shall proue the immediate Author of their variance. An- 
tbcny will vfe his affection where it is. Hte married but 
his occafion heere. 

Mtn. And thus it may be. Come Sir, will you aboord? 
I haue a health for you. 

Encb. I ftiall take it fir : we haue vs'd our Throats in 
Egypt. 

Mtn. Come, let's away. Exeunt. 



Mufttif playet. 
Enter tvo or three Struant t with a Banket . 

i Heere thcy'l be man s fome o'th 'their Plants are ill 
rooted already, the lcaft winde i'th'world wil blow them 
downe. 

3 Lepidut is high Conlord. 

I They haue made him drinke Almes drinke. 

i As they pinch one another by the difpofition, bee 
cries out, no morej reconciles them to his entreatie, and 
himfelie to'th'drinke. 

I But it raifes the greatet warre betweene him St his 
discretion. 

i Why this it is to haue a name in great mens Fel- 
lowship : I had as liue haue a Reede that will doe mc no 
fcruice, as a Partisan I could not heaue. 

I To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and not to be fecne 
to moue in't, arc the holes where eyes fttould bee, which 
pittifully difaftcr the checkes. 

A Sennet Jcundtd. 
Enter Cat jar , Anthony, Pemfxy, Lepidut , Agrifpa , Mecenas , 
Enobarbtu, Mtnet,vitb other Cap tames. 

Ant. Thus do they Sir : they take the flow o'th'Nyle 
By certaine Scales i'th'Pyramid : they know 
By'th'height, the lownefle, or the mcane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus fwels, 
The more it promifes : as it ebbes, the SccJfman 
Vpon the fiime and Ooze Scatters his graine, 
And Shortly comes to Harucft. 

Ltp. Y'haue ftrange Serpents there ? 

Antb. 1 Lepidut. 

Lr/>.Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of your Sun : fo is your Crocodile. 

Ant. They arc fo. 

Pom. Sit, and fome Wine : A health to Ltfidtu . 

Lep. I am not fo well as I Should be : 
But lie ne're out. 

Enob. Not till you haue Slept : 1 feare mc you'l bee in 
till then. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I haue heard the Ptolomiet Pyra- 
mids ate very goodly .things : without contradiction I 
haue heard that 

Menat. Pompey,* word. 

Pcmp. Say in mine eare,what is't. 

Men. ForSake thy feate I do befeech thee Captaine, 
And heare me fpeake a word. 

Pom. Forbeare me rill anon. Wbtjptri in't Bart. 

This Wine for Lepidut. 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 

Ant . It is Shap'd fir like it felfe, and it is as broad as it 
hath bredth ; It is iuft fo high as it is, and mooues with it 
owne organs. It liucs by that which nourifheth it, and 
the Elements once out of it, it Transmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant . Of it owne colour too. 

Lep' 'Tis a ftrange Serpent. 

Ant. Tis fo, and the tearcs of it arc wet. 
Grf. Will this description fatisfic him ? 
Ant. With the Health that Ponfey giues him, elfe he 
is a very Epicure. 

Pomp. Go hang Sir, hang : tell me of that T Away : 
Do as 1 bid you. Where's this Cup I call'd for ? 

Men. If for the Sake of Merit thou wilt hcare mce, 
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Rife from thy ftnole. 

Pom. I thinke th'art mad : the matter ? 

eHfen. I haue cucr held my cap off to thy Fortune!. 

Tom. Thou haft feru'd me with much faith : what's 
elfc to fay 1 Be iolly Lordl. 

Antb. Thcfc Quicke-fands Lepidat, 
Kcepc off, them for you finke. 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world ? 

torn. What faift thou > 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
That's twice. 

P>.m. How fhould that be i 

&fm. But entertaine it, and though thou thinke mc 
poore, I am the man will giue thee all the world. 

Pom. Haft thou drunke well. 

e3f«r. No Pmpey, I haue kept mc from the cup, 
Thou art if thou dar'ft be, the earthly Ioue s 
What ere the Ocean pales,or skie inclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 

Pom. Shew mr which way ? 

Men. Thefe three World-fharers. thefe Competitor* 
Are in thy veflell. Let me cut the Cable, 
And when we ate put off, fall to their throates: 
All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou fhouldft haue done, 
And not haue fpoke on't. In me 'tis villanie, 
In thee.'t had bin good feruice : thou muft know, 
Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour: 
Mine Honour it, Repent that ere thy tongue, 
Hath fo betraide thine ..tic. Being done vnknowne, 
1 mould haue found it afterwards well done, 
But muft condemnc it now : dcfift,and drinke. 

.Mr*. For this, He neuer follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, 

Who feekts and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall neuer findc it more. 

Pcm. This health to Lepidw. 

Ant. Bra re him afhore, 
He pledge it for him Turn fey. 

Eno. Heere's to thee Mer.ai. 

Men. . , welcome. 

Pern. Fill till the cup be hid. 

Ene. There's a ftrong Fellow Menas. 

Men. Why? 

Eno. A bcares the third part of the world man : feeft 
not ? 

Men. The third part, then he is drunk : would it were 
all, that it might go on wheele*. 

Ens. Drinke thou : encreale the Reeles. 
Men Come. 

Tom. This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft. 

Ant. It ripen's towards it : ftrike the Veffells hoa. 
Heere's to Cdtjar. 

Carfar. I could well forbear't, it's monftrous labour 
when I wafh my braine.and it grow fouler. 

Ant. Be a Child o'th time. 

Car/ar. PofTefle it, lie make anfwer : but 1 had rather 
faft from all, foure da) cs, then drinke So much in one. 

Emb. Ha my braue Emperour, wall we daunce 
the Egyptian Backcnals,and celebrate our drinke? 

Pcm. Let's ha't good Souldier. 

Ant. Come, let's all take hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath fleep't our fenfe, 
In foft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands: 
Make battery to our eares with the loud Muficke, 
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The while, He place you, then the Boy mail fing. 
The holding euery man mail bcate as loud, 
As his ftrong fides can volly. 

Mufic\e Playei. Embarbus places ibem band in band. 
The Song. 
Ccme tbeu Monarch cf tbe Vine, 
Plumpie 'Bacchus , rtitb finite eyntx 
In tty Faltei our Caret be drevn'd, 
With tby Qrapei our bairei be Crcrrr.'d. 
Cup M tilt tbe world go round , 
Cup «s till tbe virldgo round. 

Carfitr. What would you more? 
Tsmpey goodnight. Good Brother 
Let me requeft you of our grauer bufineffe 
Frownei at this leuitie. Gentle Lords let's part, 
You fee we haue burnt our check es. Strong Emlarbe 
Is weaker then the Wine,and mine owne tongue 
Spleet's what it fpeakes: the wilde difguife hath almoft 
Antickt vs all. What needs more words? goodnight. 
Good Antbcny your hand. 

Pom. lie try you on the more. 

Antb. And fhall Sir.giues your hand. 

Pom. Oh Anthny,yoa haue my Father houfe. 
But what, we are Friends? 
Come downe into the Boate. 

Ene. Take heed you fall not Menas : He not on fliorc, 
No to my Cabin : thefe Drummcs, 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell 
To thefe great Fellowcs.Sound and be hang'd, found out. 

Sound a Flouri/b vitb Drummet. 

Enor. Hoo faies a there's my Cap. 

Men. Hoa, Noble Captaine, come. Exeunt. 

Enter Ventidim ai it xrere in trinmpb, tbe dead body cf Pace- 
rut borne btfore bim. 

yen. Now darting Parthya art thou ftr<»kc,and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marctu Craffut death 
Make me rcuenger. Beare the Kings Sonnesbody, 
Before our Army thy Pacorut Oradet, 
Paies this for Marcus Crajfus. 

Rcmaine. Noble X)enttdiut t 
Whil'ft yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warmc, 
The Fugitiuc Parthians follow. Spurre through Media, 
Mefapotamia,and the fheltcrs, whether 
The routed flie. So thy grand Captaine Antbcny 
Shall fet thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy head. 

yen. Oh Slliui,Siliiui, 
I haue done enough. Alower phce note well 
May make too great an 3&. For learne this Stlttui, 
Belter to leaue vndone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ferues away. 
Ceejar and %Antbony, haue euer wonne 
More in their officer, then perfon. Scfm 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumulation of renowne, 
Which heatchiu'd by'th'minute,loft his fauour. 
Who does i'th'Warres more then his Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captainet Captaine : andAmbition 
(The Souldicrs Tcrtue}rathcr makes choife of loffe 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Ambcnius good, 
But 'twould offend him. And in his offence, 

Should 
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s hould my performance pcrilh. 

ILm. Thou haft fentUtw that, without the which a 
Souldier and hii Sword graunts force diftin&ion : thou 
wilt write to Anthony. 

fen. He humbly lignlfie what in hit name, 
That magicall word of Warre we haue effected, 
How with hit Bannert,and hit well paid rank*, 
The nere-yet beaten Horfe of Farthia, 
We haue iaded out o'th'Field. 

Rom. Where it he now ? 

Ven.Ht purpofcth to Athcn*, whither with what haft 
The waigbt we mud conuay with'*, will permit : 
We mall appcarc before him." On there .paflc along. 

£jrm«!f. 

Enter Agriffa at one doore, Enobarbui at another. 

Agri. What arc the Brother* parted f 

Enc. They haue difpatcht with Pempey,he it gone, - 
The other three are Sealing. Oflauia wcepet 
To part from Rome : Cajar it fad, and Ltpidu* 
Since Pompey't feaft, at Mtnat laics, it troubled 
With the Creene-SickncfTe. 

Apt. "Tit a Noble Lepidm. 

Eno. A very fine one : oh, how he louet Cajar. 

Agri. Nay but how deerely he adorct Mar{ Anthony. 

Em. Cajar ? why he't the lupiter of men. 

Ant. What's Anthony, the God of lupiter ? 

Eno. Spake you of Cajar ? How, the non-pareill ? 

Agri Oh Anthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 

Eno. Would you praife Cajar, fay Cajango no further. 

Agr.XniexA he plied them both with eiceltent praifr*. 

Eno. But he louet Co-Jar belt, yet he louct Anthony: 
Hoo, Hcartt, Tongue*, Figure, 
Scribes, Bardt, Poets, cannot 
Thinke fpcake, cart, write, fing, number : hoo, 
Hi* loue to Anthony. But as for Cajar, 
Kneele downe,kneele downe,and wonder. 

Agri. Both he loue*. 

Ens. They are hit Shardj,and he their Beetle, <b: 
This it to horfe : Adieu, Noble Agriffa. 

Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell. 

£*rrr Cajar, Antbory, I.efidus , and Otlavia. 
Antbc. No further Sir. 

Co-Jar. You take from me a great part of my fl-lfe.- 
Vfe me well in't. Sifter, prouc fuch a wife 
At my thoughts make thee,ar.d as my farthclt Band 
Shall palTc on thy approofe : moll Noble Anthony, 
Let not the peece of Vcrtue which is fet 
Betwixt vs,as the Cymcnt of our loue 
To keepe it buildcd, be the Rammc to batter 
The Fortreftc of it:for better might we 
Haue lou'd without this meanc.if onboth parts 
This be not cherimt. 

Ant. Make me not orTcnded.in your diftruft. 

Cajar. Ihaucfaid. 

Ant. You fliall not finde, 
Though you be therein curious, the left caufe 
For what you fecme to fcare, fo the Gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romaines feme your end* : 
We will hecrc part. 

Co-Jar. Farewell my deetcft Sifter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind to thee,and make 
Thy fpirits all of comfort : fare thee well. 

O&a. My Noble Brother. 

Anth. The A prill's in her eyes, it is Loues fpring, 
And thefe the mowers to. bring it on : be cheerfull. 
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OBa. Sir.lookc well to my Husband* hoofe : and 

Co-jar. What Otlauia I 

Ocla. He tell you in your eare. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart informe her tougue. 
The Swanncs downc feather 
That Hands vpon the Swell at the full of Tide : 
And neither way incline*. 

Eno. Will Cajar weepe ? 

Agr. He ha's a cloud in'* face. 

Eno. He were the worfe for that were he a Horfe, fo is 
he being a|man. 

Agri. Why Enolarbm : 
When Anthony found Iuliui Co-Jar dead, 
He cried almoft to roa ring : And he wept, 
When at Phillippi he found 'Brutut ftaine. 

Eno. That ycarindecd,he was trobled with a rheume, 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd, 
Beleeu't till 1 weepe too. 

Co-Jar, No fweet Otlauia, 
You Stall heare from me ftill : the time Irull not 
O it .go my thinking on you. 

%Ant. Come Sir , come, 
He wraftlc with you in my ftrength of loue, 
Looke heere 1 haue you, thus I let you go, 
And giue you to the Gods. 

Cajar. Adieu.be happy. 

Ltf. Let all the number of the Starresgiue light 
To thy faire way. 

Co- jar. Fare well, farewell. Kijjet OSauia. 

Ant. Farewell. Trumfelt jound. Extant 

Enter Cleofatra.Charmian, Irat,and Alexat. 

Qlto. Where is the Fcilow ? 

Altx. Halfc afcard to come. 

Cleo. Go too, go too ; Come hither Sir. 

Enter the Meffenger at before. 

Alex. Good Maieftie: Herod of lury dare not looke 
vpon you, but when you are well pleas'd. 

On. That Htrodt head, lie haue : but how ? When 
tAnthony is gone, through whom I might commaund it: 
Come thou neere. 

Mej. Moft gratious Maieftie. 

Qleo. Did'ft thou behold OXauia ? 

Mej. I dread Quecnc. 

CUo. Where? 

Mej. Madam in Rome, I lookt her in the face : and 
faw her led betwecne her Brother, and eZStarkf ^Anthony. 

Cleo. Is {be as tall as me ? 

Mej. She is not Madam. 

Cleo. Didft heire her fpcake ? 
Is Die ftrill tongu'd or low T 

Mej. Madam, I heard her fpcake, (he is low voie'd. 

Cleo. That's not fo good : he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her ? Oh JJu i 'tis impolTible. 

CleoA thinke fo Charmian: dull of tongue, St dwarruh 
What Maieftie it in her gate, remember 
If ere thou look'ft on Maieftie. , 

Mej. She creepes:her motion, & her ftatiun are a* one: 
She trie wet a body,rjther then a life, 
A Statue, then a Breather. 

Cleo. Is this crrtaine ? 

Mej. Or 1 haue no obferuancc. 

Cba. Three in Egypt cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He't very knowing, I do pcrcciu't, 
Therc't nothing in her yet. 

The 
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The Fellow ha's good 'lodgement. 
Char. Excellent. 

Clto. GuclTe at her yeares, I prythee. 

Mtff. Madam, (he wa» a widdow. 

On. Widdow ? OarwfafT.hcarke. 

Mef. And I do thinke (he's thirtie. 

Cie. Bear'ft thou her race in mind? is"t long or round? 

Mtff. Round, euen to faultinefle. 

On. For the moft part too, they are foolilh that arc 
fo. Her haire what colour ? 

Miff. Browne Madam: and her forehead 
As low as fhc would with it. 

On. There'* Cold for thee, 
Thou muft not take my former (harpeneflc ill, 
I will employ thee backe againe : I finde thee 
Moft fit for bufinefle. Co, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 



On. Indeed he is fo : 
That fo I harried him. Why me think's by htm, 
This Creature's no fuch thing. 

0>ar. Nothing Madjm. 

On. The man hath feene fome M.tiefty, and (hould 
know. 

Char. Hath he feene Maieftic ? lfit elfe defend : and 
feruing you fo long. 

Qleopa. I haue one thing more to aske him yet good 
Qjarmian : but 'tis no matter, thuu (halt bring him to me 
where I will write; all may be well enough. 

Qhar. I warrant you Madam. Exeunt. 
Enter Anthony and Off aula. 

Ant. Nay, nay OfJauia,not onely that, 
That were excufable, that and thoufand* more 
Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd 
New Warres 'gainft Pompey. Made his will, and read it, 
To publicke eare, fpoke fcantly of me, 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me tearmes of Honour : cold and fickly 
He vented then moft narrow meafure;Ient me, 
When the beft hint was giuen him s he not look't, 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Oiiaui. Oh my good Lord, 
Beleeue not all.or if you muft beleeue, 
Stomacke not all. A more vnhappie Lady, 
If this deuifion chance, ne're flood betweene 
Praying for both parts i 
The good Gods wil mocke me prefently, 
When I (hall pray:Oh blcfle my Lord.and Husband, 
Vndo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefle my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diftroyes the prayer, no midway 
Twist thefe cxtrcamcs at all. 

%Atit. Gentle Oftauia. 
Let your beft loue draw to that point which feek« 
Beft to preferue it : if I loofe mine Honour, 
1 loofe my felfe: better I were not yours 
Then your fo branchlefle. But as you requcftcd, 
Your felfe (hall go betwcen's.the meanc time Lady, 
lie raife the preparation of a Warre 
Shall ftjine your Brother, make your fooneft haft, 
So your defires are yours. 

Oil. Thanks to my Lord, 
The loue of power make me moft weake.moft weake, 
You reconciler: Warres 'twixt you twaine would be, 
As if the world lhould eleaue.and that flaine men 
Should foader vp the Rift. 



Anih. When it appeeres tJ you where this begins, 
Turne your difaleafure that way, for our faults 
Can ncuer be fo equa!l,that your loue 
Can equally moue with them. Prouidc your going, 
Choofe your owne company.and command what cofl 
Your heart he's mini too. 

Enter En.barlui,and Erst. 

E*o. How now Friend £rej? 

Era. Ther's ftrange Newes come Sir. 

Em. What man / 

Ere. Qrfar tc Lepidut haue made warres vpon Tjm/ey. 

Ent. This is old. what is the fucceflc ? 

/'■:;. Qrfar hauing made vfe of him in the warres 
'gainft Pompij: prefently denied him riuality, would not 
let him partake in the glory of the afiion, and not re fling 
here, accufes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pcmpey. Vpon his owne appcale feizes him.fo the poore 
third is vp.till death enlarge his Confine. 

£no. Then would thou hadft a paire of chapsnomore, 
and throw betweene them all the food thou haft, thcy'le 
grinde the other. Where's Anthony* 

Era. He's walking in the garden thus, and fpurnes 
I The ruin that lies before him. Cries Foule Ltpidut , 
And threats the throate of that his Officer, 
That murdred Pompey. 

Ent. Our great Nauies rig'd. 

Ertt. For Italy and Qrfar, more Ehmititu, 
My Lord defire* you prelcntly : my Newes 
I might haue told heareafter. 

£«ro.Twillbe naught, but let it be: bring me to Attheny. 

Em. Come Sir, Exeunt. 
Enter Agrippa, Meceneu ,anj C<rfar. 

Qrf. Contemning Rome he ha's dShe all this, & more 
In Alexandria : hecre's the manner oft : 
I'th'Market-place on a Tiibunall filuer'd, 
Oeopatrj and himfelfe in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely enthron'd : at the feet, fat 
Qrfarhn whom they call my Fathers Sonne, 
And aJI the vnlawfull ifl"ue,that their Luft 
Since then hath made betweene them. Vntn her, 
He gaue tl>e ftablilnment of Egypt, made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus,Lydia,abfolute Quecne. 

Mtee. This in the publike eye ? 

Ctrfar. I'th' common (hew place, where they exe:cife, 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gaue to Alexander. To Ptckmy he aflign'd, 
Syria, Silicia, and Phoenetia : (he 
In th'abiliments of the Goddcfle Ifii 
That day appeer'd • and oft before gaue audience, 
As 'tis reported fo. 

Meet. Let Rome be thus inform'd. 

Agri. Who queazie with his infolencc already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Qrfar. The people knowes it, 
And haue now receiu'd his acculations. 

Agri. Who does he accufe ? 

Qrfar. Qrfar, and that hauing in Cicilie 
Sexttu Pamptiut fpoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o'th'lfle. Then does he fay, he lent me 
Some (hipping vnreft>r'd. Laflly, he frets 
That Lepidut of the Triumpher.ite,(hou!d be depos'd, 
And being that, we detaine all his Reuenue. 

Agri. Sir,this mould be anfwer'd. 

Co-far. Tis done already, and the Meflenger gone: 
I haue told him Lepidui was growne too cruell, 

y y That 
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That he hit high Authority abus'd, 
And did deferue hit change : for what I hauc conquer'd, 
| I grant him pare : but then in hit Armenia, 
And other of hit conquer'd Kingdom*, I demand the like 

eHftc. Hee'l neuer yecld to that. 

Of. Nor muft not then be yeelded to in thit. 
Enter Oflauia rritb ber Traine. 

Oila. Haile Crfar, and my L. haile molt deere C"J* r - 

Crfar. That euer 1 mould call thee Caft-away. 

Oils. You haue not call'd roe fo,nor haue you caufr. 

Crf Why haue yuu (bin vpon vb thusr"you come not 
Like Crfart Sifter, The wife of Aitbcny 
Should haue an Army for an V flier, and 
The neighes of Horfc to tell of her approach, 
Long ere flic did appeare. The treet by'th'way 
Should haue borne men, and expedition fainted, 
Longing for what it had nor. Nay, the duft 
Should haue afcended to the Roofe of Heauen, 
Rait'd by your populout Troopes: But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and haue preuented 
The oftcntation of our loue ; which left vnlhewnc, 
h often left vnlou'd : we mould haue met you 
By Sea, and Land, fupplying eucry Stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Ofia. Good my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain'd,but did it 
On my free-will. My Lord eftfar^e Antbony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd fur Warre, acquainted 
My greeued eare withall : whereon I begg'd 
Hit pardon for returne. 

CtrJ. Which foone he granted, 
Being an abftracl 'tweene hit Luft.and him. 

O&a. Do not fay fo, my Lord. 

Crf. 1 haue eyet vpon him, 
And hit affaires come to me on the wind:wher is he now? 

Ofla. My Lord.in Athens. 

Crfar. No my mart wronged Sifter, Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath giuen his Empire 
Vp to a Whore, who now are leuying 
The Kings o'th'earth for Warre. He hath aflcmbled, 
B<xbtu the King of Lybia, Artbilaiu 
Of Cappadocia, PLiladelpbot King 
Of Paphlagonia : the Thracian King Adullas, 
King Maucbut of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Hired of lewry, Mitbridatei King 
Of Comageat, Polemen and Amintas, 
The Kings of Mede,and Licoania, 
With a more larger Lift of Scepters. 

Offa. Aye me moft wretched, 
That haue my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That doet ifA.Q each other. (breaking forth 

O/.Welcom hither : your Letters did with-holde our 
Till we percciu'd both how you were wrong led, 
, And we in negligent danger : cheere your heart, 
Be you not troubled with the time, which driues 
O're your content, thefe ftrong ncceffitics, 
But let determin'd things to deftinie 
Hold vnbcwayl'd their way. Welcome to Rome, 
Nothing more decrc to me : You are abus'd 
| Beyond the marke of thought : and the high Gods 
To do you lufticc, makes hit Miniftert 
Of vt, and thofc that loue you. Beft of comfort. 
And euer welcom to vs. Agrip. Welcome Lady. 

vMec. Welcome deere Madam, 
Each heart in Rome does loue and pitty you, 
Onely th'adultcrous Antbony, moft large 



In his abhominations, turnes you off, 
And giue* his potent Regiment to a Tmll 
That noyfes it agiinft vt. 
Ofta. It it fo fir f 

Crf. Moft certaine : Sifter welcome : pray you 
Be euer knowne to patience. My dcer'ft Sifter. Exeunt 
Enter C/etpatra,and EnebarblU. 
Cleo. I will be cuen with thee, doubt it not. 
Eno. But why, why, why ? 

Clti. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe warre*. 
And fay'ft it it not fit. 
Eno. Well : is it, it it. 

Cleo. If not, denoune'd againft vs, why fliould not 
we be there in pcrfon. 

Ettcb. Well, I could reply : if wee fliould feme with > 
Horfe and Mares together, the Horfc were meerly loft : 
the Mares would bcare a Soldiour and hit Horl'e. 

Cleo. What it't you fay / 

Encb. Your prefence needs muft puzle Anthony, 
Take from hit heart, take from hit Braine, from't time, 
What fliould not then be fpar'd. He it already 
Traduc'd for Leuity, and 'ti» faid in Rome, 
That Pbotitnu an Eunuch.and your Maides 
Mannage this warre. 

Cleo. Sinkc Rome, and their tongues rot 
That fpeake againft vs. A Charge we bcare i'th'Warre, 
And as the prefident of my Kingdome will 
Appeare there for a man. Spcake not againft it, 
I will not ftay behinde. 

Enter Antbmy and Camidia*. 

Eno. Nay I haue done, here comet the Emperor. 

Ant. It it not ftrange Camidiia, 
That from Tarrentum,and Brandulium, 
He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea, 
And take in Troine. You haue heard on't (Sweet?) 

Cleo. Celerity it neuer more admir'd, 
Then by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke, 
Which might haue well becom'd the beft of men 
To taunt at flacknefle. Camidiut, wee 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo. By Sea, what elfe ? 

Cam. Why will my Lord, do fo ? 

Ant. For that he daret vt too't. 

Knob. So hath my Lord, dar'd him to fingle fight. 

Cam. I, and to wage this Battell at Pharfalia, 
Where Crfar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers 
Which feme not for hit vantage, he flukes off, 
And fo fliould you. 

Enob. Your Shippes are not well mann'd, 
Your Marrincrs arc Militcrt, Reapers, people 
Ingroft by fwift lmprcffe. In Crfari Fieete, 
Are thole, chat often haue 'gainft tompey fought, 
Their fliippes are yare, yours heauy : no difgrace 
Shall fall you for refuting him at Sea, 
Being prepar'd for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Sea. 

Eno. Moft: worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abfolute Soldierlhip you haue by Land, 
Diftraft your Armie, which doth moft confift 
Of Warre-markt-footmen, leaue vnexecutcd 
Your owne renowned knowledge, quite forgoe 
The way which promifes afTurance, and 
Giue vp your fclfc meerly to chance and haiard, 
From firme Securitie. 

Ant. lie fight at Sea. 

Cfc. 
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Clio. I haue Gxty Sailed, Ctrjdr none better. 

Ant. Our ouer-plus of (hipping will we burne, 
And with the reft full mann'd, from th'head of Action 
Beate th 'approaching Cetjar. But if we faile, 
We then can doo't at Land. Enter a Mejfenger. 

Thy BufinelTe ? 

Me/. The Newes is true, my Lord, he is defcried, 
Ctrj'ar ha's taken Toryne. 

Ant, Can he be there in perlbn? 'Tis impoflib!c 
Strange, that his power fhould be. Camidtui, 
Our ninctcene Legions thou malt hold by Land, 
And our twelue thou&nd Horfe. Wce'l to our Ship, 
Away my Tbttu. 

Enttr a Soldiaur. 
How now worthy Souldier? 

Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truft not to rotten planlces : Do you mifdoubt 
This Sword, and thefe my Wounds } let th'Egyptians 
And the Phoenicians go a ducking : wee 
Haue vs'd to conquer (landing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well, away. exit Ant. Cleo.& En:b. 

Soul. By Hercules 1 thinke I am i'th'right. 

Cam. Souldier thou art: but his whole action growes 
Not in the power oa't : fo our Leaders leade, 
And we are Womens men. 

Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horfe 
whole, do you not i 

Ven. Marctu Oclauiia, Marcut Iuftew, 
PublicoJa, and Celitu, are for Sea : 
But we keepe whole by Land. This fpeede of Cmftn 
Carries beyond beleefe. 

Soul. While he was yet in Rome. 
His power went out in luch dill (actions, 
As bcguilde all Spies. 

Cam. Who's his Lieutenant, heare you ? 

SouJ. They fay, one Tuwrm. 

Qam. Well, I know the man. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

cZftf. The Emperor cals Camidtui. 

dm. With Newes the times witi Labour, 
And throwes forth each minute, fome. exeunt 

Enter Carjar vitb bu Army, marching. 

Of. Tonrm t 

Tov. My Lord. 

CeeJ. Strike not by Land, 
Keepe whole, pronoke not Battaile 
Till we haue done at Sea. Do not esceede 
The Prefcript of this Scroule i Our fortune lyes 
Vpon this iumpe. exit. 
Enttr Am bony, and Encbarbut. 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o'th'Hill, 
In eye of Cer/ari battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. exit. 

Camidiu* eAfartbetb with bit Land Army erne tray oner the 
fiage, and Tovrrut the Lieutenant of Carjar the other way : 
After their going in, it beard the noi/e of a Sea fight. 
Alarum. Et.ter Encbarbut and Si arm. 

Eno. Naught, naught, al naught, I can behold no longer: 
Tbantoniad, the Egyptian Admiral), 
With all their futy Hye, and turne the Rudder I 
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To fee't, mine eyes are blafted. 

EnKr Scar rut. 

&-d/-.Gods,i& Goddefles, all the whol fynod of them ! 

Eno. What's thy palTion. 

Sear. The greater Cantle of the world, is loft 
With very ignorance, we haue kift away 
rvingdomcs,and Prouinces. 

Eno. How appeares the Fight ? 

Scar. On our fide, like the Token'd Peftilence, 
Where death is fure. Von ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
( Whom Leprotic o're-take) i'th'midft o'th'fight, 
When vantage like a payre of Twinnes appear'd 
Both as the fame, or rather ouis the elder ; 
(The Breeze vpon her) like a Cow in Inne, 
Hoifts Sailes, and flyes. 

Eno. That 1 beheld : 
Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not 
Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft, 
The Noble mine of her Magicke, Anthony, 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Lcauing the Fight in heighth, Ayes after her : 
I neuer faw an Action of luch flume ; 
Experience, Man-hood, Honor, ne're before,' 
Did violate fo it felfe. 

Encb. Alacke, alacke. 

Enter Camidiut. 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath. 
And finkes moft lamentably. Had our Generall 
Bin what he knew himfelfc, it had. gone well : 
Oh his ha's giuen example for our flight, 
Moft groflely by his owne. 

Enob. I, are you thereabouts? Why then goodnight 
indeed e. 

Cam. Toward Peloponnefus are they fled. 

Scar. *Tis eafie toot, 
And there 1 will attend what further comes. 

Camid. To Cerfar will 1 render 
My Legions and my Horfe, fixe Kings alreadie 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 

Em>. He yet follow 
The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reafon 
Sits in the winde againft me. 

Enter Anthony with Attendant!. 

Ant. Hearke, the Land bids me tread no more vpon't, 
It is alham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the world, that I 
Haue loft my way for euer. I haue a fliippe, 
Laden with Gold, take that, diuide it : Aye, 
And make your peace with C*/ar. 

Omnet. Fly I Not wee. 

Ant. I haue fled my felfe, and haue inftruQed cowards 
To runne,and fliew their flioulders. Friends be gone, 
I haue my felfe refolu'd vpon a courfe, 
Which ha» no neede of you. Be gone, 
My Treafurc's In the Harbour. Take it : Oh, 
I follow'd that I blufli to looke vpon, 
My very haires do mutiny : for the white 
Reproue the browne for ralTtncflc, and they them 
For fearc, and doting. Friends be gone, you ftiall 
Haue Letters from me to fome Friends, that will 
Sweepc your way for you. Pray you looke not fad, 
Nor make replyes of loathnelTe, take the hint 
Which my difpaire proclaimes. Let them be left 
Which leaues it felfe, to the Sea-fide ftraight way; 
I will poiTelTe you of that fhip and Treafure. 

y a Leaue 
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Lcaue me, I pray a little : pray you now, 
Nay do fo : for indeede 1 haue loft command, 
Therefore 1 pray you, lie fee you by and by. Sttt dvmnt 
Enter Cleofatra led by Charmian and Em. 

Era. Nay gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 

Iras. Do moft deere Queenc. 

Char. Do, why, what elfe f 

Clto. Let me fit downe j Oh Juno. 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Em. See you h cere, Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Car. Madam. 

Iras. Madam, oh good Empreffe. 
£rm. Sir, fir. 

Ant. Yet my Lord, yet; he at I'hilippi kept 
Hit (word e'ne like a dancer, while I ftrooke 
The leane and wrinkled Cajfsm, and 'twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no praclife had 
In the braue fquarcs of Warre : yet now : no matter. 

£lfo. Ah ftand by. 

Eras. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras. Go to him, Madam, fpcake tonim, 
lire's vnqualited with very fhame. 

Cite. Well then, fufbine me : Oh. 

Erst. Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches, 
Her head's declin'd, and death will ceafe her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant. I haue offended Reputation, 
A moft vnnoble fweruing. 

Em . Sir, the Queenc. 

Unt. Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee 
How I conucy my fhame, out of thine eye*, 
By looking backc what I haue left behinde 
StToy'd in difhonor. 

Cleo. Oh my Lord, my Lord, 
Forgiue my fearfull fayles, I little thought 
You would haue followed. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'ft too well, 
My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by'th'ftrings, 
And thou fhould'ft ftowe me after. O're my fpirit 
The full fuprcmacie thou knew'ft, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command mee. 

Geo. Oh my pardon. 

*Ant. Now 1 muft 
To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fhifu of lowncs, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th'world plaid as 1 plrat'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made wcake by my affection, would 
Obey it on all caufe. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a teare I fay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and loft : Giue me a kiffe, 
Euen tl it repayet me. 

We fent our Schoolcmafter, is a come backe ? 
Loue I am full of Lead : fome Wine 
Within there, and our Viands : Fortune 
We fcorne her muft, when moft ft 

Enter Co-far, Agrtppa,and Dtllabel/o,witb other u 



Crf. Let him 
Know jou him. 



appearc that's come from Anthony. 



Delia. Co-far, 'tis his Schoolemaftrr, 
An argument that he is pluck t, when hither 
He fends lo poore a Pinnton of his Wing, 
Which had tuperfluous Kings for Meffengen, 
Not many Moones gone by. 

Enter Ambaffador front Anthony. 

Cstfar. Approach, and fpcake. 

Amb. Such as I am, I come from Anthony : 
I wat of late as petty to his ends, 
At is the Mornc-dew on the Mertlc leafe 
To hit grand Sea. 

Ctrl. Bee't fo, declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutes thee, . 
Requires to Hue in Egypt, which not granted 
He LefTons his Requcllt, and to thee fucs 
To let him breath bet wee ne the Heauens and Earth 
A priuate man in Athens t this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confefTe thy Greatncffe, 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craucs 
The Circle of the Ptalomirs for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Car/. For Anthony, 
I haue no eares to his requeft. The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Defire fttall faile, fo ihre 
From Egypt driue her all-difgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if fttee performe, 
She fhall not fue vnheard. So to them both. 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee. 

Qo-f. Bring him through the Bands : 
To try thy Eloquence, now 'tis I* 
From Anthony winne Cleopatra, promife 
And in our Name, what fhc requires, adde : 
From thine inuention, offers. Women are i 
In their beft Fortunes ftrong ; but want will i 
The ne're touch'd Veftall. Try thy canning Tbidisu,' 
Make thine owne Edict for thy paines, which we 
Will anfwer as a Law. 

Thid. Co-far, I go. 

Cttjjr. Obferue how ^Anthony becomes his flaw. 
And what thou think'ft his very action fpcake* 
In euerv power that tnooucs. 

Thid. Co-Jar, 1 ftull. em 

Enter Cleopatra, Embarbus, Charmian, & Iras . 
Cleo. What ftull we do, Encbarbui > 
Eno. Thinke, and dye. 
Cleo. Is Anthony. ox we in fault for this? 



Eno. Anthony onely, that would make bjl will 
>rd of his Rcafon. What though you fled, 
om that great face of Warre, whole feucrall ran 



ranges 



Lord 

From that great face of Warre, 
Frighted each other > Why fhould he follow - 
The itch of his Affection fhould not then 
Haue nickt his Captain-fhip, at fuch a point. 
When halfe to halfe the world oppos'd, he being 
The m cere J queftion ; Twtt a fhame no leffe 
Then was his lofle, to courfe your flying Flagges, 
And leaue his Nauy 
Cleo. Pry thee peace. 

Enter the Ambaffador ,with Anthotiy. 
Ant. Is that his anfwerr* Amb. I my Lord. 

i courtefie, 

Antho. Let her know't. To the Roy Co-jar fend this 
grizlcd head, and he will fill thy wifhes to the brimme, 
With Principalities. 



Ant. The Queene wall then 
So fhe will yeeld vs vp. 
Am. He fiyes fo 



Cleo. That head my Lord ? 
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Ant. To him againe, tell him he weares the Rofe 
Of youth vpon him : from which, the world Ihould note 
Something particular : His Coine. Ships, Leg'wns, 
May he a Cowards, whole Miniilers would preuaile 
Voder the feruice of a Childe,as foone 
At i'th'Command of Crfar. I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay Companions a-part, 
And anfwer me declin'd, Sword againft Sword, 
Our feluc5 alone : He write it : Follow me. 

Eno. Yes like enough : hye hattel'd Or jar will 
Vnftate his happinefle, and be Srag'd tu'th'ihew 
Againft a Sworder. I fee mens lodgements are 
A parcell of their Fortunes, and thing* outward 
' Do draw the inward quality after them 
To fuller all alike, that he mould dreame, 
Knowing all meafures, the full Crfar will 
Anfwer his emptinefle j Crfar thou haft fubdu'de 
His iudgement too. 

Enltr a Servant. 

See. A MefTenger from Cerfar, 

Cleo. What no more Ceremony ?See my Women, 
Againft the blowne Rofe may they ftop their nofe, 
That kneel'd rnto the Buds. Admit h'rm fir. 

En-,. Mine honefty,and I, beginne to fquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fooles, does make 
Our Faith meere folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with Allegeance a falne Lord, 
Does conquer him that did his Mafter conquer, 
And earnes a place i'th'f 



3 lory. 
ttr TbiJiai. 



Cleo. Crfart will. 

TbiJ. Heare it apart. 

Cleo. None but Friends : fay boldly. 

'11 1 J. So haply are they Friends to Anthony. 

Enob. He needs as many (Sir) as Crfar ha's, 
Or needs not vs. If Crfar pleafe,our Mailer 
Will leapc to be his Friend : For vs you know, 
Whofc he is, we are, and that is Crfart. 

7'W.So.Thus then thou moft renown'd, C*far intreats, 
Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand'ft 
Further then he is Crfart. 

Ore. Go on, right Royall. 

TbiJ. He knowes that you embrace not Anthony 
As you did loue, but as you feared him. % 
, Clto. Oh. 

TbiJ. The Icarre's vpon your Honor, therefore he 
: Does pitty, as conftrained blemiihcs, 
Not as defcrued. 

Cleo. He is a God, 
And knowes what is moft right. Mine Honour 
Was not yecldrd, but conqucr'd mecrely. 

Eno. To be fure of that, I will aske Anthony. ] 
Sir, fir, thou art fo leakie 
That we muft leaue thee to thy finking, for 
Thy drereft quit thee. £jrir Enob. 

Tb.J. Shall 1 fay to Cafar, 
What you require of him : for he partly begges 
To be defir'd to giue. It much would pleafe him, 
That of his Fortunes you Ihould make a ftaftc 
To leane vpon. But it would warme his fpirits 
To heare from me you had left Anthony, 
And put your felfc vnder his Ihrowd.the vniuerfal Land- 

Cleo. What's your name ? (lord. 

TbiJ. My name is TbiJiai . 

Cleo. Moft kinde Meftcnger, 
Say to great Co-far this in dilputation, 



1 kifle his conqu'ring hand : Tell him, I 
To lay my Crowne at's fecte, and there to kneele. 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath, I heare 
The doome of Egypt. 

TbiJ. Tis your Nobleft courfe : 
Wifedome and Fortune combatting together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may fluke it. Giue me grace to lay 
My dutie on your hand. 

Cite. Your Crfart Father oft, 
(When he hath mus'd of taking kingdomes in) 
Bcftow'd his lips on that vnwurthy place,- 
Aaitrain'd kifles. 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbtu. 

Ant. Fauours? By loue that thunders. What art thou 

Thti. One that but performes (Fellow? 
The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft 
To haue command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be whipt. 

yfnr.Approch there : ah you Kite.Now Gods It diueis 
Authority melts from me of late. When I cried hoa, 
Like Boyes vnto a mufte, Kings would ftart forth, 
And cry, your will. Haue you no cares ? 
I am Anthony yet. Take hence this lack, and whip him. 
Enter a Struant. 
Eno. Tis better playing with a Lions whclpe, 
Then with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moone and Starres, 
Whip him : wer't twenty of the gresteft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Crfar, mould I finde them . 
So fawcy with the hand of ftte heere, what's her name 
Since (he was Cleofatrat Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like a Boy you fee him crindge his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
TbiJ. eMar^e Anthony. 
*Ant. Tugge him away : being whipt 
Bring him againe, the Iacke of Crfart ih.il : 
Beare vs an arrant to him. Exeunt with 1 hi Jim. 

You were halfe blafted ere 1 knew you : Ha? 
Haue I my pillow left vnpreft in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawfull Race, 
And by a lem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that lookes on Feeders/ 
Cleo. Good my Lord. 
Ant. You haue beene a boggeler euer, 
But when we in our vicioufncfTe grow hard 
(Oh mifcry on't ) the wile Gods fcele our eyes 
Inourowne filth, drop our cleare Judgements, 
Adore our errors, laugh at's while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 

Cleo. Oh,is't come to this ? 
Ant. I found you as a Morfell, cold vpon 
Dead Crfart Trencher : Nay, you were a ~ 
Of Gntiuf Pcntpeyet, bertdes what hotter I 



ihould be, 



Vnregiftred in vulgar Fame, you 
Luxurioufly pickt out. For I am fure, 
Though you can gueffc what Temperai 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this f 

Ant. To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand ; this Kingly Scale, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that 1 were 
Vpon the hill of Bafan, to out-roare 
The horned Heard, for 1 bauc fauage caufc, 
And to pruclaime it ciuilly, were like 

y 3 
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A halter'd necke, which do't the Hangman tbanke, 
For being yare about him. It he whipt ? 

Enter a Seruant with Tbidias. 

Ser. Soundly, my Lord. 

Ant. Cried he> and bcgg'd a Pardon ? 

Ser. He did aike rauour. 

Ant. If that thy Father Hue, let him repent 
Thou was't not made hit daughter, and be thou forrie 
To follow Cerfar in hit Triumph, fince 
Thou haft bin whipt. For following him, henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Feauer thee, 
Shake thou to looke on't. Get thee backe to Cerjar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou fay 
He makei me angry with him. For he fecmet 
Proud and difdainfull, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I wai. He makes me angry, 
And at this time moft eafie 'tis to doo't : 
When my good Starres, that were my former guides 
Haue empty left their Orbe», and fliot their Fiics 
Into th'Abifme of hell. If he millike, 
My fpeecb, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hiparcbvt, my enfrancbed Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 
At be iihail like to quit me. Vrge it thou : 
Hence with thy ftripet, be gone. Exit Tbid. 

Cue. Haue you done yet ? 

Ant. Alacke our Terrene Moone it now Eclipft, 
And it portends alone the fall of Anthony. 

C/w. I muft flay hi s time ? 

%Ant. To flatter C*jar, would you mingle eye* 
With one that tye* his points.i 

Cleo. Not know me yet f 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah ( Deere ) if I be fo, 
From my cold heart let Heauen ingender haile, 
And poyfon it in the four !e, and the tirft Aone 
Drop in my necke : at it determines fo 
DitTolue my life, the next Caefarian fmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my wombe, 
Together with my braue Egyptians all, 
By the difcandering of this pelleted ftorme, 
Lye grauelefic, till the Flies and Gnat* of Nyle 
Haue buried them for prey. 

Ant. I am fatitfied .- 
Cerfar fets downe in Alexandria, where 
I will oppofe his Fate. Our force by " 
Hath Nobly held, our feuer'd Nauie too 
Haue knit againe, and Fleete, threatning moll Sea-likc. 
Where haft thou bin my heart/ Doft thou heare Lady ? 
If from the Field 1 fliall rerurne once more 
To kilTe thefe Lips, I will appeare in Blood, 
I, and my Sword, will earne our Chronicle, 
There's hope in't yet. 

Cleo. That'* my braue Lord. 

Ant. I will be trebble-finewed, hearted, brcath'd, 
And fight malicioufly : for when mine hourc* 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranlbme liue* 
Of me for icft* : But now, He let my teeth, 
And fend to darkcnclTe all that ftop me. Come, 
Let's haue one other gawdy night : Call to me 
All my fad Captainet, fill our Bowles once more : 
Let's mocke the midnight Bell. 

Cleo. It i* my Birth-day, 
I had thought t'haue held it poore. But fince my Lord 
Is Anthony againe,! will be Clecfatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 



Cleo. Call all hi* Noble Captaines to my Lord. 

Ant. Do fo, wee'l fpeake to them, 
And to night He force 
The Wine peepe through their fcarre*. 
Come on (my Queene) 

There's fap in't yet. The next time I do fight 
He make death loue me : for I will contend 
Euen with hi* pcftilent Sytbe. 

Ens. Now hee'l out -ft are the Lightning, to be 
Is to be frighted out of feare, and in that moode 
The Doue will pecke theEftridge; and I fee ftill 
A diminution in our Captaines braine, 
Re ft ores hit heart) when valour prayet in reafon, 
It eate* the Sword it fight* with : I will feeke 
way to leauc him. 




Cm jar, Agriffa, & Mctenai xritb bis Army, 
Qejar reading a Letter. 

CerJ. He calles me Boy, and chide* a* he had power 
To beate me out of Egypt. My Meflenger 
He hath whipt with Rods,daie* me to perfonal 
Cetfnr to Anthony : let the old Ruffian know, 
I haue many other wayes to dye : meane time J 
Laugh at his Challenge. 

Mece. Qr/ar muft thinke, 
When one fo great begins to rage, hce't hunted 
Euen to falling. Giue him no breath, but now 
Make boote of his diftraclion : Neuer anger 
Made good guard for it felfe. 

C*f. Let our beft heads know, 
That to morrow, the laft of many Battailei 
We meane to fight. Within our File* there are, 
Of thofe that feru'd Marly Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And Feaft the Army, we haue ftore to doo't, 
And they haue carn'd the wafte.Poorc 

Enter Antboni, Cleopatra, EniJtarha, 
Ir<u t Alex as ,witb etbtri. 



Ant. He will not fight with me, 'Dnatian ? 
£«. No? 

Ant. Why fliould he not? 

Eno.He thinks, being twenty time* of better fortune, 
He it twenty men to one. 

Ant. To morrow Soldier, 
By Sea and Land He fight : or I will liue, 
Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood 
Shall make it liue againe. Woo't thou fight well. 

Eno. He ftrike, and cry, Take all. 

Ant. Well faid, come on : 
Call forth my Houftiold Seruantt,let* to night 

Enter 3 cr 4. 

Be bounteou* at our Meale. Giue me thy hand, 
Thou haft bin rightly honeft, fo haft thou, 
Thou, and thou, and thou t you haue feru'd me well, 
And Kings haue becne your fcllowes. 

Cleo. What meane* this? 

Ena."l"n one of thofe odde tricks which forow 1I1 ., -. 
Out of the minde. 

Ant. And thuu art honeft too : , 
I wiili I could be made fo many men, 
And all of you clapt vp together, in 
An Anthony : that I might do you feruice, 
So good as you haue done. 
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Omnn. The Gods forbid. 

Ant. Well, my good Fcllowcs, wait on me to night : 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of mei 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And fuffer'd my command. 

Cleo. What does he meane? 

Eno. To make his Followers weepe. 

Ant. Tend me to night ; 
May be.it is the period of your duty, 
Haply you Hull not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled lhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'l ferue another Matter. I looke on you, 
As one that takes his leaue. Mine honeft Friends, 
I turne you not away, but like a Maftcr 
Married to your good feruice, ftay till death : 
Tend me to night two hourcs, I aske no more, 
And the Cods yccld you for't- 

Eno. What meane you (Sir) 
To giue them this difcomfort? Looke they weepe, 
And I an AfTe, am Onyon-ey'd; for flume, 
Transforme vs not to women. 

Ait. Ho, ho, ho: 
Now the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. 
Grace grow where thofe drops fill; my hearty Friends) 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfe, 
For ] fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burne this night with Torches : Know (my hearts) 
I hope well of to morrow, and will leadc you, 
Where rather lie dxptfl victorious life, 
Then death.and Honor. Let's to Supper, come, 
And drownc confideration. Exeunt. 

Enter a dmpany of Seldiourt. 

J.Sol. Brother, goodnight : to morrow is the day. 
!.&/. It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing fbangc about the ftretts. 
I Nothing : what newes ? 
a Belike 'tis but a Rumour,good night to you. 

1 Well fir, good night. 

'Tbey meete other Soldiers. 

2 Souldiers.haue carefull Watch. 

1 And you : Goodnight, goodnight. 

They place themfelnes in entry earner of the Stage. 

2 Heere we : and if to morrow 

Our Nauie thriue, I haue an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will (land vp. 

1 Tii a braue Army, and full of purpofe. 

Mufic{e of the Ihhoyes it vnder the Stage. 

a Peace, what noile ? 

i Lift lift. 

1 Hcarke. 

I Mufickc i'th'Ayre. 

3 Vnder the earth. 

4 h fignes well, do's it not? 
3 No. 

1 Peace I fay : What mould this meane ? 

2 Tis the God Hercules, whom Anthony loued, 
Now leaues him. 

1 Walke, let's fee if other Watchmen 
Do heare what we do ? 

2 How now Maiden ? Spea^ together. 
Omnet. How now? how now? do you hcare this? 

I I, is't not ftrange ? 

3 Do you heare Matters ? Do you heare ? 

1 Follow the noyle lb farre as we haue quarter. 
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Let's fee how it will giue off. 

Omnet. Content : Tis ftrange. Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony and Clcvpatra.vith others. 

mine Armour Eros. 
Cleo. Slcepe a little. 

Ant. No my Chucke. £ro»,come mine Armor Erot. 
Enter Ertt. 
Come good Fellow,put thine iron on, 
: If Fortune be not ours to day, it is 
Brcaufc we braue her. Come. 

Cite. Nay, He hclpe too, Anthtny. 
What's this for? Ah let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my heart : Falfe.falfe : This, this, 
Sooth-law lie helpe : Thus it muft bee. 

Ant. Well, well, we mail thriue now. 
Seeft thou my good Fellow. Go,*put on thy defences. 

Ens. Briefely Sir. 

Geo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ait. Rarely, rarely : 
He that vnbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
To daft for our Repofe, ttiall heare a fh>rme. 
Thou fumbled Erot. and my Qucenes a Squire 
More tight at this, then thou : Difpatch. O Louc, 
That thou couldft fee my WarresJo day, and knew'ft 
The Royall Occupation, thou fliould'ft fee 
A Workeman int. 

Enter an Armed Soldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou look'ft like him that knowes a warlike Charge : 
To bufinefle that we louc, we rife betime, 
And go too't with delight. 

Son/. A thoufand Sir.early though't be, haue on their 
Riueted trim, and at the Port expect you. Showt. 

Trumpets Ft'ourijb. 
Enter Captaines, and Siuldiert. 

Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morrow General). 

All. Good morrow General!. 

Ant. 'Tis well blowne Lads. 
This Morning, like the fpirit of a youth 
That meanes to be of note, begins betimes. 
So,fo : Come giue me that, this way, well-fed. 
Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of me, 
This is a Soldiers kifle -. rebukcable, 
And worthy fhumefull checke it were, to Hand 
On more Mcchanicke Complement, He leaue thee. 
Now like a man of Steele, you that will fight, 
\ Follow me clofe, lie bring you too't : Adieu. Fxeun:. 

Ctar. Pleafe you retyre to your Chamber? 

Cleo. Lead me : 
He goes forth gallantly : That he and Cer/ar might 
Determine this great Wane in fingle fight ; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Well on. Exeunt 

Trumpets found. Enter Anthony ^and Ens . 

Eros. The Gods make this a happy day to Aitkony. 

Ant. Would thou,& thofe thy fears had once preuaild 
To make me fight at Land. 

Eros. Had"ft thou done fo, 
The Kings that haue reuolted. and the Saldicr 
That has this morning left thee, would haue ftill 
Followed thy heeles. 

Ant. Whofe gone this morning ? 

Eros. Who? one cuer ncere thee, call for Enoharim, 

Hee 
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He (hall not heire thee, or from Cxjars Campe, 
Say I am none of thine. 

Ant. What fayeft thou ? 

SJJ. Sir he is with C<rfar. 

£roi.Sir,his Chefts and Treafure he has not with him. 
Ant. h he gone / 
So/. Moft certaine. 

Ant. Go Erei, fend hit Treafure after, do it, 
Detaine no iot I charge thee : write to him, 
(1 will fubfetibe) gentle adieu'i,and greetings; 
Say, that I wifh he neuer findc more caufe 
To change a Mailer. Oh my Fortunes haue 
Corrupted honeft men. Difpatch Entbarbus. Exit 



Flourijb. 



and DolUbtita. 



Cef. Go forth AgrippH, and begin the fight: 
Our will is Anthony be tookc aliue : 
Make it lb knowne. 

Agr'tf. Orfar, I &all. 

Cafar. The time of vniucrfall peace is neere : 
Proue this a profp'rous day, the three nook'd world 
Shall bcare the Oliue freely. 

Enttr a Mtffengtr. 
Mtf. ^Anthony is come into the Field. 
Or/. Go charge Agriffa, 
Plant thofe that haue reuoltcd in the Vant, 
That Anthony may feeme to fpend his Fury 
Vpon himfelfe. 

Enei. Alcxat did rcuolt.and went to Iewry on 
Affaires of Anthony, there did diffwade 
Great lltrod to incline himfelfe to O/ar, 
And leaue his Ma iter Anthony. For this paines, 
Ctrfar hath hang'd him : Camindiut and the reft 
That fell away, haue entertainment, but 
No honourable truft : 1 haue done ill, 
Of which I do accufe my fclfe fo finely, 
That I will ioy no mote. 

Enttr a Soldier of Cor/art. 
So/. Enoharhut, Anthony 
Hath after thee fent all thy Treafure, with 
His Bounty ouer-plus. The Mcffenger 



Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is 
"his Mi" 



Vnloading of I 

Eno. 1 giue it you. 
Sol. Mocke not Enebarbtu, 
I tell you true : Beft you (aft the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, I muft attend mine Office, 
Or would haue done't my felfe. Your Emperor 
Continjcs Mill a loue. Exit 
Emb. I am alone the Villaine of the earth, 
, And tcelc I am fo moft. Oh Anthony, 
j Thou Mine of Bounty, how would'ft thou haue payed 
My better feruicc, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, 
If fwift thought breake it not: a fwifter meane 
Shall out,ftrike thought, but thought will doo't. I feele 
I fi t ht againft thee : No 1 will go feeke 
Some Ditch, wherein to dye : the foul'ft beft fits 
My latter part of life. Exit. 

tAiarum , Drutnmtt and 'Irumfttt. 
Enttr Agriffa. 
Agr'tf Retire, we haue cngag'd our felues too farre : 
Orfar himfelfe ha's worke, and our oppreflaon 
Exceeds what wcexpe&ed. £*»'/. 



Scar. O my braue Emperor, this is fought in 
Had we done fo at firft, we had drouen them " 



Far off. 



was like a T, 



With clowaabout their I 
Ant. Thou bleed'ft apace. 
Scar. I had a wound heere I 
But now 'tis made an H. 
%Ant. They do retyte. 

Scar. Wee'l beat 'em into Bench-holes, 1 haue yet 
Roomc for fix fcotches more. 

Enttr Eros. 

Erot. They are beaten Sir, and oar aduantage femes 
For a faire victory. 

Scar. Let vs (core their backet, 
And fnatch 'em vp, as we take Hares behinde, 
'Tis fport to maul a Runner. 
Ant. Iwil 



will 

Once for thy fprightiy comfort.and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 
Scar, lie halt after. 



Enttr Anthony againt in a tMarch. 
Scarrui , vith tthtrt. 



Ant. We haue beate him to his Campe t Runne 
Before, & let the Queen know of our guefts: to 
Before the Sun ftiall fee's, wee'l fpill the blood 
That ha's to day efcap'd. I thanke you all, 
For doughty handed are you, and haue fought 
Not as you feru'd the Caufe, but as't had becne 
Each mans like mine : you haue ftiewne all Htilort, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wiues, your Friends, 
Tell them your feats, whil'ft they with ioyfull tcaret 
Waft the congealement from your wounds, and kifle 
The Honour'd-gafties whole. 

Enter C/ecfatra. 
Giue me thy hand, 

To this great Faiery, He commend thy alts, 
Make her thankes bleffe thee. Oh thou day o'th'world, 
Chaine mine arm'd necke, leape thou, Attyre and all 
Through proofc of Harneffc to my heart,and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Geo. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm'ft thou fmiling from J 
The worlds great fnare vncaught. 

Art. Mine Nightingale, 
We haue beate them to their Bed*. 
What Gyrle, though gray 

Do fomthing mingle with our yonger brown, yet ha we 

A Braine that nourifttes our Nerues,and can 

Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 

Commend vnto his Lippes thy tauouring hand, 

Kiffe it my Warriour : He hath fought to day, 

As if a God in hate of Mankindc,had 

Deftroyed in fuch a ftape. 

Ore. lie giue thee Friend 
An Armour all of Gold : it was a Kings. 

Ant. He has deferu'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phabus Carre. Giue me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a iolly March, 
Bcare our hackt Targets, like the men that owe them. 
Had our great Pallace the capacity 
To Campe this hoaft, we all would fup together, 
And drinke Carowfcs to the next dayes Fate . 

Which 
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Which promifes Royall perill, Trurapetters 

With braien dinne blaft you the Citties eare, 

Make mingle with oar ratling Tabourincs, 

That heauen and earth may ftrike their found* together, 

Applauding oar approach. Extant. 

Enter a Center ie , and hu Company , F.nibarbui fiol hires ■ 

Cent. If we be not releeu'd within this houre, 
We mod returne to'th'Court of Guard : the night 
]* lhiny, and they fay, we ihall embattaile 
By'th'fecond houre i'th'Morne. 

l.rVateb. Thi* laft day was a {hrew'd one too**. 

Enob. Oh bcare me witnefle night. 

1 What man i* thi* / 

1 Stand clofe.and lift him. 

Entb. Be witnefle to me (O thou blefled Moone) 
When men reuolted fltall vpon Record 
Beare hatefull memory : poore Enobarbm did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent. Enobarbsu ? 

3 Peace : Hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soueraigne Miftrit of true Melancholly, 
The poyfonou* dampe of night difpunge vpon me, 
That Life, a very Rebell to my will, 
May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefle of my fault, 
Which being dried with grecfe, will breake to powder, 
And finifti all foule thought*. Oh Anthony, 
Nobler then my rcuolt i* Infamous, 
Forgiue me in thine owne particular, 
But let the world ranke me in Regifter 
A Mafter leauer, and a fugitiue : 
Oh Anthony ! Oh Anthony J 

I Let'* fpeake to him. 

Cent. Let'* heare him, for the thing* he fpeake* 
May concerne Crfar. 

a Let'* do fo, but he fleepes. 

Corf. Swoond* rather, for fo bad a Prayer at hi* 
Wm neuer yet for flecpe. 

1 Go we to him. 

a Awake fir,awake, fpeake to vs. 
1 Heare you fir } 

Cent. The hand of death hath taught him. 

Drummet ajarrc off. 
Hearke the Drummes demurely wake the deeper* t 
Let vs bearc him to'th'Court of Guard : he is of note 
Our houre is fully out. 

a Come on then, he may recouer yet. txtmnt 

Enter Anthony and Searrtu ,rritb their Army. 
Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sea, 
We pleafe them not by Land. 
Scar. For both, my Lord. 

Ant. 1 would they'ld fight i'th'Fire, or i'th' Ayre, 
Wee'ld fight there too. But thi* it it, our Foote 
Vpon the hillet adioyning to the Citty 
Shall ftay with t*. Order for Sea it giuen, 
They haue put forth the Hauen : 
Where their appointment we may beft difcouer, 
And looke on their endeuour. exeunt 

Enter defer, and ha Army. 
C*(. But being charg'd, we will be ftill by Land, 
Which as I tak't we Hull, for his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales, 

-*v 



And hold our beft aduantage. exeunt. 

Alarum afarre off, at at a Sea-fight. 
Enter Antbony,and Searrtu. 
Ant. Yet they are not ioyn'd : 
Where yon'd Pine does ftand, I ihall difcouer all. 
lie bring thee word ftraight, how'ris like to go. exit. 

Scar. Swallowes haue built 
In Cltofatra'% Sailes their nefts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 
And dare not fpeake their knowledge. Anthony, 
Is valiant, and detected, and by ftartt 
Hi* fretted Fortune* giue him hope and feare 
Of what he has, and ha* not. 

Enter *Antbony. 

*Ant. All is loft ! 
This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My Fleete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder 
They call their Caps vp, and Carowfe together 
Like Friends long loft. Triple-turn'd Whore, 'tis thou 
Haft fold me to this Nouice, and my heart 
Makes onely Warre* on thee. Bid them all flye : 
For when I am reueng'd vpon my Charme, 
lihaue done all. Bid them all flye, begone. 
Oh Sunne, thy vprife ftiall I fee no more, 
Fortune, and Anthony part heere, euen heere " 
Do we fluke hand*? All come to this ? The heart* 
That pannelled me at heeles, to whom I gaue 
Their wiflies, do dif-Candle, melt their fweets 
On blofloming Co-far : And this Pine is barkt, 
That oucr-top'd them all. Betray'd I am. 
Oh this falfe Sou it- of Egypt ! this graue Charme, 
Whofe eye beck'd forth my Wars, & cal'd them home : 
Whofe Bofome was my Crownet,my chicle end, 
Like a right Gypfie, hath at faft and loofe 
Beguil'd roe, to the very heart of lofle. 
What Erot,£roi} 

Enter Clet/>atra. 

Ah, thou Spell ! Auaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againft hi* Loue f 
Ant. Vanifh.or 1 {hall giue thee thy deferuing, 

And blemifh Caj'art Triumph. Let him take thee, 

And hoift thee vp to the fliouting Plebeians, 

Follow hi* Chariot, like the greateft fpot 

Of all thy Sex. Moft Monfter-like be fltewne 

For poor'ft Diminitiues, for Dolts, and let 

Patient O&auia, plough thy viiage vp 

With her prepared naile*. exit Cleopatra. 

"Tis well th'art gone, 

If it be well to line. But better 'twere - 

Thou fell'ft into my furic, for one death 

Might haue preuented many. £roi,hoa / 

The fhirt of Nejfut is vpon me, teach me 

Alcidei, thou mine Anceftor.thy rage. 

Let me lodge Licai on the homes o'th'Moone, 

And with thofe hands that grafpt the heauieft Club, 

Subdue my worthier) felfe : The Witch ftiall die. 

To the young Roman Boy fhe hath fold me, and I fall 

Vnder this plot : She dyes for't. Era hoa t exit. 

Enter Cleopatra, Cbarmian, Irat, Mardian. 

Cleo. Helpe me my women t Oh hee's more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boarc of Thcfialy 
Was neuer fo imboft. 

Char. To'th'Monument, there locke your felfe, 
And fend him word you are dead ! 

The 
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The Soule and Body riue not more in 
Then greitneffe going off. 

Geo. To'th'Monument : 
Mardian, go tell him I haue flaine my felfe : 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was Anthony, 
And word it(prythce)pittcoufly. Hence Marfan, 
And bring me how he takes my death to'th' Monument. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony, and Eras. 
Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ft me ? 
Em. I Noble Lord. 

. trt. Sometime we fee a clowd that's Dragonilb, 
A vapour fometime, like a Beare,or Lyon, 
A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Fromontorie 
With Trees vpon't, that nodde vnto the world, 
And mockc our eyes with Ayre. 
Thou haft feene thefe Signcs, 
They are blacke Vcfpers Pageants. 

Eros. I my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Horfe, euen with a thoght 
the Rackc dillimes, and makes it indiftincl 
As water is in water. 

Era. It does my Lord. 

Ant. My good Knauc £roj,now thy Captaine is 
Euen fuch a body : Heere I am Anthony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible lhape(my Knaue) 
1 made thefe warrcs for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whofe heart I thought I had, for (he had mine 1 
Which whil'ft it was mine, had annext vntoo't 
A Million moe, (now loft:) Ihee Era has 
Packt Cards with OJars, and falfe plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vi 
Our fclues to end our fclues. 

Enter MarJian, 
Oh thy vilde Lady.fhe has rob' J me of my Sword. 

Alar. No Anthony, 
My Miftris lou'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
'.. i:h thine intirely. 

Ant.Hence fawcy Eunuch peace, (he hath betraid me, 
And flwll dye the death. 

Mar. Death of one perfon.can be paide but once, 
And that me ha's difcharg'd. What thou would'ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand : the Laft (he fpake 
Was Anthony, moft Noble Anthony : 
Then in the midd'ft a tearing grone did breakc 
The name of Anthony : it was diuided 
Bctweene her heart, and lips: (he rendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Vnarme Eros, the long dayes taske is done, 
And we muft flcepe :That thou depart'ft hence lafe 
Does pav thy labour richly: Go. exit Mardian. 

Off, plucke off, 

The ieuen-fold Ihield of Aiax cannot kecpe 

The battery from my heart. Oh cleaue my fid«. 

Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 

Cracke thy fraile Cafe. Apace Em, apace; 

No more a Soldier : bruifed peeces go, 

Vou haue bin Nobly borne. From me awhile, exit Eros 

I will o're-take thee Cleopatra, and 

Weepe for my pardon. So it muft be, for now 

All length is Torture : fince the Torch is out, 

Lye downe and ftray no farther. Now all labour 



Marres what it does : yea, very force entangles 
It felfe with ftrcngth : Scale then, and all is 
Em? I cime my Queene. Eros} Stay for me, 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee'l hand in hand, 
And with our fprightly Port make the Ghoftcs gaze : 
'Dido, and her cACneas Hull want Troopes, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros. 
Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord ? 

Ant. Since Cletbatra dyed, 
I haue liu'd in fuch dilhonour, that the Gods 
Deteft my bafeneffe. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter'd the World, and o're greene Neptunesihacke 
With Ships, made Cities; condemne my felfe, to la eke 
The Courage of a Woman, Icffe Noble minde 
Then (he which by her death, our Co-Jar telle* 
\ am Conqueror of my felfe. Thou art iworne Ero* t 
That when the exigent (hould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I mould fee behindc me 
Th'ineuitable profecution of difgrace and horror, 
That on my command, thou then would'ft kill mc. 
Doo't, the time is come : Thou ftrik'ft not me, 
'Tis Or jar thou defeat'ft. Put colour in thy Cheeke. 

Eros. The Gods with-hold me, 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) loft ayme,and could not. 

Ant. Eros, 

Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible neckc, his face fubdu'de 
To penetratiue fliamc ; whil'ft the wheel'd feate 
Of Fortunate C*far drawnc before him, branded 
His Bafeneffe that enlued. 
Em. I would not i'ec't. 

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muft be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honeft Sword, which thou haft worne 
Moft vfeful] for thy Country. 

Eros. Oh fir, pardon mc. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft y not then 
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent Seruices are all • 
But accidents vnpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turne from me then that Noble countenance, 
Wherein the worlhip of the whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loe thee. 

Eros. My fword is drawne. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawne it. 

Eros. My deere Mafter, 
My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, Harwell. 

%Ant. 'Tis faid man, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I ftrike now ? 

Ant. Now Eros. Killes himfelfe. 

Eros. Why there then : 
Thus I do efcapc the forrow of Anthonies death. 

*Ant. Thrice-Nobler then my felfe, 
Thou teacheft roc : Oh valiant Eros, what 
1 Ihould, and thou could'ft not, my Queene and Eros 
Haue by their braue inftruclion got vpon me 
A NobleneiTe in Record. But 1 will bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo't 
As to a Loners bed. Come then, and Eros, 
Thy Mafter dies thy Scholler ; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead? Not dead i 
The Guard, how? Oh difpatch me. 
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Enter a Guard. 
I. Guard. What * the nuifc » 
Ant. I haue done my worke ill Friends : 
Oh make an end of whit 1 haue begun. 
1 The Starre is falne. 
1 And time is at his Period. 
Ait. Alai,and woe. 

Ant. Let him that loues me, (hike me dead. 
1 Not I. 
a Nor I. 

3 Nor any one. exeunt 

Dtrcttm. Thy death and fortune* bid thy folowers fly 
Thil fword but fliewne to Orjar with tbil tydings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Dionudet. 

DU. Where's Anthony ? 

Deeri. There Diomed there. 

*Diom. Liues he : wilt thou not anfwer man ? 

Ant. Art thou there Dhmtdt 
Draw thy fword, and giue mee, 
Suffifing ftrokes for death . 

Dhm. Mod abfolute Lord t 
My Miftri' Cleopatra fent me to thee. 

Ant. When did Jfcee fend thee ? 

'Dhm. Now my Lord. 

Antb- Where it fl»e ? ( feare 

Dhm. Lot let in her Monument: (he had a Prophefying 
Of what hath come to parte : for when fhe faw 
(Which neuer Bull be found) you did fufped 
She had difpos'd with Orjar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, Die lent you word (he was dead : 
But fearing fince how it might worke, hath fent 
Me to proclaime the truth, and I am come 
1 dread, too late. 
Ant. '] no late good Dhmed: call my Guard I prythce. 
Die. What hoa 1 the Emperors Guard, 
The Cuard,what hoa i Come, your Lord callcs. 

Enter 4. or 5. of the Guard of ^Antbony. 

Ant. Beare me good Friendi where Cleopatra bides, 
Tis the laft feruice that 1 fliall command you. 

I Woe, woe are we fir, you may not liue to weare 
All your true Follower* out. 

All. Moft heauy day. 

Ant.Kiy good my Fellowes, do not pleafe (harp fate 
To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punifli vs,and we punifli it 
Seeming to beare it lightly. Take me vp, 
I haue led you oft, carry me now good Friends, 
And haue my than Ices for all. Exit bearing Antbcny 

Enter Cleopatra, and ber Maidti aloft, witb 
Cbarmian & Ira*. 

Clro. Oh Cbarmian, I will neuer go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted dcere Madam. 

On. No, I will not : 
All ftrange and terrible euents are welcome, 
But comforts we difpife ; our fise of lorrow 
Proportion^ to our caufe, mult be as grcit 
As that which makes it. 

Enter Dhmed. 
How now? is he dead ? 

'Dhm. His death's vpon him, but not dead. 
Looke out o'th other fide your Monument, 
His Guard haue brought him thither. 

Enttr Antbony, and tbe Guard. 

Sj, 



Cleo. Oh Sunne, 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ft in, darkling rtand 
The vairying fljore o'th'world.O Antony, Antony, Antony 
Helpe Cbarmian, helpe Iras helpe : helpc Friends 
Below, let's draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace, 
Not Q*\«rt Valour hath o'rethrowne Antbony, 
But Anibonie't hath Triumpht on it iclfe. 

Cite. So it fliould be, 
That none but Antbony mould conquer Antbony, ^ 
But woe 'tis fo. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying ; onclyi 
I heere importune death a-while, vntill 
Of many thoufand kifles, the poore laft 
I lay vpon thy lippes. 

Cleo. I dare not Deere, 
Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not, 
Lead I be taken : not th'Imperious fliew 
Of the full-Fortun'd Ofar, euer fliall 
Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents haue 
Edge, fting, or operation. I am (ate : 
Your Wile Ofiauia, with her modeft eyes, 
And ftill Conclufion, fliall acquire no Honour 
Demuring vpon me : but come, come Antbony, 
Helpe me my women, we mult draw thee vp : 
A lli (I good Friends. 

Ant. Oh quicke,or I am gone. 

Ces. Heere's fport indrede : 
How heauy wcighes my Lord ? 
Our ftrcngth is all gone into heauincfle, 
That makes the waight. Had 1 great Iuno'% power, 
The ftrong wing'd Mercury fliould fetch thee vp, 
And fet thee by Ioues fide. Yet come a little, 
Wifltcrs were euer Fooles- Oh come, come, come, 

Tbey btaue Antbcny aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft liu'd, 
Quicken with killing : had my lippes that power, 
Thus would I weare them out. 

All. A heauy fight. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying. 
Giue me fome Wine, and let me fpeake a little. 

Cleo. No, let me fpeake, and let me rayle fo hye, 
That the falfe Hufwife Fortune, breake her Wheele, 
Prouok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One word ( fweet Queene ) 
Of Co-far feeke your Honour, with your fafety. Oh. 

Ces. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle heare me, 
None about Or far truft, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My Refolution, and my hands, lie truft, 
None about Co-far. 

Ant. The miferable change now at my end,l 
Lament nor furrow at : but pleafe your thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes 
Wherein I liued. The greateft Prince o'th'world, 
The Nobleft : and do now not bafely dye, 
Not Cowardly put oft" my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanqui&Yd. Now my Spirit is going, 
I can no more. 

Cleo. Nobleft of men, woo't dye ? 
Haft thou no care of me, flu II I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abfence is 
No better then a Stye ? Oh fee my women : 
The Crowne o'th'earth doth melt. My Lord ? 
Oh wither'd is the Garland of the Wa'rre, 
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The Souldicrs pole it falne : young Hoy es and Gyrles 
Are leuell now with men : The oddci is gone, 
And there it nothing left remarkeable 
Beneath the vifiting Moone. 

Char. Oh quietnefle, Lady. 

hat. She's dead too, our Soueraigne. 

Char. Lady. 

Iras. Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 
Irat^ Royall Egypt : Emprcflc. 
Char. Peace, peace, Ira*. 

Cite. No more but in a Woman, and commanded 
By fuch poo re paflion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And doc's the meaneft chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the iniuriout Gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theyrs, 
Till they had ftolne our iewell. All's but naught i 
Patience it fottifli, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge that's mad : Then is it linne, 
To ruth into the fecret houfe of death, 
Ere death dare come to vs. How do you Women T 
What, what good cheere ? Why how now Cbarmiun ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah Women, women ! Loolce 
Our Lampe is fpent, it's out. Good firs, take heart, 
Wee'l bury him : And then, what's brauc, what's Noble, 
Let's doo't after the high Roman falhion, 
And make death proud to take va. Comeyiway, 



This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah Women, Women ! Come, we haue no 
But Rcfolation,and the breefeft end. 



Friend 



btaring cfAnthenitt body. 



Cttjar , Agrippa , Dollabtlla , 
bu dunjill of Warrt. 



Co-far . Go to him Dtllabtlla, bid him yecld, 
Being fo frustrate, tell him, 
He mockes the pawfes that he make*. 

Del. Otfar, I fliall. 

Enter 'Decretat Tritb the fword of Anthony. 

Ctrf. Wherefore it that? And what art thou that dar'ft 
Appeare thus to v»? 

'Dec. I am call'd Detretat, 
Mir'.' Anthony I feru'd, who beft was worthie 
Beft to be fera'd : whil'ft he flood vp.and fpoke 
He was my Matter, and I wore my life 
To fpend vpon his hater*. If thou pleafe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him, 
lie be to Cafar : if y plea left not, I yeild thee vp my life. 

C«far. What is't thou fay'ft ? 

'D«. I fay (Oh Cafar) Anthony is dead. 

Cafar. The breaking of fo great a thing, ihoul 
A greater cracke. The round World 
Should haue (hooke Lyons into ciuill ftreets, 
And Cittiiens to their dennea. The death of \Amtheny 
Is not a Angle doome, in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 

Dec. He is dead Carfar, 
Not by a publike miniltcr of lufKce, 
Nor by a hyred Knife, but that felfe-hand 
Which writ his Honor in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
I rubb'd his wound of it : behold it ftain'd 
With his mod Noble blood. 

O/. Looke you fad Friends , 



The Gods rebuke me, but it is Tydings 
To walh the eyes of Kings. 

Del. And ftrange it is, 
That Nature muft compell vs to lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. 

Mec.Hit taints and Honours, wag'd equal with him. 

Dola. A Rarer fpirit neuer 
Did fteere humanity : but you Gods will gioe v» 
Some faults to make vs men. Cajar'u touch'd. 

Mec. When fuch a fpacious Mirror's fet before him, 
He needes muft fee him felfe. 

Oefar. Oh tAntbony, 
I haue followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Difeafes in our Bodies. I muft perforce 
Haue iliewne to thee fuch a declining day, 
Or looke on thine : we could not ftall together, 
In the whole world. But yet let me lament 
With tea res as Soueraigne at the blood of hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all defigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mineowne Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle; that our Starres 
Vnreconciliable, mould diuide our equalnefle to this. 
Heare me good Friends, 
Bat I will tell you at fome meeter Seafon, 
The bufinefle of this man lookes out of him, 
Wee'l heare him what he layea. 

Euter en cA^gyptioH. 

Whence are you I 

tAlgyf. A poore Egyptian yet, the Queen my miftris 
Confin'd in all, (lie hat her Monument 
Of thy intents, defires, inftruc'l j n , 
That (he preparedly may frame her felfe 
To'th'way usee's fore'd too. 

Cetjar. Bid her haue good heart, 
She loone fhall know of vs, by fome of ours, 
How honourable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for her. For Ctrfar cannot leaue to be rngeritle 

tAZgyft. So the God» preferue thee. Exit, 

CfJ. Come hither Procnltitu. Go and fay 
We purpofe her no flume : giue her what comforts 
The quality of her paflion fliall require 5 
Leaft in her greatnefle, by fome mortal) ftroke 
She do defoatc vs. For her life in Rome, 
Would be eternall in our Triumph : Go, 
And with your fpecdieft bring vi what flte fayes, 
And bow you findc of her. 

Pro. OJar I fliall. Exit Prtxu/ritu. 

Ctf. Gat/m^o you along : where't Dolabtlla, to fe- 
cond Procnleiut ? 

All. DolMla. 

Orj. Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hee't imployd : he (hall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you fliall fee 
How hardly I wat drawne into this Warre, 
How calme and gentle I proceeded ftill 
In all my Writings. Go with me, and fee 
What I can (hew in this. 



,Irat, 



Cite. My defolation does begin to make 
A better life : Tis paltry to be Ctrfar : 
Not being Fortune, hee't but Fortunet 
A minifter of her will : and it is gTeat 



To 
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To do that thing that endi all other dec da, 
Which Quckles accedents, and bolts vp change; 
Which flecpes, and neuer pallate* more the dung, 
The beggers Nurfe, and Ctrfart. 

Enttr trocultM. 

Pro. Crfar fend» greeting to the Queene of Egypt, 
And bids thee ftudy on what faire demands 
Thou mean'ft to haue him grant thee. 

Cln. What's thy name i 

Pro. My name is Procultiut. 

Cln. Anthony 
Did tell me of you, bad me traft you, but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiu'd 
That haue no vfe for trufting. If youiiMafler 
Would haue a Queece his begger, you muft tell him, 
That Maiefty tokcepe decorum, mufti 
No lefie beggc then a Kingdome : If he pleafe 
To giue me conquer'd Egypt for my Sonne, 
He giues me fo much of mine owne, as I 
Will leneete to him with thankes. 

fro. Be of good cheere : 
Y'are falne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is fo full of Grace, that it flowes ouer 
On all that needc. Let me report to him 
Your fweet dependacie, and you ftull rinde 
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindnefle, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd too. 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
I am his Fortunes Vaflall, and I fend him 
The Greatnefie he has got. I hourely learne 
A DoOrine of Obedience, and would gladly 
Looke him i'th'Face. 

Pro. This He report (deere Lady) 
Haue comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Of him that caus'd it. 

Pro. You fee how eafily Die may be furprix'd : 
Guard her till Orjar come. 

Irad. Koyall Queene. 

Char. Oh Cinpatra, thou art taken Queene. 

Cln. Quicke, quicke, good hands. 

Tro. HolJ worthy Lady, hold t 
Doe not your felfe fuch wrong, who are in this 
Releeu'd, but not betraid. 

Cite. What of death too that rids our dogs of languish 

Pro. Cltofatra, do not abufe my Mafters bounty, by 
Th'vndoing of your felfe : Let the World fee 
His Noblenefle well acled, which your death 
Will neuer let come forth. 

Cln. Where art thou Death ? 
Come hither come ; Come, come, and take a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. 

Pro. Oh temperance Lady. 

Cln. Sir, I will eate no meate, He not drinke fir, 
If idle talke will once be ncceiTary 
I le not fieepe neither. This mortall houfe He mine, 
Do Orjar what he can. Know fir, that 1 
Will not waite pinnion'd at your Mafters Court, 
Nor once be chaftie'd with the fober eye 
Of dull Oflauia. Shall they hoyft me vp, 
And (hew me to the Ihowting Varlotarie 
Of cenfuring Rome? Rather a ditrh in Egypt. 
Be gentle graue vnto me, rather on Nylus mudde 
Lay me ftarke-nak'd, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make 
My Countries high pyramides my Gibbet, 

__ 



And hang me vp in Chaines. 

Pro. You do extend 
Thcfe thoughts of horror further then you (hall 
Finde caufe in Crfar. 

Enttr Dolabtlla. 

Del. Proculeiui, 
What thou haft done, thy Mafter Co-far knowes, 
And he hath fent for thee i for the Queene, 
He take her to my Guard. 

Pro. So 'Dolabtlla, 
It mall content me belt : Be gentle to her, 
To Ctrjar I will fpeake, what you dull pleafe, 
If you'l imploy me to him. Exit Prtemltiut 

Cln. Say, 1 would dye. 

Dol. Moft Noble Empreflc, you haue heard of me. 

Cln. I cannot tell. 

Dt,L Allured ly you know me. 

Cln. No matter fir, what I haue heard or knowne : 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames, 
Is't not your tricke ? 

/>..'. I vndcrftand not, Madam. 

Cln. I dreampt there was an Emperor tAtitboty. 
Oh fuch another fieepe, that 1 might fee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol. If it might pleafe ye. 

Cln. His face was as the Heau'ns, and therein ftucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their courfe, tc lighted 
The little o'th'earth. 

'Dol. Moft Soueraigne Creature. 

On. His legges beftrid the Ocean, his rear'd at me 
Crefted the world : His voyce was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 
But when he meant to quaile, and (hike the Orbc, 
He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty, 
There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew'd his backc aboue 
The Element they liu'd in : In his Liuery 
Walk'd Crownes and Crownets: Realms tc Iflands were 
As plates dropt from his pocket. 

Dol. Cltofatra. 

Qln. Thinke you there was, or might be fuch a man 
As this I dreampt oft 

Del. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cln. You Lye vp to the hearing of the Gods : 
But if there be, nor euer were one fuch 
It's paft the fixe of dreaming : Nature wants ftufTe 
To vie ftrange formes with fancie, yet t'imagine 
An %Antbony were Natures peece, 'gainft Fancie, 
Condemning ftudowes quite. 

Dol. He. i re me, good Madam : 
Your lofie is as your felfe, great ; and you beare it 
As anfwering to the waight, would I might neuer 
Ore-take purfu'de fuccetie : But I do feele 
By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites 
My very heart at roote. 

Cln. I thanke you fir : 
Know you what Ctrfar meanes to do with me f 

Dol. I am loath to tell you wnat, I 'would you knew. 

Cln. Nay pray you fir. 

'Dol. Though he be Honourable. 

Cln. Hee'l leade me then in Triumph. 

Dol. Madam he will, I know't. Flaitrifb. 
Enttr Procultint, Crfar, Gallui, Mtttnat, 
and otbtrt of km Traint. 

All. Make way there Crfar. 

x « C*fif 
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Cof. Which it the Queene of Egypt. 

Del. It is the Emperor Madam. Cite. tnttlts. 

Cofar. A rile, you (hall not kneele t 
I pray you rife, rife Egypt. 

dee. Sir, the Gods will haue it thus, 
My Mailer and my Lord I mult obey, 

Cofar. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Record of what iniurics you did vs, 
Though written in our fleih, we dull remember 
As things but done by chance. 

CJro. Sole Sir o'th'World, 
I cannot pruicA mine ownc caufe fo well 
To make it cleare, but do confeflc I haue 
Bene laden with like frailties, which before 
Haue often iham'd our Sex. 

Cofar . Cleopatra know, 
We will extenuate rather then inforce : 
If you apply your felfe to our intents, 
Which towards you are molt gentle, you mall finde 
A benefit in this change : but if you feeke 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
I Antbcntn courfc, you Hull bcreaue your felfe 
< Of my good purpofes, and put your children 
To that destruction which He guard them from, 
If thereon you relye. He take my leaue. 

<.','. . Ar-.i may through all the world : tis youri, tc we 
your Scutcheons, and your ftgnes of Conqueft (hall 
Hang in what place you plca(e. Here my good Lord. 

Cofar. You (hall aduife me in all for Cltepatra. 

Cite. This is the breefe : of Money, Plate,* Ieweli 
I am poflefl of, 'tis exactly vale wed, 
Not petty things admitted. Where's St/iucta ? 

Stltu. Heere Madam. 

Ore. This is myTreafurer, let him fpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, that 1 haue referu'd 
To my felfe nothing. Speakc the truth Seltucut. 

Stltu. Madam,! had rather feele my lipprs, 
Then to my pi nil (pralce that which is not. 

Clto. What haue I kept backe. 

StI. Enough to pure hale what you haue made known 

C*far. Nay blu(h not C/tcfalra, 1 approue 
Your Wifcdome in the deedc. 

On. See Co-far : Oh behold, 
How pompc is followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And mould we Otift eftates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Stlrucut, does 
Eucn make me wilde. Oh Slaue, of no more truft 
Then louc that's hyr'd ? What goeft thou backe. y (halt 
Go backe I warrant thee : but lie catch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. Slaue, Soule-lelTc, Villain, Dog. 
O rarely bafc ! 

Cofar. Good Queenr, let vs intreat you. 

Clto. O Cajar, what a wounding (ha me is this, 
That thou vouchfafing heere to viftt me, 
Doing the Honour of thy LordlinelTc 
To one fo meeke, that mine owne Seruant mould 
Parcell the fumme of my difgraces, by 
Addition of his Enuy. Say ( good Cofar) 
That I fume Lady trifles haue referu'd, 
Immoment toyes, things of fuch Dignitie 
As we greet moderne Friends withal), and fay 
'■ Some Nobler token I haue kept apart 
For Ltuta and Oflauia, to induce 
Their mediation, im(1 I be vnfoldcd 
With one that I haue bred : The Gods! it fmitcs me 
Beneath the fall I haue. Prythee go hence, 



Or I mall (hew the Cyndera of my fpirits 
Through th'Ames of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
Thou would'll haue mercy on me. 
Co far. Forbeare Stltucus. 

Clto. Be it known, that we the greateft are mif-ihoght 
For things that others do : and when we fall, 
We anfwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pit tied. 

Cofar, Clttpotra, 
Not what you haue referu'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put we i'th'Roll of Conqueft : dill bee't yours, 
Bellow it at your pleafure, and beleeue 
Cofart no Merchant, to make prize with you 
Ot things that Merchants fold. Therefore be chcer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your prifons : No deere Queen, 
For we intend fo to difpofc you, as 
Your felfe (hall giue vscounfell : Fcede.and fleepe : 
Our care and pitty is fo much vpon you, 
That we remaine your Friend, and fo adieu. 

Clto. My Mafler.and my Lord. 

Cofar. Not fo : Adieu. Fleunjb. 

Sxttmt Cofar, and hit 'I rain*. 

Clto. He words me Gyrlrs,he words me, 
That I mould not be Noble to my lelfe. 
But hearke thee Cbarmian. 

Ira*. Finilh good Lady, the bright day is done, 
And we are for the darkc. 

Clto. Hyc thee againe, 
I haue fpoke already, and it is prouided, 
Go put it to the hafle. 

Char. Madam, 1 will. 

Enttr 'Dtlabtlla. 

Dol. Where's the Queene ? 

Char. Behold fir. 

Qte. Dklabtlla. 

*Dil. Madam, as thereto fworne, by your command 
(Which my loue makes Religion to obey) 
1 tell you this : Cofar through Syria 
Intends his iourney, and within three dayes, 
You with your Children will he fend before, 
Make your bed vfe of this. I haue perform'd 
Your plcafure, and my promife. 

Cite. Dolahtlla, I mall remaine your debter. 

'Del. I your Seruant : 
Adieu good Qucene, I muft attend on Cafar. Exit 

ate. Farewell, and thankes. 
Now Iras, what think ft thou i 
Thou, an Egyptian Puppet (hall be (hewne 
In Rome afwellas I : Mechanlcke Slaues 
With greazie Aprons, Rules. and Hammers (hall 
Vplift vs to the view. In their thicke breathe*, 
Ranke of grofle dyet.ihall we be enclowdcd, 
And fore'd to drinke their vapour. 

Irai. The Gods forbid. 

Cite. Nay, 'tis mod certaine hat : fawcie Liclors 
Will catch at vslike Strumpets, and fcald Rimers 
Ballads vs out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 
Extemporally will ftage vs, and prefent 
Our Alexandrian Reuels : Anthony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I (hill fee 
Some fqueaking Ortfatra Boy my greatnefle 
I'th'pofture of a Whore. 

Iras. O the good Gods 1 

ate. Nay that's certaine. 

Iras. He neuer fee't ? for I am fure mine Nailea 
Are (Ironger then mine eyes. 

Cite ■ 
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Geo. Why that'* the way to foole their preparation, 
And to conquer their moft abfurd intenti. 

Enter Charmian. 

tiowCbarmkn. 

Shew me my Women like a Queene : Co fetch 

My bed Artyre*. I am againe lor Gdnu, 

To meete M.u'.t Anthony. Sirra Ira*, go 

(Now Noble Charmian, wee'l difpatch indeede,) 

And when thuu haft done thi* chare, He giue thee leaue 

To play till Doomefday : bring our Crowne, and all. 



Wherefore'* thii noife ? 

Enter a Guardfm 

Gardf. Heere it a rurall Fellow, 
That will not be deny'de your Higbncflc prefence, 
He bring* you Figge*. 

Cteo. Let him come in. Exit Guardjman. 

What poore an Inftrument 
May do a Noble deede : be bring* me liberty : 
My Refolution't plac'd, and 1 haue nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foote 
I am Marble conftant : now the Meeting Moone 
No Planet i* of mine. 

Enter Guardjman, and Gowne. 

Guard). Thi* is the man. 

Cite. Auoid ,and leaue him. Exit Guard/man. 

Haft thou the pretty worme of Nylu* there, 
That killet and paines not? 

Ch». Truly 1 haue him : but I would not be the par- 
tie that mould defire you to touch him, for hi* byting U 
immortall : thofc that doc dye of it, doe feldome or ne- 
uer recouer. 

Cieo. Remember'ft thou any that haue dyed on't ? 

Gen. Very many, men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer then yeftrrday, a very honcft wo- 
man, but fomething giuen to lye, as a woman mould not 
do, but in the way of honefty, how flic dyed of the by- 
ting of it, what paine flic felt: Truely, Ihe makes a vene 
good report o'th'worme : but he that wil belecue all that 
they fay, ftull neuer be faued by halfe that they do : but 
(hit is moft falliable, the Worme'* an oddc Worme. 

Geo. Get thee hence, farewell. 

Ckv. I wiw you all ioy of the Worme. 

Cieo. Farewell. 

Civ*. You muft thinke thi* (looke you,) that the 
Worme will do his kindc. 
Cieo. I, I, farewell. 

Clin. Looke you, the Worme it not to bee trufted, 
but in the keeping of wife people : for indcede, there it 
no goodneiTe in the Worme. 

Geo. Take thou no care, it flull be heeded. 

Clew. Very good : giue it nothing I pray you, for it 
i* not worth the feeding. 

Cieo. Will it eate me ? 

Clot.. You muft not think I am fo fimple, but I know 
the diuell himfelfe will not eatc a woman : I know, that 
a woman it a diftt for the Gods, if the diuell drefle her 
not. But truly, thefe fame whorfon diueU doe the Gods 
great harme in their women : for in eucry tenne that they 
make, the diuels marre fiue. 

Cieo. Well, get thee gone, farewell. 

Clew. Ye* forlboth : I wifh you ioy o'th'worm. Exit 

Cieo. Giue me my Robe, put on my Crowne, I haue 
Immortall longings in me. Now no more 
The iuyce of Egypt* Crape (hall moyft this lip. 
Yare,yare,good bat j quicke : Me thinkes 1 heare 
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Anthony call : I fee him rowfe himfelfe 
To praife my Noble Acl. I heare him mock 
The lucke of Cejar, which the God* giue men 
To excufe their after wrath. Hutband, I come : 



Now to that name, my Courage proue my Title. 
I am Fire, and Ayre ; my other Element* 
I giue to bafer life. So, haue you done ? 
Come then, and take the laft warmth of my Lippes. 
Farewell kinde Charmian, Iras, long farewell. 
Haue I the Afpickein my lippe* ? Doft fall ? 
If thou, and Nature can fo gently part, 
The ftroke of death i* at a Louen pinch, 
Which hurt*,and i* dehVd. Ooft thou lye ftill T 
If thus thou vanilheft, thou tell'ft the world, 
It i» not worth leaue-taking. 

Char. DilTolue thicke clowd.ic Raine, that I may f.y 
The Gods themftlue* do weepe. 

Cieo. Thi* proue* me bafe : 
If (he firft meete the Curled Anthony, 
Hee'l make demand of her, and fpend that kifle 
Which is my heauen to haue. Come thou mortal WTetch, 
With thy (harpe teeth this knot intrinficate, 
Of life at once vntye : Poore venomou* Foole, 
Be angry, and difpatch. Oh could'lt thou fprake, 
That I might heare thee call great Qr/ar Arte, vnpolicied. 
Char. Oh Eafterne Starrc. 
Geo. Peace.peace : 
Doft thou not fee my Baby at my breaft, 
That fucke* the Nurfe aflerpc. 
Char. O breake ! O breake I 
Geo. A* fweet as Balme, as (oft a» Ayre, as gentle. 
O Anthony I Nay I will take thee too. 

What fhoul'd I flay Dyei. 

Gar. In this wilde World ? So fare thee well: 
Now boaft thee Death, in thy polfefiion lyes 
A Lafle vnparalell'd. Downic Windowes cloze, 
And golden Phu;bus, neuer be beheld 
Of eyes againe fo Royall : your Crowne* aw-iy, 

He mend it, and then play 

Enter the Guard ru/lling in, and 1 !).!. Jell*. 
I Guard. Where's the Queene? 
Char. Speake foftly, wake her not. 
I Ca-jar hath fent 
Char. Too flow a Meflenger. 
Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feele thee. 

I Approach hoa, 
AH'* not well : O/jr't beguild. 

a There** Delabella fent from Grjar : call him. 
I What worke is heere Charmian ? 
I* thi* well done ? 

Gar. It is well done,and fitting for a Princcflc 
Defcendcd offo many Royall King*. 
Ah Souldier. Charmian dyes. 



Enter 'Dolabella. 

Dot. How goes it heere ? 

i.Guard. All dead. 

Del. Grfar, thy thought! 
Touch their eftcclt in thii : Thy felfeart comming 
To fee perform 'd the dreaded AQ which thou 
So fought'ft to hinder. 

Enter Grjar J all hit Traine, marching. 

All. A way there, a way for Grjar. 

■ II 
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DoJ. Heere on her breft, 
There is a vent of Bloud, and fomething blownr, 
The like is on her Arme. 

I .Guard. This is an Afpickes traile, 
And thefe Figge-leaues haue flime vpon thcm,fuch 
As th'Afpicke leaues vpon the dues of Nyle. 

C*far. Moft probable 
That fo (he dyed : for her Phyfirian tels mce 
She hath purlu'de Condufions infinite 
Of eafie wayes to dye. Take vp her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 
She (hall be buried by her •Anthony. 
No Oraue vpon the earth (hall clip in it 
A payre (b famous : high clients as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them : and their Story is 
No lefle in pitty.then his Glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army Hull 
In folemne (hew, attend this Funerall, 
And then to Rome. Come Dvlabtlla, fee 
High Order, in this great Sotmemnity. Exeunt 



FINIS. 




Dol. Oh fir, you are too fure an Augurer: 
That you did feare, is done. 

Co-far. Braueft at the laft, 
She leuell'd at our purpofes, and being Royall 
Tooke her owne way : the manner of their deaths, 
I do not fee them blecdc. 

Del. Who was laft with them ? 

1 .Guard. A Ample Countryman, that broght hir Figs: 
This was his Basket. 

Crjar. Poyfon'd then. 

1 .Guard. Oh Otfar : 
This Cbarmian liu'd but now, (he (lood and fpake : 
I found her trimming vp the Diadem ; 
On her dead Miftris tremblingly (he flood, 
And on the fodaine dtopt. 

Co? jar. Oh Noble weakenefte : 
If they had fwaliow'd poyfon, 'twould appeare 
By externall fwellingi but (he lookes like (leepc, 
As (he would catch another Antbeny 
In her flrong toyle of Grace. 
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THE TRAGED IE OF 

CYMBELINE. 



*A8us ^Primus. Scaena ^Prhna. 



Enter tvrt Gentlemen. 
I. Gent. 

Ou do not meet a man bat Frownes. 
Our bloods no more obey the Heaucns 
Then our Courtiers : 
Still feeme, as do's the Kings. 
2 Gent. But what's the matter? 
I. His daughter, and the heire ofs kingdomc (whom 
He purpos'd to his wiues lole Sonne, a Widdow 
That late he married ) hath referr'd her fclfe 




Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, 
Her Husband banifli'd ; flie imprifon'd, all 
Is outward forrow, though I thinke the King 
Be touch'd at very heart. 
2 None but the King ? 

1 He that hath loft her too : fo is the Queene, 
That mod defir'd the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they weare their faces to the bent 

Of the Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not 
Clad at the thing they fcowle at. 

2 And why fo? 

1 He that hath mifs'd the Princefle, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report : and he that bath her, 
(I meane, that married her, alacke good man, 
And therefore banifti'd) is a Creature, fuch, 

As to feeke through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like ; there would be fomething failing 
In him, that mould compare. I do not thinke, 
So ft re an Outward, and fuch ftuffe Within 
Endowes a man, but hee. 

2 You fpeake him farre. 

1 I do extend him (Sir) within himfclfe, 
Crufti him together, rather then vnfold 

His meafure duly. 

2 What's his name, and Birth ? 

I I cannot delue him to the roote : His Father 
Was call'd Scillita, who did ioyne his Honor 
Againft the Romanes, with Ca£U>ulan t 
But had his Titles by Tenamim, whom 
He feru'd with Glory, and admir'd SuccefTe : 
So gain'd the Sur-addition, Jj-.nattu. 
And had (befides th'n Gentleman in qucftion) 
Two other Sonnes, who in the Warres o'th'time 
Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which, their Father 
Then old, and fond of yflue, tooke fuch forrow 
That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady 



of this Gentleman (our Theame ) deceaft 
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 
To his protection, cals him Pofltmmui Leaitatiu, 
Bieedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all the Learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiuer of, which he tooke 
As we do ayre, fail as 'twas miniftred, 
And in's Spring, became a Harueft : Liu'd in Court 
(Which rare it is to do) molt prais'd, moft lou'd, 
A fample to the yongeft : to th'more Mature, 
A glaftc that feated them : and to the graucr, 
A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Miftris, 
( For whom he now is banilh'd ) her owne price 
Proclaimes how flie efteem'd him; and his Vcrtue 
By her elecTio may be truly read, what kind of man he is. 

2 I honor him, euen out of your report. 
But pray you tell me, is (he fole childe to'th'King ? 

I His onely childe : 
He had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke it) the eldeft of them, at three ycares old 
I'th'fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery 
Were ftolne, and to this houre, no gheffe in knowledge 
Which way they went, 
l How long is this ago? 

1 Some twenty ycares. 

2 That a Kings Children fliould be fo conuey'd, 
So (lackely guarded, and the fearch fo (low 

That could not trace them. 

1 HowfoeTe, 'tis ftrange, 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at : 
Yet is it true Sir. 

2 I do well beieeue you. 

I We muft forbeare. Hcere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Princefle. Exeunt 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter tbt Queene, FjfMmM, and Imogen. 

Qn. No, be afTur'd you Hall not finde mc(Daughter) 
After the (lander of moft Step-Mothers, 
Euill-ey'd vnto you. You're my Prifoner, but 
Your Gaoler wall deliuer you the keyes 

■ I 3 That 
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That locke vp your reftraint. For you Pcftlumus, 

So foone as 1 can win th'ofTended King, 

I will be knowne your Aduocate : mirry yet 

The fire of Rage is in him, and 'twere good 

You lean'd vnto his Sentence, with what patience 

Your wifedome may informe you. 

Poft. 'Pleafe your Highneflc,. 
1 I will from hence to day. 

£$u. You know the perill : 
He fetch a turne about the Girden, pittying 
The pang^ of barr'd Aft'eelion«, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ftiould not fpealce together. Exit 

Imo. O dillembling Curtefie \ How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where fhc wounds? My deereft Husband, 
I fomething fcare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
( Alwayes referu'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You muft be gone, 
And I mall heere abide the hourely (hot 
1 Of angry eyes : not comforted to liue, 
But that there is this Iewell in the world, 
That I may fee againe. 

Pcft. My Queene, my Miftrij: 

0 Lady, wecpe no more, lcaft I giue caufe 
To be fufpecled of more tenderncfle 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine 

j The loyall'll husband, that did ere plight troth. 
My refidence in Rome, at one FiUrn\ 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ; thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes, He drinke the words you fend, 
Though Inlce be made of Gall. 

Enter Queene. 

S^u. Be brirfe, I pray you : 
If the King come, I (hall incurre, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : yet He moue him 
To walke this way : I ncuer do him wrong, 
But he do's buy my Iniuries, to be Friends : 
Paycs deere for my offences. 

Pcft. Should we be taking leauc 
As long a terme as yet we haue to liue, 
The loathnefle to depart, would grow : Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, ftay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your fclfe, 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Louc) 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; take it (Heart) 
But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

Pcft. How, how? Another? 
You gentle Gods, giue me but this I haue, 
And feare vp my embra cements from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remaine, rcmaine thou heere, 
While fenfe can keepe it on : And fweeteft, faired, 
As I (my poorc fclfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite lo(Te ; fo in our trifles 

1 ftill winne of you. For my fake weare this, 
It is a Manacle of Loue, He place it 

Vpon this fayrcft Prifoner. 

I me. O the Gods | 
When Hull we fee againe/ 

Enter CymMiitt, and Lerdt. 

Pcft. AUcke, the King. 

Cym. Thou bafeft thing, auoyd hence, from my fight: 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy vnworthinefTe, thou dyeft. Away, 
Thou'rt poyfon to my blood. 

Pcfl. The Gods protect you, 



Exit. 



And blefTe the good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More flurpe then this is. 

Cym. O difioyall thing, 
That mould'ft repayre my youth, thou heap'ft 
A yeares age on mee. 

Imo. I befeech you Sir, 
Harmc not your felfe with your vexation, 
I am fenfelefTe of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feare*. 

Cym. Part Grace / Obedience? 

Imo. Part hope, and in difpaire, that way pad Grace. 

Cym. That might'ft haue had 
The fole Sonne of my Queene. 

Am. O blefled, that 1 might not : I chofs an Eagle, 
And did auoyd a Puttoclce. 

Cym. Thou took'A a Bcgger, would'ft hau< 
Throne, a Seate for bafenefic. 

Imo. No, I rather added a luftre to it. 

Cym. O thou vilde one ! 

Am. Sir, 

It is your fault that I haue lou'd Peftbvmttt : 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Ouer-buyes mee 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 

Cym. What' art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almoft Sir : Heauen reftore m^ : would 1 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Lnr.aitu 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 

Enter Siuetne. 

Cym. Thou foolifti thing; 
They were againe together : you haue done 
Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her vp. 

Slu. Befeech your patience : Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soueraigne, 
Leaue v« to our felues, and make your felf fome comfort 
Out of your heft aduice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languifh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. Exit. 
Enter Pi/anh. 

Qu. Fye, you muft giue way : 
Heere is your Seruant. How now Sir ? What ncnes ? 

Tifa. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter. 

Qu. Hah? 
No harmc I truft is done ? 

Tifa. There might haue beene, 
But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no hclpc of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

I am very glad on't. 

Imo. Your Son's my Fathers friend, he takes his part 
To draw vpon an Exile. O braue Sir, 
I would they were in AfFricke both together, 
My felfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter ? 

Pita. On his command : he would not fufter mee 
To bring him to the Hauen : left thefe Notes 
I Of what commands 1 fttould be fubieft too, 
I Whrn't pleas'd you to employ me. 

£%u. This hath beene 
Your faithful) Seruant : I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remaine Co. 

Pi/a. I humbly thanke your Highnefle. 

Qs- 
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Qa. Pray walke a-while. 

J mo. About fome halfe hourc hence, 
Pray you fpeake with me} 
You (hall (at lead) go fee my Lord aboord. 
For this time leauc me. Exeunt. 


As he could make me with his eye, or care, 
Didinguifli him from others, he did kecpe 
The Decke, with Gloue, or Hat.or Handkerchife, 
Still wauing, as the fits and ftirre* of's mind 
Could bed exprefle how flow his Soule fayl'd on, 
How fwift his Ship. 

Imo. Thou (hauld'd haue made him, 
As little as a Crow, or lerte, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Tift. Madam, fo I did. 

Imo. 1 would haue broke mine eye-ftrings ; 
Crack'd them, but to looke vpon him, till the diminution 
Of fpace, had pointed him fturpe as my Needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmalnertc of a Gnat, to ayre : and then 
Haue tum'd mine eye, and wept. But good Pifanio, 
When dull we heare from him. 

Pifa. Be affur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leaue of him, but had 
Moft pretty things to fay : Ere 1 could tell him 
How 1 would thinke on him at certaine houres, 
Such thoughts, and fuch : Or I could make him fwearc, 
The Sheet of Italy (hould not betray 
Mine Intereft, and hi* Honour : or haue charg'd him 
At the fixt houie of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight, 
T'encounter me with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heauen for him : Or ere I could, 
Giue him that parting kirte, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, come* in my Father, 
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

La. The Queene (Madam) 
Dcfires your Highncrte Company. 

Imo. Thofc things 1 bid you do, 'get them difpatch'd, 
I will attend the Queene. 

T,.i. Madam, I (hall. Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Qctfen , and Ivo Lordt. 

I. Sir, I would aduifc you to fliift a Shirt ; the Vio- 
lence of Action hath made you reelc at a Sacrifice : where 
ayre comes out, ayre comet in : There'* none abroad fo 
whotefome at that you vent. 

QUt. If my Shirt were bloody, then to fliift it. 
Haue I hart him f 

% No faith : not fo much as his patience. 

1 Hurt him ' His bodie't a partable Carkafle if he bee 
not hurt. It is a through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. 

* Hi* Steele was in debt, it went o'th'Backe-fide the 
Towne. 

Clot. The Villaine would not (land me. 
1 No, but he fled forward frill, toward your face. 
I Stand you ? you haue Land enough of your owne : 
But he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground. 

1 As many Inches, as you haue Occans( Puppies.) 
Cht. I would they had not come bctweene vs. 

a So would I, till you had meafur'd how long a Foole 
you were vpon the ground. 

Cist. And that (hee (hould loue this Fellow, and re- 
fiife mee. 

2 If it be a fin to make a true election, iflie is damn'd. 
I Sir,as I told you alwayes : her Beauty Ic her Braine 

go not together. Shee's a good fjgne, but I haue feene 
final) reflection of her wit. 

z She (nines not vpon Foolet, lead the reflection 
Should hurt her. 

Clot. Come, lie to my Chamber : would there had 
beene fome hurt done. 

a 1 wilh not fo, vnleffe it had bin the. fall of an Arte, 
which is no great hurt. 

Oct. You'l go with vs } 

I lie attend your Lordfhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let's go together. 

i Well my Lord. Exrtint. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Pbilar 'n, Iaebime : a Frenchman, a *Dutcb- 
mjn, and a Spaniard. 

lacb. Beleeue it Sir, I haue feene him in Britaine; hee 
was then of a Credent note, expected to proue fo woor- 
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue look'd on him , without the help of Ad- 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by his fide, and I to pcrufe him by Item*. 

Pbil. You fpeake of him when he was lefle furniftt'd, 
then now hee i», with that which makes him both with- 
out, and within. 

Frtntb. I haue feene him in France : wee had very ma- 
ny there, could behold the Sunnc, with at firmc eyes as 
hee. 

Iacb. Thi* matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her valew, then 
his owne, words him (I doubt not) a great deale from the 
matter. 

French. And then his banifliment. 
Iacb. I, and the approbation of thofe that weepe chit 
lamentable diuorce vnder her colours, are wonderfully 

to 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Imcgen,and Pifanio. 
Imo.l would thou grew'ft vnto the (horet o'th'Hauen, 
And quedioned'd euery Saile : if he (hould write, 
And I not haue it, 'twere a Paper loft 
At offer'd mercy is : What was the laft 
That he fpake to thee? 

Pi/a. It was hit Queene, his Queene. 

I mo. Then wau'd his Handkerchiefs ? 

Pi/a. And kilt it, Madam. 

Into. Senfelefle Linnen, happier therein then I: 
And that was all < 

Pifa. No Madam : for fo long 



soi 
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to extend him, he it but to fortifie her judgement, which 
elfe an eafie battery might lay flat, for talcing a Begger 
without IciTe quality. Rut how comet it, he i* to foiourne 
with you? How creepes acquaintance ' 

Pbii. Hii Father and 1 were Souldiert together, to 
10m I haue bin often bound for no lcffe then my life. 



Heere come* the Britaine. Let him be fo entertained a- 
mong'fl you, at fuitet with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a Stranger of hit quality. I befcech you all be better 
knowne to thit Gentleman, whom I commend to you, 
at a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, I will 
leaue to appeare hereafter, rather then ftory him in hit 
owne hearing. 

French. Sir, we haue knowne togither in Orleance. 

Pcft.SinQe when, I haue bin debtor to you for court* 
fiet, which I will be cucr to pay,and yet pay ftill. 

French. Sir, you o're-rate my poore kindnefle, I wat 
glad I did attone my Countryman and you:it had beene 
pitty you mould haue becne put together, with fo roor- 
tall a purpofe, at then each bore, vpon importance of fo 
Hight and triuiall a nature. 

1: By your pardon Sir, I wat then a young Trauel- 
ler, rather Ihun'd to go euen with what I heard, then in 
my euery aclion to be guided by othen experiences: but 
vpon my mended Judgement (if 1 offend to lay it it men- 
ded) my Quarrell wat not altogether flight. 

French, faith yet, to be put to the arbitcrment of 
Swordt, and by fuch two, that would by all likelyhood 
haue confounded one the other, or haue falne both. 

Iacb. Can we with manners, atke what wat the dif- 
ference t 

French. Safely, 1 thinke, 'twat a contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradiction ) fuffcr the re- 
port. It wat much like an argument that fell out laft 
night, where each of vt fell in praifc of our Counrry- 
Miftrcflet. Thit Gentleman.at that time vouching , and 
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation ) hit to be more 
Faire, Vertuout, Wife, Chalie, Conftant, Qualified, and 
lefTe attemptible then any, the rareft of our Ladies in 
Fraunce. 

Iach. That Lady it not now liuing; or this Gentle- 
mant opinion by thit, worne out. 

Poft. She holds her Vertuc ftill,and I my mind. 

Iach. You muft not fo farre pteferre her, 'fore ourt of 
Italy. 

Pcftb. Being fo farre prouok'd at I wat in France:! 
would abate her nothing, though I profefle my felfe her 
Adorer, not her Friend. 

lacb. At faire, and at good : a kind of hand in hand 
comparifon, had becne fomething too faire, and too 
good fbr any Lady in Britanie; if (he went before otben. 
I haue feene at that Diamond of your* out-luflert many 
I haue beheld, I could not beleeue the excelled many : 
but I haue not fecne the moft pietiou* Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. 

Poft. I prait'd her,at I rated her : fo do I my Stone. 

Iacb. What do you eflecme it at ? 

Poft. More then the world enioyet. 

lacb. Either your vnparagon'd Miftirt it dead, or 
fte't out-prii'd by a trifle. 

Poft. You are mistaken : the one may be folde or gi- 
uen, or if there were wraith enough for the purchafes,or 
mcrite for the guift. The other it not a thing fbr fale, 
and onely the guift of the Godt. 

Iacb. Which the Godt haue giuen you ? 



■ 



Poft. Which by their Gracet 1 will keepc. 

Iacb. You may weare her in title yourt : but you 
know ftrange Fowle light vpon neighbouring Pondt. 
Your Ring may be ftolne too,fo your brace of vnprixea- 
ble Eftimationt, the one it but traile, and the other Cafu- 
all;. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accomplifh'd 
Courtier, would haztard the winning both of rirft and 
laft. 

Peft. Your Italy ,conraines none fo accomplifh'd a 
Courtier to conuince the Honour of my Miftrit : if in the 
holding or lofle of that, you tcrmc her fraile, 1 do no- 
thing doubt you haue ftore of Thccues, notwithstanding 
1 feare not ray Ring. 

Phil. Let vt leaue heere, Gentlemen ? 

Poft. Sir, with ail my heart. This worthy Signior I 
thanke him, maket no ftrangcr of me, we are familiar at 
Ml 

Iacb. With fiue timet fo much conuerfation,I would 
get ground of your faire Miftritj make her go backe.e- 
uen to the yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunitic 
to friend. 

Poft. No, no. 

Iacb. I dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my E- 
ftate, to your Ring, which in my opinion o're-valuet it 
fomething t but I make my wager rather againft your 
Confidence, then her Reputation. And to barre your of- 
fence heerein to, I durft attempt it againft any Lady in 
the world. 

Peft. Ydu are a great deale abus'd in too bold a per- 
fwafton.and I doubt not you fuftainc what y'aie worthy 
of, by your Attempt. 

Iacb. Whattrhat? 

Piftb. A Repulfe though your Attempt ( at you call 
it)deferue moreja punilhment too. 

Pbi. Gentlemen enough of thit, it came in too fo- 
dainely,let it dye at it wat borne,and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted. 

Iacb. Would 1 had put my Eftate,and my Neighbors 
on th 'approbation of what I haue fpoke, 

Poft. What Lady would you chufe to affaile ? 

Iacb. Yourt, whom in conftancie you thinke ftands 
fo fafe. I will lay you ten thoufandt Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more aduantage then the oppurtunitic of a 
fecond conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
Honor of hers, which you imagine fo referu'd. 

PeBbmm. I will wage againft your Gold, Gold to 
it: My Ring I holde deere as my finger, 'tis part of 
it. 

Iacb. You are a Friend, and there in the wifer : if you 
buy Ladies flefh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
feure it from tainting; but 1 fee you haue lb me Religion 
in you, that you feare. 

Poflbu. Thit is but a cuitome in your tongue : you 
beare a grauer purpofe I hope. 

Iacb. I am the Matter of my fpecchet,and would vn- 
der-go what's fpoken,l fweare. 

Pofibu. Will you } 1 fhall but lend my Diamond till 
your returne : let there be Couenantt drawne between't. 
My Miftrit exceedet in goodnefTe,the hugenefTc of your 
vnworthy thinking. I dare you to this match : heere't rov 
Ring. 

Phil. I will baue it no lay. 

Iacb, By the Godt it is one : if I bring you no fuffi- 
cicnt testimony that I haue cnioy'd the deereft bodily 
part of your Miftris:roy ten thoufand Duckctt are yours, 

fo 
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fo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leaue her in 
fuch honour at yof> haue truft in ; Shee your Iewell, this 
your Iewell, and my Gold are .yours I prouided, I haue 
your commendation, for my more free entertainment. 

Peji. I embrace thefe Conditions, let vs haue Articles 
betwixt vs : onely thus farre you (hall anfwere, if you 
make your voyage vpon her, and giue me direct!) to vn- 
derftand, you haue preuayl'd, I am no further your Ene- 
my, ihee is not worth our debate. It ihcc remaine vnfe- 
due'd, you not making it appeare otherwife : for your ill 
opinion, and th'aflault you haue made to her chaUity,you 
(hall anfwer me with your Sword. 

Iacb. Your hand, a Couenant : wee will haue thefe 
things fet downe by lawfull Counfell, and ftraight away 
for Britaine, lead the Bargaine (hould catch colde, and 
fteroe : I will fetch my Gold, and haue our two Wagers 
recorded. 

Pifi. Agreed. 

Freneb. Will this hold, thinke you. 
Pbtl. Signior laebima will not from it. 
Pray let vs follow 'em. Exeunt 



Scena Sexta. 



Safer Queene, Ladiet, and Cornelius. 

Qu. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground, 
Gather thofe Flowers, 
Make hafte. Who ha's the note of them ? 

Lady. I Madam. 

H*etn. Difpatch. Exit Ladiet. 

Now Matter Doctor, haue you brought thofe drugget? 

Cur. Pleafeth your Highnes, I : here they are, Madam: 
But I befeech your Grace, without offence 

Confciencc bids me aske ) wherefore you haue 
manded of me thefe mod poyfonous Compounds, 
Which are the moouers of a Languiftiing death : 
But though flow, deadly. 

Qu. 1 wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask'ft me fuch a Q»eftion : Haue I not bene 
Thy Pupil] long ? Haft thou not learn'd me how 
To make Perfumes? Diftill ? Prcferue ? Yea fo, 
That our great King himlelfe doth woo me oft 
For my Confections ? Hauing thus farre proceeded, 
(VnlelTe thou think'ft me diuelli/h) is't not mecte 
That I did amplifie my iudgement in 
Other Conclufiont ; I will try the forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures at 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their A&, and by them gather 
Their feuerall vertues, and effects. 

Cor. Your HighnefTe 
Shall from this practife, but make hard your heart: 
Bcfides, the feeing thefe effete will be 
Both noyfome, and infectious. 
Qu. O content thee. 

Entir Pi fash. 
Heere comes a flattering Rafcall, vpon him 
Will I firft worke : Hee's for his M.ftcr, 
And enemy to my Sonne. How now Pijanio* 
Doctor, your feruiee for this time it ended, 
Take your owne way. 



Cor. I do fufpect you, Madam, 
But yju (hill do no harme. 
Qu. Hearke thee, a word. 

Ccr. 1 do not like her. She doth thinke fhe ha's 
Strange ling'ring poyfons : I do know her fpirit, 
And will not truft one of her malice, with 
A drugge of fuch damn'd Nature. Thofe (he ha't, 

1 Will ftupirie and dull the Senfe a-while, 

I Which flrft (perchance) (hee'l proue on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward vp higher : but there is 
No danger in what (hew of death it makes, 

| More then the lucking vp the Spirits a time, 

! To be more frefh, reuiuing. She is fool'd 

I With a moft falfe effect : and I, the truer, 
So to be falfe with her. 

$u. No further feruiee, Doctor, 
Vntill I fend for thee. 

Car. I humbly take my leaue. Exit. 
Qu. Weepes (he ftill(faift thou?) 
Doft thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inftructions enter 
Where Folly now poflefles? Do thou worke I 
When thou (halt bring me word Ihe lours my Sonne, 
He tell thee on the inftant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Mafter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all lye fpeechlefle, and his name 
Is at lift gaspc. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : To (hift his being, 
Is to exchange one mifery with another, 
And euery day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes worke in him. What (halt thou expect 
To be depender on a thing that leancs ? 
Who cannot be new built, nor ha's no Friends 
So much, at but to prop him ? Thou tak'ft vp 
Thou know'ft not what : But take it for thy labour, 

I It is a thing I made, which hath the King 
Fiue times redeem'd from death. 1 do not know 
What is more Cordiall. Nay, I prythee take it, 
It is an earneft of a farther good 
That I meane to thee. Tell thy Miftris how 
The cafe ftands with her : doo't, as from thy felfej 
Thinke what a chance thou changeft on. but thinke 
Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, to boote.my Sonne, 
Who (hall take notice of thee. He moue the King 
To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch 
As thou'lt J. lire : and then my felfe, I checfely, 
That fet thee on to this defert, am bound 
To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. Exit Pi/a. 
Thinke on my words. A flye, and conftant knaue, 
Not to be (hak'd : the Agent for his Mafter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand-faft to her Lord. 1 haue giuen him that, 
Which if he take, Hull quite vnpeople her 
Of Leidgert for her Swecte : and which, fhe after 
Except (he bend her humor, (hall be affur'd 
To tarte of too. 

Enter Pifanio,and Ladiet. 

So , fo : Well done, well done : 

The Violets, Cowflippcs, and the Prime-Rofes 

Beare to my Cloffet : Fare thee well, Pifanfa. 

Thinke on my words. Exit Sin. and Ladiet. 

Pi/a. And (hall do : 
But when to my good Lord, I proue vntrue, 
He choake my felfe : there't all He do for you. Exit. 
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Scena Septima. 



Enter Imogen alont. 
Imo. A Father cruell, and a Stepdame falfe, 
A Fooliflj Suitor to a Wedded-Lady, 
That hath her Husband banifli'd : O, that Husband, 
My fupreame Crowne of griefe, and thofe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had 1 bin Thcefe-ftolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but moil miferable 
Is the defires that's glorious. Blefled be thofe 
How meane fo ere, that haue their honeft wills, 
Which fcafons comfort. Who may this be > Fye. 

Enter Pifanie, and Iaebimo. 

Pi/a. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome» 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 

lacb. Change you, Madam : 
The Worthy Leonatus is in fafety, 
And greetes your Highncffe deerely. 

Imo. Thanks good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

Inch, All of her, that is out of doore, moft rich : 
If (he be furniuVd with a mind fo rare 
She is alone th'Arabian-Bird; and I 
Haue loft the wager. Boldnefie be my Friend : 
Arme me Audacitic from head to foote, 
Orlike the Parthian I (hall flying fight, 
Rather direclly fly. 

Imogen rtadi . 

He it one cf tbe Nibleft note, to vbojie ^ndneffet I am mofi in- 
finitely tied. Refieil -vpon bim accordingly, at you value your 
truft. Leonatus. 
So farre I reade aloud . 
I But euen the rery middle of my heart 
I It warm'd by'th'reft.and take it thankefully. 
You are as welcome( worthy Sir) as I 
Haue words to bid you, and (hall findc it fo 
In all that I can do. 

latb. Thankes faireft Lady: 
What are men mad/ Hath Nature giuen them eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea and Land, which can diftinguifli 'twixt 
The fine Orhes aboue, and the twinn'd Stones 
Vpon the numbered Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spc&alcs fo pretious 
Twixt (aire, and foulc? 

Imo. What makes your admiration ? 

lac b. It cannot be i'th'eye : for Apes, and Monkeys 
'Twixt two fuch She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contcmne with mowes the other. Nor i'th'iudgmcnt : 
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour, would 
Be wifely definit : Nor i'th' Appetite. 
Sluttery to fuch neate Excellence, oppos'd 
Should make defire vomit emptineflV, 
Not fo allur.d to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter trow ? 

lacb. The Cloyed will : 
That fatiate yet vnfjrisfi'd defire, that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Rauening fitft the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. What, deerc Sir, 
Thus rap's you f Are you well ? 



Iacb. Thanks Madam, well : Befeech you Sir, 
Defire my Man's abode, where I did leilie him: 
He's ftrange and peeuilh. 

Pifa. 1 was going Sir, 
To giue him welcome. Exit. 

Imo. Continues well my Lord t 
His health befeech you ? 

latb. Well, Madam. 

Imo. Is he difpos'd to mirth ? I hope he is. 

lacb. Exceeding pleafant : none a ftranger there, 
So mersy, and fo gamefome : he is call'd 
The Britaine Rcueller. 

Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to fadnefle, and oft times 
Not knowiug why. 

lacb. I neuer faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monficur, that it feemes much loues 
A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 
The thicke fighes from him; whiles the iolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord I meane) laughes from's free lungs :cries oh, 
I Can my fides hold, to think that man who knowes 
By Hi (lory, Report, or his ownc proofe 
What woman is. yra what (he cannot choofe 
But mult be .'will's free houres languiih : 
For allured bondage ! 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ? 

lacb. I Madam, with his eyes in flood i with laughter, 
It is a Recreation to be by 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 
But Heauen's know fome men are much too blame. 

Imo. Not he I hope. 

lacb. Not he : 
But yet Heauen's bounty towards him, might 
Be Vt'd more thankfully. In himfelfc 'tis much; 
In you, which I account his beyond all Talents. 
Whil'ft I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pitty too. 

Imo. What do you pitty Sir ? 

lacb. Two Creatures heartyiy. 

Imo. Am I one Sir ? 
You looke on me : what wrack difcerne you in me 
Dcferues your pitty ? 

lacb. Lamentable : what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace 
I'th'Dungeon by a Snuffe. 

Imo. 1 pray you Sir, 
Deiiuer with more opennefle your anfweres 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me ) 

lacb. That others do, 

(I was about to (ay)cnioy your but 

It is an office of the Gods to venge it, 
Not mine to fpeake on't. 

Imo. You do frcme to know 
Something of me, or what concernes me; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Then to be fure they do. For Certainties 
Either are paft remedies; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne. Difcouer to me 
What both vou fpur and flop. 

lacb' Had I this checke 
To bathe my lips vpon : this hand, whofe touch, 
( Whofe euery touch ) would force the Feelers foulc 
To'th'oath of loyalty. Tills obiter, which 
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fiering it onely heere, (hould I (damn'd then) 

Slauer 
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S lauuer with lippes as common as the ftiyres 
That mount the Capitoll : loyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely fa I (hood (fallhood as 
With labour:) then by peeping in an eye 
Bafe and illuftrious as the fmoakie light 
That's fed with ftinking Tallow : it were fit 
That all the plagues of Hell (hould at one time 
Encounter fuch reuolt. 

Imo. My Lord, I fcarc 
Has forgot Brittaine. 

Iacb. And himfelfe, not I 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change : but 'tis your Graces 
That from my mute it Confcicnce, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report out. 

Imo. Let me heare no more. 

Iacb. O deereft Soule : your Caufe doth ftrike my hart 
With pitty, that doth make me ficlte. A Lady 
So faire, and faften'd to an Emperie 
Would make the grcat'ft King double, to be partner'd 
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that fclfe exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with difeas'd ventures 
That play with all Infirmities for Gold, 
Which rottenneife can lend Nature. Such boyl'd ftuffe 
As well might poyfon Poyfon. Be reueng'd, 
Or Ihc that bore you, was no Quccne,and you 
Rccoyle from your great Stocke. 

Imo, Reueng'd : 
How (hould 1 be reueng'd ! If this be true, 
(As I haue fuch a Heart, that both mine cares 
Muft not in hafte abufc) if it be true, 
How fliould I be reueng'd ? 

Iacb. Should he make me 
Liue like Diana'i Prieft, betwixt cold (heels, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes 
In your defpight, vpon your purfe : reuenge it. 
I dedicate my felfe to your fweet pleafure, 
More Noble then that runnagate to your bed, 
And will continue faft to your Affcclion, 
Still clofe, as lure. 

Imo. What hoa, Pifantc> 

Iacb. Let me my feruice tender on your lippes. 

Imo. Away, I do condemnc mine ejres.that haue 
So long attended thee. If thou wert Honourable 
Thou would'ft haue told this tale for Vcrtue, not 
For fuch an end thou feek'ft, as bafe.as ftrange : 
Thou wrong'ft a Gentleman, who is as fane 
From thy report, as thou from Honor: and 
Solicites heere a Lady, that difdaines 
Thee,and the Diuell alike. What hoa, Pifinio ? 
The King my Father (hall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aflault : if he (hall thinke it fit, 
A fawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As in a Romifh Stew, and to expound 
His beaftly mindc to vs ; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, who 
He not refpccls at all. What hoa, Pijanio ? 

Iacb. O happy Leonatm 1 may fay, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deferues thy truft, and thy moft perfect goodnelTe 
Her aflur'd credit. BlcflVd liue you long, 
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that euer 
Country call'd his; and you his Miftrit, onely 
For the moft worthieft fit. Giue me your pardon, 
I haue fpoke this to know if your Affiance 
Were deeply rooted, and (hall make your Lord, 



That which he is, new o're : And he is < 
The trueft manner'd : fuch a holy Witch, 
That he enchants Societies into him : 
Halfc all men hearts are his. 
imo. You make amends. 

Iacb. Fie fits 'mongft men, like a defended God; 
He hath a kinde of Honor lets him off, 
More then a mortall feeming. Be not angrie 
( Moft mighty Princefle) that I haue aduentur'd 
To try your taking of a falfe report, which hath 
Honour 'd with confirmation your great Iudgcment, 
In the election of a Sir, fo rare, 

Which you know, cannot erre. The loue I beare him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you 
(Vnlike all others) chaffelcffc. Pray your pardon. 

/••■ All's well Sir : 
Take my powre i'th'Court for yours. 

/;.'•. My humble thankes : I had almoft forgot 
T'intreat your Grace, but in a fmall requeft, 
And yet of moment too, for it concernes : 
Your Lord, my felfe, and other Noble Friends 
Are partners in the bufinefle. 

Imo. Pray whatis't ? 

Iatb. Some doien Romanes of vs, and your Lord 
(The beft Feather of our wing) haue mingled fummei 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperor : 
Which I (the Factor for the reft) haue done 
In France : 'tis Plate of rare deuice, and Iewels 
Of rich, and exquifite forme, their valewes great, 
And 1 am fomething curious, being ftrange 
To haue them in fafe ftowage : May it pleafe you 
To take them in protection. 

Imo. Willingly : 
And pawne mine HonoT for their fafety, ftnee 
My Lord hath intereft in them, 1 will keepe I ' 
In my Bed-chamber. 

Iacb. They are in a Trunke 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To fend them to you , onely for this night : 
I muft aboord to morrow. 

Imo. O no, no. 

Iacb. Yes I befeech : or I mail fhort my word 
By lengthening my returne. From Gallia, 
I croft the Seas on purpofe,and on promitc 
To fee your Grace. 

Imo. I thanke you for your paincs : 
But not away to morrow. 

Iacb. O 1 muft Madam. 
Therefore I /hall befeech you,if you pleafe 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
I haue out-ftood my time, which is mateTiall 
To' th 'tender of our Prefent. 

Imo. I will write : 
Send your Trunke to me, it (hall fafe be kept, 
And truely ycelded you : you're very welcome. Exeunt. 



Actus Secundus. Scena Trima. 



Enter Clctttrr f arJ ttt tvo Lords. 
Clot. Was there euer man had fuch lucke > when I kift 
the Iacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hit away ? I had a hun- 
dred pound on't : and then a whorfon lacke-an-Apcs, 

muft 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline. 



mull take me vp for fwearing, at if 1 borrowed mine 
oathe* of him, and might not l|>end them at my pleafure. 

1. What got he by that ? you haue broke his pate 
with lyour Bowie. 

2. If his wit had bin like him that broke it : it would 
haue run all out. 

Clot. When a Gentleman is difpos'd to fwcarc: it is 
not for any (landers by to curtail his oathes. Ha ? 

2. No my Lord; nor crop the cares of them. 

Clot. Whorlon dog : 1 gaue him fatisfaftion ? would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

a. To haue fmell d like a Foole. 

Cltt. 1 am not vcxt more at any thing in th'earth : a 
pox on't. 1 had rather not be fo Noble as 1 am : they dare 
nut fight with me, becaufe of the Qucene my Mo- 
ther : euery lacke-Slaue hath his belly hill of Fighting, 
and I muft go vp and downe like a Cock, that no body 
can match. 

2. You are Cocke and Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your combe on. 
Clot. Sayeft thou T 

a. Jt is not fit you Lordfhip fliould vndertake euery 
Companion, that you giue offence too. 

Clot. No, I know that : but it is jfit I fhould commit 
offence to my interiors. 

a I, it is fit for your Lordfhip onely. 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

1. Did you heerc of a Stranger that's come to Court 
night ? 

Clot. A Stranger, and I not know on't ? 

2. He's a ftrange Fellow himfelfe,and knowes it not. 
If There's an Julian come, and 'tis thought one of 

Ltoratm Friends. 

Clot. Leonattu ? A banifht Rafcall; and he's another, 
whatfoeuer he be. Who told you of this StrangeT T 

1. One of your Lordfhips Puges. 

Clot. Is it fit I went to looke vpon him ? Is there no 
dc ogition in't? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 
Clot. Not eafily I thinke. 

2. You arc a Foole graunted, therefore your IfTues 
being foolifh do not derogate. 

Clot. Come, He go fee this Italian : what I haue loft 
to day at Bowles, lie winnc to night of him. Come :go. 

a. lie attend your Lordlhip. Exit. 
That fuch a craftie Diuell as is his Mother 
Should jeild the world this AfTe : A woman, that 
Bearcs all downe with her Brainc, and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
Aud lraue eighteenc. Alas poorc PrincefTe, 
Thou diuine Imogen, what thou endur'ft, 
Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame gouern'd, 
A Mother hourely coyning plots : A Wocer, 
More hatefull then the foule expulfion is 
Of thy deere Husband. Then that horrid Ac"l 
Of the diuorce, hrel'd make the Heauens hold firme 
The walls of thy deere Honour. Krepe vnfhak'd 
That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maift (land 
T'enioy thy banifh'd Lord : and this great Land. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 

Enttr Imogen, in her 'Bed, and a Lady. 
Imo. Who's there ! My woman : Helen* ? , 
La. Pleafe you Madam. 
Imo. What hourc is it f 



Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam. 
Imo. I haue read three houres then : 
Mine eyes are weake, 

Fold downe the lea fe* where I haue left : to bed. 
Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning •• 
And if thou canft awake by foure o'th 'clock, 
I prythee call me : Sleepe hath ceiz'd me wholly. 
To your protection I commend me, Gods, 
From Fayries,and the Tempters of the night, 
Guard me befeech yee. Sletfxu 

Iaebimo from tlx Trunl^.: 
Iatb. The Crickets fing,and mans ore-labor'd fenfe 
Repjires it felfe by reft : Our Tarquine thus 
Did foftly prefTe the Rufbes,cre he waken'd 
The Chaftitie he wounded. Cytherea, 
How brauely thou becom'ft thy Bed;fre(h Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheetes :that I mi^ht touch, 
But kifle, one kiife. Rubies vnparagon'd, 
How deerely they doo't : 'Tis her brrathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus : the Flame o'th "Taper 
Bowes toward her,and would vnder-peepe her lids. 
To fee thlndofed Lights.now Canopied 
Vnder thefe windowes, White and Aiure lae'd 
With Blew of Heauens owne tincl. But my defigne. 
To note the Chamber, I will write all downe, 
Such, and fuch pictures: There the window, (uch 
Th'adornement of her Bed; the Arras, Figures, 
Why fuch, and fuch : and the Contents o'th 'Story. 
Ah, but fome naturall notes about her Body, 
Aboue ten thoufand meaner Moueables 
Would teflifie, t'enrich mine Inucntorie. 
O fleepe, thou Ape of death, lye dull vpon her, 
And be her Senfe but as a Monument, 
Thus in a Chappell lying. Come ofF.comc off ; 
As flippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 
'Tis mine, and this will witnefle outwardly, 
As flrongty as the Confcience do's within : 
To'th'madding of her Lord. On her left bred 
A mole Cinque- fpotted : Like the Crimfon drops 
I" th'bottomc of a Cowflippe. Hcere's a Voucher, 
Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him thinke I haue pick'd the lock, and t'ane 
The treafure of her Honour. No more : to what end ? 
Why fhould I write this downe, that's riucted, 
Screw'd to my memorie. She hath bin re.iding late, 
The Tale of *JWu,hecre the leaffe's turn'd downe 
Where Pbilomele gaue vp. I haue enough, 
To'th'Truncke againe.and fhut the fpring of it. 
Swift.fwift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 
May beare the Rauens eye : I lodge in fcare, 
Though this a hcaucnly Angell : hell is becne. 

CJoe{e Jlrity 

One, two, three : time, time. Exit. 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Clot ten, and Lords. 

U Your Lordfhip is the moft patient man in loffe, the 
mod coldeft that euer turn'd vp Ace. 

Clot. It would make any man cold to loofe. 

I. But not euery man patient after the noble temper 
of your Lordfhip ; You are moft hot, and furious when 
you winne. 

Cot 
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Winning will put any man into courage : if 1 could get 
this foolift Imogen, I mould haue Gold enough : it't al- 
moft morning, is't not ? • 
I Day, my Lord. 

Clot. I would thii Muficke would come: 1 am adui- 
fed to giue her Muficke a mornings, they lay it will pene- 
trate. Enter Mufil-.au. 
Come on, tune : If you can penetrate her with your fin- 
gering, fo : wee'l try with tongue too : if none will do, let 
her remaine : but He neuer giue o're. Firft, a very excel- 
lent good conceyted thing} after a wonderful fweet aire, 
with admirable rich wordi to it, and then let her confi- 
der. 

SONG. 

Hearty, hearty, the Larty at lleauem gatt fiigt, 

and Pharbue gint ariji, 
lit) Sfeedj to vater at tbcje Spring j 

on ehalie'd FIcvret that lytt : 
And vintyng tMary-budi begin to ope tbeir Golden eyct 
With entry thing that pretty u, my Lady fweet ari/e : 
Arife,arife. 

So, get you gone: if this pen trate, I will confider your 
Muficke the better : if it do not, it is a voyce in her earei 
which Horfe-haires, and Caluet-guts, nor the voyce of 
vnpaued Eunuch to boot, can neuer amed. 

Enter Cymbaline , and Queene . 
* Hecre comes the King. 

Got. I am glad I was vp fo late, for that's the reafon 
I was vp foearely: he cannot choofe but take (his Scr- 
uice I haue done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
iefty, and to my gracious Mother. 

Cyai.Attend you here the doore of our Hern daughter 
Will me not forth » 

Got. 1 haue aflayl'd her with Mufickes, but me vouch- 
fafes no notice. 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new, 
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
Muft weare the print of his remembrance on't, 
And then file's yours. 

%u. You are moft bound to'th'King, 
Who let's go by no vantages, that may 
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your felfe 
To orderly folicity, and be friended 
With aptnefle of the feafon : make denials 
Encreafe your Seruices : fo feeme, as if 
You were infpir'd to do thole duties which 
You tender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Saue when command to your difmiflion tends, 
And therein you are fenfelefie. 

Clot. Senfeiefle ? Not fo. 

Me/. So like you (Sir) AmbalTadort from Rome; 
The one is Cain* Lueha. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comet on angry purpofe now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we muft receyuc him 
According to the Honor of his Sender, 
And towards himfelfe, his goodnefle fore-fpent on vs 
We muft extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 
When you haue giuen good morning to your Miftris, 
Attend the Queene, and vs, we (hall haue neede 
Temploy you towards | this Romanc. 
Come our Queene. Exeunt. 

Got. If Ihe be vp, He fpeake with her : if not 
Let her lye dill, and dreame : by your leauc hoa, 
I know her women are about her : what 

_ . 



If I do line one of their hands, 'tis Gold 
Which buyes admittance (off it doth) yea, and makes 
Diana't Rangers falle themfelues, yeelJ vp 
Their Deere to'th'ftand o'th'Stealer : and 'tis Gold 
Which makes the True-man kill'd, and fauc* the Tbcrfe: 
Nay , fometime hangs both Thcefe, and True-man : what 
Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not vnderftand the cafe my felfe. 
By your leaue. Knutyt. 
Enter a Lady. 

La. Who's there that knockes? 

Got. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Get. Yes, and a Gcntlewomans Sonne. 

La. That's more 
Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can iuftly boa ft of: what's your Lordlhips pleafure - 

Got. Your Ladies pcrfon, is Ihe ready? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Got. There u Gold for you, 
Sell me your good report. 

La. How, my good name ? or to report of you 
What I ftiall thinke is good. The Princefle. 

Enter Imogen. 

Gat. Good morrow faircft, Sifter your fweet hand. 

Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paincs 
For purchafing but trouble : the thankes 1 giue, 
Is telling vou that I am poore of thankes, 
And fcarlc can fpare them. 

Got. Still I fweare I loue you. 

Imo. If you but faid fo, 'twere at deepe with me : 
If you fweare ftill, your recompencc is flail 
That I regard it not. 

Got. This is no anfwer. 

Imo. But that you wall not fay, I yeeld being lilent, 
I would not fpeake. I pray you Ipare me, 'faith 
I Hull vnfbld equall difcourtefie 
To your beft kindueflc : one of yjur great knowing 
Should learne (being taught ) forbearance. 

Got. To leaue you in your madncflc, 'twete my fin, 
I will not. 

Imo. Fooies are not mad Folket. 

Got. Do you call me Foole * 

Imo. At I am mad I do : 
If you' I be patient, He no more be mad, 
That cures vs both. 1 am much forry (Sir)l 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
By being fo verball : and learne now, for all, 
That I which know my heart, do heere pronounce 
By th'very truth of it, I cate not for you, 
And am fo necre the lacke of Charitie 
To accufe my felfe, I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, then make't my boa ft. 

Got. You tinne againft 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contract you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 
One, bred of Almet, and fofter'd with cold dimes, 
With fcraps o'th'Court : It is no Contract, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner partiet 
( Yet who then he more meane > to knit their foulet 
(On whom there it no more dependancte 
But Bratt and Beggery) in felfe-figur'd knot, 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by 

aaa The 
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X/VJ gi ue me | eaue t0 fpj re> wnfn you fhall finde 
« °u needc it not. 

Poft. Proceed. 

Ltcb. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
(Where I confetti: I flcpt not, but profile 
H i.! that was well worth watching) it wai hang'd 
With Tapiftry or' Si Ike, and Siluer, the Story 
Proud Cfofuitra, when (he met her Roman, 
And ffiJfiiu (well'd abouc the Banket, or for 
The prtfle of Boatcs, or Pride. A peece of Worke 
So braueljr done, fo rich, that it did ftrioe 
In Workemanfhip, and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be fo rarely, and c%aflly wrought 
Since the true lire on't wis 

Poft. This is true : 
And thii you might haue heard of heerc, by me, 
Or by fome other. 

/*.''• More particulars 
Mull iuftifie my knowledge. 

Poft. So they muft. 
Or doe your Honour iniury. 

Iacb. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-p 
C ha lie Dw., bathing : neuer faw I figures 
So likely to report themfelues ; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Motion.and Breath left out. 

Paft. This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewile reape, 
Being, as it is, much fpoke of. 

Licb. The Roofc o'th 'Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Siluer, each on one foote (landing, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Poft. This is her Honor : 
Let it be granted you haue feene all this (and praife 
Be giuen to your remembrance) the defcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faues 
The wager you haue laid. 

Iacb. Then if you can 
Be pale, I begge but leaue to ayre this lewell 
And now 'tis vp againe : it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Poft. loue 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 

Iacb. Sir(I thanke her) that 
She ftript it from her Arme : 1 fee her yet s 
Her pretty Aftion, did out-fell her guift, 
And yet enrich'd it too : (he gaue it me, 
And faid, (he priz'd it once. 

Poft. May be, (he pluck'd it off 
To fend it me. 

Jatb. She writes fo to you ? doth fhee / 

Poft. O no, no, no, 'tis true. Heere, take this too, 
It Is a Bafiliske vnto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke on't : Let there be no Honor, 
Where there is Beauty : Truth, where (emblance : Loue, 
Where there's another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Then they arc to their Vermel, which is nothing : 
O.aboue meafure falfe. 

Pbil. Haue patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe, 'tis not yet wonne : 
It may be probable (he loft it : or 



ScCj 



Who knowes if one her 1 
Hath ftolnc it from her. 

Pofl. Very true, 
And fo I hope he came by't : backe my Ring, 
Render to me fome cocporall figne about her 
More euident then this : for this was flolne. 

Iacb. By Iupiter, I had it from her Arme. 

Ptfi. Hearkc you, he fweares : by Iupiter he fweares. 
Tis true, nay keepe the Ring \ 'til true : I am fure 
She would not loofe it : her Attendants are 
All fworne, and honourable : they indue'd to fteale it? 
And by a Stranger f No, he hath enioy'd her, 
The Cognifance of her incontinencie 
Is this : fhe hath bought the name of Whore, thus deerly 
There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Diuide themfelues betweene you. 

Pbil. Sir, be patient : 
This is not flrong enough to be beleeu'd 
Of one perfwaded well of. 

Poft. Neuer ralke on't : 
She hath bin colted by him. 

Iacb. If you fecke 
For further fatisfying, vnder her Bread 
(Worthy her preffing) lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of that moft delicate Lodging. By my life 
I kift it, and it gaue me prefent hunger 
To feede againe, though full. You do remember 
This ftaine vpon her ? 

/' I, and it doth confirme 
Another ftaine, as bigge as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 

Iacb. Will you heare more T 

Poft. Spare your Arethmaticke, 
Neuer count the Turnes : Once, and a Million. 

Iacb. He be fworne. 

Poft . No fwearing : 
If you will fweare you haue not done't, you lye, 
And I will kill thee, if thou do'ft deny 
Thou'ft made me Cuckold. 

Iacb. He deny nothing. 

Poft. O that 1 had her heere, to teare her Limb-meale: 
I will go there and doo't, i'th'Court, before 
Her Father. He do fomething. Exit. 

Pbil. Quite befides 
The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne : 
Let's follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft bimfelfe. 

Iacb. With all my heart. 



Poft. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft be rulfc- workers t We are all Baftards, 
And that moft venerable man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where 
When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother (eem'd 
The Dian of that time : fo doth my Wife 
The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of my lawfull pleafure (he reftrain'd, 
And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 
A pudencie fo Rofie, the fweet view on't 
Might well haue warm'd olde Saturne ; 
That I thought her 

As Chaflc, as vn-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Diuels! 
This yellow Iacbima in an houre, was't not ? 
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Or lefle; at firft f Perchance he fpolce not, but 

Like a full Acorn 'd Boarc.a larmen on, 

Cry'de oh, and mounted ; found no oppofition 

But what he loolc'd for, fhouli oppofe, and the 

Should from encounter guard. Could 1 hr.de out 

The Womans part in me, for there's no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I affirme 

It it the Womans part : be it Lying, note it, 

The womans : Flattering, hers ; Decerning, hers : 

Luft, and ranlte thoughts, hers, hers i Reuengct hers : 

Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Dildaine, 

Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability . 

All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, 

Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all For cuen to Vice 

They are not conftant, but are changing ftill ; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halfe fo old as that. lie write againft them, 

Detcft them, curfe them : yet 'tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they haue their will : 

The very Diuels cannot plague them better. Exit. 



Actus Tertius. Scena 'Prima. 



Bnler in 



State, Cymbeline, Queene, Chtten,ar.d Lardt at 
t doore, and at another , Canu, Lucius, 



and Atttndinli. 



Cym. Now fay, what would Auguflui Cttfar with vs? 

Luc, When luirus Ctefar (whole remembrance yet 
Liues in mens eyes, and will to Fares and Tongues 
Be Theatric, and hearing euer) was in this Britain, 
And Conquer'd it, Cajjibulan thine Vnklc 
(Famous in Car/art prayfes, no whit lelie 
Then in his Feats deferuing it) for him, 
And his Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Veerely three thoufand pounds; which by thee)lately 
la left vntender'd. 

%u. And to kill the 
Shall be fo euer. 

Clot. There be many Cetfart, 
Ere foch another Iulim : Bntaine's a world 
By it felfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Nofes. 

Sfu. That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from'*, to refui 
We haue againe. Remember Sir, my Liege, 
The Kings your Anceftors, together with 
The naturall braucry of your Ifle, which 
As Neptune* Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oake* vnskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sand* that will not beare your Enemies Boatet, 
But fucke them vp to'th'Top-maft. A kinde of Conqueft 
Ctrfjr made hcere, but made not heere his bragge 
Or Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came : with flume 
(The firft that euer touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten : and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
Like Eggc-rtich mou'd vpon their Surges, crack'd 
As eafily 'gainft our Rocket. For ioy whereof, 
The fam'd Cajjibulan, who wat once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) to mafter Crjart Sword, 
Made Ludt-Townt with reioycing-Fires bright, 



And Britaines ftrut with 

Qct. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : our 
Kingdome is ftronger then it was at that time : and (at I 
faid I there is no mo fuch Cerjart, other of them may haue 
crook'-i Nofes, but to owe fuch ftraite Armes, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mother end. 

Clot. We haue yet many among vs, can gripe as hard 
as Cajjibulan, I doe not fay I am one : but I haue a hand. 
Why Tribute/ Why mould we pay Tribute ? If Caejar 
can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket,or put the Moon 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light: elfe Sir, 
no more Tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. You muft know, 
Till the iniurious Romans, did extort 
Thi* Tribute from vs, we were free. Cat Jan Ambition, 
Which fwell'd fo much, that it did almoft ftrctch 
The fides o'th" World, againft all colour heere, 
Did put the yoake vpon'sj which to (hake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our feluet to be, we do. Say then to C*jar t 
Our Anceftor was that Mulmuthu, which 
Ordain'd our Lawes, whofc vfe the Sword of Co-far 
Hath too much mangled • whofe repayre, and franchife, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfore angry . Mulmutim made our lawes 
Who was the firft of Bricaine, which did put 
His browe* within a golden Crowne,and call'd 
Himfelfe a King. 

Luc. I am lorry Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Augufiut Qetjar 
[Car/or, that hath moe Kings his Seruantt, then 
Thy felfe Domefticke Officer*) thine Enemy : 
Receyue it from me then. Warre, and Confufion 
In Ceejart name pronounce I 'gainft thee : Looke 
For fury, not to be refifted. Thus defide, 
I thanke thee for my felfe. 

Cym. Thou art welcome Cam, 
Thy Cafar Knighted me j my youth I fpent 
Much vndcr him ; of him, 1 gather'd Honour, 
Which he, to feeke of me againe, perforce, 
Behooucs me kcepe at vtterance. I am perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties are now in Armes : a Prefidcnt 
Which not to reade, would fticw the Briuine* cold : 
So Citjjr ftiill not finde them. 

Luc. Let proofe fpeake. 

Clot. His Maiefty biddes you welcome . Make pa- 
ftime with vs, a day, or two, or longer : if you feek vs af- 
terwards in other tearmes, you ftiall finde vs in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if you beate v* out of it, it is yours: if you 
fall in the aduenture, our Crowes ftiall fare the better for 
you i and there's an end. 

Lut. So fir. 

Cym. I know your Mafters pleafure.and he mines 
All the Remaine, is 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Pijanio reading of a letter. 
Pif. How? of Adultery f Wherefore writ 
What Monfters her accufe ? Leonatm : 
Oh Mafter, what a ftrange intcclion 
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Is falne into thy care* What falfe Italian, 
(As poyfonous tongu'd,as handed )hath preuail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall ' No. 
Shc'i punifh'd for her Truth; and vndcrgoes 
More GoddeITe-like,then Wife-like; fuch AfTaults 
As would take in fome Vertue. Oh my Mafter, 
Thy mind to her, it now at lowe, ai were 
Thy Fortune*. How ? That I Ihould murther her, 
Vpon the Loue, and Truth, and Vowe»;which 1 
Haue made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be fo,to do good feruice, neuer 
Let me be counted feruiceable. How looke I, 
That I ihould feeme to lacke humanity, 
So much as thii Fad comes to i Doo't: The Letter. 
That I haue Jtnt ber,by ber enrne command, 
Stall giut rbee cjfortunllie. Oh damn'd paper, 
Blacke as the Inke that's on thee : fenfeUfle bauble, 
Art thou a Foeiarie for this Ac*; and look'ft 
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here foe 1 



I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imc. How now Pifaniof 

Pif. Madam, heere is a Letter from my Lord. 

I mo. Who, thy Lord? That is my Lord Ltenjtus ? 
Oh,learn'd indeed were that Aftronomcr 
That knew the Startes, as I his Characters, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is heere contain'd, rellifo of Loue, 
Of my Lords health, of his content I yet not 
That we two are afunder, let that grieue him; 
Some griefes are mcdcinable.that is one of them, 
For it doth phyficke Loue, of his content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leaue : bleft be 
You Bees that make thefe Lockcs of counlaile. Louers, 
And men in dangerous Bondes pray not alike, 
Though Forfcytours you caft in prifon,yet 
You dafpe young Cuf.idt Tables : good Newes Gods. 

Ityice, and your Fatberi wratb ( jbould be talte me fa bit 
Domini on) could net bt fo crtull to mt,tu you: {ob tbt det- 
reR of Creaturet)ireuld turn renew me vitb your eya. Take 
notice tbat I am fa Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what ycur 
tmne Lt>ue,»ill out of tbii aduijt you, folio*. & be vijbetycu 
all baf>pfaefe,tbat remafaet ley all to bit yore, and your enerea- 



Jing fa Loue. 

Oh for a Horfe with wings : Hear'ft thou Pifaniei 
He is at Milford-Hauen : Read, and tell me 
How farre 'tis thither. If one of meane affaires 
May plod it in a weeke,why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? Then true Pifanio, 
Who long'ft like me, to fee thy Lord; who long'ft 
(Oh let me bate)but not like me : yet long'ft 
But in a fainter kinde. Oh not like me : 
For mine's beyond, beyond : fay.and fpeake thicke 
( Loues Councilor Ihould fill the bores of hearing, 
To'th'fmothering of the Senfe)how farre it is 
To this fame blefTed Milford. And by'th'way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as | 
T'inherite fuch a Hauen. But firft of all, 
How weimay flcale from hence: and for the gap 
That we (hall make in Time, from our hence-going, 
And our rcturne, to excufe : but firft, how gcr hence. 
Why fhould excufe be borne or ere begot ? 
Weele talke of thatheereafter. Prythee fpeake, 
How many ftore of Miles may we well rid 
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Twixt houre, and houre ? 

Pif. One fcore 'twixt Sun, aim jun, 

Madam's enough for you ! and too much too. 

Two. Why, one that rode to's Excution Man, 
Could neuer go fo flow i I haue heard of Riding wagers, 
Where Horfes haue bin nimbler then the Sands 
That run i'th'Clocks behalfe. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid my Woman faigne a SicknefTe,fay 
She'le home to her Father; and prouide me prefently 
A Riding Suit : No coftlier then would fit 
A Franklins Hufwile, 

Tifa. Madam, you're be ft confider. 

Into. I fee before me( Man) nor heere, not heere; 
Nor what enfues but haue a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee, 
Do as I bid thee : There's no more to fay: 
AccetTible is none but Milford way. 



Scena Tertia. 



( Belaritu,Guiderm, 



Btl. A goodly day, not to keepe houfe with fuch, 
Whofe Roofe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes,th'u gate 
Inftruds you how t'adore the Heaucns; and bowes you 
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch'd fo high, that Giants may iet through 
And keepe their impious Turbonds on, without 
Good morrow to the Sun. H.iile thou faire Hea 
We houfe i'th'Rocke,yet vfc thee not fo hardly 
As prouder liuers do. 

Guid. Haile Heauen. 

Aruir. Haile Heauen. 

Bel j. Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yond hill 
Your legges are yong : lie tread thefe Flats. Confider, 
When you aboue perceiue me li ke a Crow, 
That it is Place, which leffen's.and fets off, 
And you may then rcuolue what Tales, I haue told you, 
Of Courts.of Princes; of the Tricks in Warre. 
This Sower, M notSeruice; fo being done, 
But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 
Drawes vs a profit from all things we fee : 
And often to our comfort, fhall we finde 
The fharded-Bcetle,in a fafer hold 
Then is the full-wing'd Eae le. Oh this life, 
Is Nobler, then attending for a checke : 
Richer, then doing nothing for a Babe: 
Prouder, then ruftling in vnpayd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine, 
Yet keepes his Bookc vncros'd : no life to ours. 

Gw.Out of your proofe you fpeak:we poore vnflcdg'd 
Haue neuef wing'd from view o'th'neft; nor knowes an 
What Ayre's from home. Hap'ly this life is beft, 
(If quiet life be beft)fweeter to you 
That haue a fhtrper knowne. Well correfponding 
With your (litre Age; but vnto vs.it is 
A Cell of Ignorance : trauailing a bed, 
A Prifon.or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ftride a limit. 

Arui. What Ihould we fpeake of 
When we are old as you f When we (hall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December ? How 
In this our pinching Caue,<hall we dilcourfe 
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The freezing hourcs away ? We haue feene nothing : 
We arc bo Illy; fubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate t 
Our Valour is to chace what flyes : Our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prifon'd Bird, 
And Cng our Bondage freely. 

Bel. How you Ipcakc. 
Did you but know the Citties Vfuries, 
And felt them knowingly : the Art o'th'Court, 
As hard to leaue, as keepe : whofc top to climbe 
Is certaine falling : or fo (lipp'ry, that 
The feaie's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th'Warre, 
A paine that onely fremes to feeke out danger 
1'th'name of Fame, and Honor, which dyes i'th Jearch, 
And hath as oft a fUnd'rous Epitaph, 
As Record of faire A€k. Nay, many timer 
Doth ill deferue, by doing well : what's worfe 
Mnft curt'fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
The World may readc in me : My bodic's mark'd 
With Roman Swords j and my report, was < 
Firft, with the beft of Note. Cyklint lou'd 
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my : 
Was not farre off : then was I as a Tree 
Whofe boughes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 
Sbooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaucs, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gut. Vncertaine fauour. 

'Bel. My fault being nothing (as I haue told you oft) 
But that two Villaincs, whofe falfe Oathes prcuayl'd 
Before my perfect Honor, fwore to Cymbelint, 
1 was Confederate with the Romanes : fo 
Followed my Baniwment, and this twenty yeeres, 
This Rocke, and thefe Dcmefnrs, haue bene my World, 
Where 1 haue liu'd at honcft frccdome, payed 
More pious debts to Hcaucn, then in all 
The fore-end of my time. But, vp to'th'Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that (hikes 
The Venifon firft, fhall be the Lord o'th'Fcilt, 
To him the other two fhall minilter, 
And we will feare no poyfon, which attends 
In place of greater State : 
lie meete you in the Valleyes. 
How hard it is to hide the fparkes of Nature ? 
Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to'th'King, 
Nor Cymbchne dreames that they are aliuc. 
They thinkc they arc mine, 
And though train'd vp thus meanely 
I'th'Caue, whereon the Bowc their thoughts do hit, 
The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 
In Ample and lowe things, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the tricke of others. This Pa/adour, 
The heyre of Cymbeline and Britaine, who 
The Ring his Father call'd Guideriu . lone, 
When on my three-foot ftoole I fit, and tell 
The warlike feats I haue done, his fpirits flye out 
Into my Story : fay thus mine Enemy fell, 
And thus I fet my foote on's necke, euen then 
The Princely blood flowes in his Cheeke, he fweats, 
Straines his yong Nerues, and puts himfelfe in pofture 
That adh my words. The yonger Brother Cadwait, 
Once Aruiragut, in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my (peech, and fhewes much more 
His owne conccyuing. Hcarkc, the Game is rows'd, 
Oh Cymbeline, Hcauen and my Conlcience 
Thou didd'ft vniuftly banifti me : whereon 



At three, and two yeeres old, I ftolc thefe Babes, 

Thinking to barre thee of Succeffion, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands. Euripbile, 

Thou was't their Nurfe, they took thee for their mother, 

And euery day do honor to her graue : 

My felfe Beiarnu, that am Mergan call'd 

They take for Naturall Father. The Game is vp. E*k. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter Pijanio aid Imogen. 

Into. Thou told'ft me when we came fro horfe, y place 
Was ncere at band : Ne're long'd my Mother fo 
To fee me fiift, as I haue now . Pifanie, Man : 
Where is Pcjibumtu t What is in thy mind 
That makes thee ftare thus ? Wherefore breaks that figh 
From th'inward of thee? One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond felfe-explication. Put thy felfe 
Into a hauiour of lefTe feare, ere wildrieflc 
Vanquifh my ftayder Senfes. What's the matter? 
Why tender'ft thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke vntender ? Ift be Summer Ncwrs 
Smile too't before : if Winterly, thou nccd'ft 
But keepe that count'nance ftil. My Husbands hand ? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-craftied him, 
And hce's at fome hard point. Speakc man, thy Tongue 
May take off fome extrcamitic, which to reade 
Would be euen mortall to me. 

Pif. Pleafc you rcadc, 
And you fhall finde me (wretched man) a tiling 
The ffloft difdain'd of Fortune. 



Imogen r cadet. 

THy cMiflrsi ( Pifanio ) bath plaide tie Strumpet in my 
"Bed : the Tefiimonies whereof, lyes bleeding in me . I Jf'e.il^ 
net cut if vreakf Sitrmijei, but from prv,fe as ftrong at my 
greefe, and at certaine as J exfetl my Reuenge. That bart t tbim 
( Pifanh ) mufi a8e fir me, if toy Faitb be not tainted vuU the 
breach of bet t ; let thine ewnt bands talpavay ber life : I ihall 
glut thee opportunity at Mtlfird Hnuen. She batb my Letter 
for the purpefe ; vtbere, if thou feare to ftrilfe, and to m.;{e m<e 
certaine it « done, thou art tbt Pander to her dijbenour, and 
equally to me dijhyall. 

Pif. What fhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat alreadie? No, 'tis Slander, 
Whofe edge is (harper then the Sword, whofe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nylc, whofc breath 
Rides on the polling windes, and doth bclye 
All corners of the World. Kings, Quecnes, and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue 
This viperous (lander enters. What cheere, Madam ? 

Imo. Falfe to his Bed ? What is it to be falfe? 
To lye in watch there, and to thinkc on him? 
To wecpe 'twixt clock and clock?If deep charge Nature, 
To breake it with a fearfull dicame ot him, 
And cry my felfe awake 1 That's falfe to's bed ? Is it t 

Pifa. Alas good Lady. 

Imo. I falfe ? Thy Confcience witnelTe -.laebimo, 
{ Thou didd'ft accufe him of Incontinencie, 
1 Thoo then look'dft like a Villaine : now, me thinkes 

I Thy 

_ 



Digitized by Google 



The Tragedie of Cymbehne. 383 



Thy fauours good enough. Some lay of Italy 
( Whole mother was her painting) hath bctraid him : 
Poore I am ftale,a Garment out of fafliion, 
And for I am richer then to hang by th'wallc*, 
I muft be ript : To peecei with me : Oh ! 
Mens Vowc$ are women* Traitors. All good fecming 
By thy reuolt(oh Husband) Hull be thought 
Put on for Villainy j not borne wherc't growes, 
But worne a Baite for Ladies. 
Pi/a. Good Madam, heare me. 

Into. True honeft men being heard, like falfe c/£neas, 
Were in his time thought falfe : and Synem weeping 
Did fcandall many a holy teare : tooke pitty 
From moll true wretched nefle. So thou, Ptfbumut 
Wilt lay the Lcauen on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, fliall be falfe and periur'd 
From thy great faile : Come Fellow, be thou honed, 
Do thou thy Mailers bidding. When thou feeft him, 
A little witnefTe my obedience. Looke 
I draw the Sword my felfe, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (my Heart :) 
Feare not, 'tis empty of all things, but Grecfe : 
Thy Mailer is not there, who wis indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding, (hike, 
Thou mayft be valiant in a better caufe ; 
But now thou feem'ft a Coward. 

Pi/. Hence vile Inftrumcnt, . 
Thou lhalt not damne my hand. 

Imo. Why, I muft dye : 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No Scruant of thy Maftcrs. Againft Selfe-flaughter, 
There is a prohibition fo Diuine, 

That crauens my wcake hand : Come, heere's my heart : 

Something's a-foot : Soft,foff, wee'l no defence, 

Obedient as the Scabbard. What is heerc, 

The Scriptures of the Loyall Lmtatus, 

All turn'd to Heretic ? Away,away 

Corrupters of my Faith, you (hall no more 

Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Foolcs 

Beleeue falfe Teachers : Though thole that are bctraid 

Do feele the Treafon fharpely, yet the Traitor 

Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou Poflbumtu, 

That didd'ft fet vp my difobedience 'gainft the King 

My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuite* 

Of Princely Fellowes, Aalt hecreafter finde 

It is no adle of common pafTage, but 

A ftraine of Rarenefle : and I greeue my fclfe, 

To thinke, when thou ASalt be difedg'd by her, 

That now thou tyrcft on, how thy memory 

Will then be pang'd by me. Prythee difpatch, 

The Lambc entreats the Butcher. Wher's thy knife? 

Thou art too flow to do thy Mailers bidding 

When I defire it too. 

Pi/. Oh gracious Lady : 
Since I recciu'd command to do this bufinefle, 
1 haue not flept one winke. 

Imo. Doo't,and to bed then. 

Pi/, lie wake mine eye-balles firft. 

lmn. Wherefore then 
' Didd'ft vndernke it? Why haft thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
Mine Action ? and thine owne/Our Horfes labour? 
The Time inuiting thee? The pcrturb'd Court 
For my being abfent ? whereunto I ncuer 
Purpole returne. Why haft thou gone fo farre 
To be vn-bent ? when thou haft'une thy (land, 



Th'elefled Deere before thee ? 

Pi/. But to win time 
To loofe fo bad employment, in the which 
I haue confider'd of a courfe: good Ladie 
Heare me with patience. 

Imo. Talke thy tongue weary, fpcake : 
I haue heard I am a Strumpet, and mine care 
Therein falfe ftrooke, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottome that. But fpeake. 

Pi/. Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe againe. 

Imo. Me ft like, 
Bringing me heere to kill me. 

Pi/. Not fo neither : 
But tf I were as wile, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be, 
But that my Mafter is abus'd. Some Villainc, 
I,and fiagular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curfed iniurie. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ? 

Pi/a. No, on my life: 
lie giuc but notice you arc dead, and fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For 'tis commanded 
I (hould do fo : you Hull be mill at Court, 
And that will well confirme it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow, 
What lhall 1 do the while ? Where bide ? How liuc ? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pi/. If you'i backe to'th'Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harlh, noble, fimple nothing: 
That Clotttn, whofe Loue-fuite hath bene to me 
As fear dull as a Siege. 

Pi/. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britaine muft yoa biJc. 

Imo. Where then? 
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that Ihines 5 Diy 5 Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine f I'th'worlds Volume 
Our Britaine feetnes asof it, but not in't : 
In a great Poole, a Swannes-neft, prythee thinke 
There's liuers out of Britaine. 

Pi/. I am moft glad 
You thinke of other place : Th'Ambaflador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen 
To morrow. Now, if you could weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and but difguile 
That which t'appcareit felfe, muft not yet be, 
But by felfe-danger. you Ihould tread a coutfc 
Pretty, and foil of view: yea, happily, neere 
The refidence of Pofibumtu ; fo nie ( at lead) 
That though his Allions were not vifible. yet 
Report Ihould render him hourely to your eare, 
As tniely as he mooues. 

Imo. Oh for fuch m canes, 
Though perill to my modeftie, not death on't 
I would aduenture. 

Pi/. Well then, heere's the point : 
You muft forget to be a Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare, and NicenefTe 
(The Handmaides of all Women, or more truely 
Woman it pretty fclfe) into a waggilh courage, 
Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer'd. Iawcie,and 
As quarrcllous as the Wcaiell : Nay, you muft 
Forget that rareft Treafure of your Checke, 
Expofing it (but oh the harder heart, 

Alaclce 
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Abcke no remedy J to the greedy touch 
Of common-killing Titan: and forget 
Your labourfomc and dainty Trimmcs, wherein 
You made gTe.it June angry. 

/«io. Nay be breefe ? 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. 

Pi/. Firft, make your felfe but like one, 
Fore-thinking this. 1 haue already fit 
('Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hofe, all 
That anfwer to them : Would you in their feniing, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
ram youth of fuch a feafon ) 'fore Noble Loch* 
Prefent your felfe, defire hit feruice : tell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know, 
If that hi* head haue care in Muficke, doubtlefle 
With ioy he will imbrace you : for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, moft holy. Your meane* abroad : 
You haue me rich, and I will neoer faile 
Beginning, nor fupplyment. 

Imt. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Prythee away, 
There's more to be confider'd : but wee'l cuen 
All thrt good time will giue vs. This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Prince* Courage. Away, I prythee. 

Pi/. Well Madam, we muft take a ihort farewell, 
Leaft being mitt, I be fufpc&ed of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Hrere it a boxc, I had it from the Queene, 
What'* in't is precious: If you arc ficke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Drammc of this 
Will driue away diftempcr. To fome (hade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Cods 
Direct you to the beft. 

Jmo. Amen : I thanke thee. Exeunt. 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter Cymbeline, Quteie, dtttn, Luaut, 
and LcrJ,. 
Cym. Thus farre. and fo farewell. 
Luc. Thankes, Royall Sir s 
My Emperor, hath wrote, I muft from hence, 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My Mafteis Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subiecrs (Sir) 
Will not endure his yoake ; and for our felfe 
To (hew lefle Soucraignty then they, muft needs 
Appeare vn-Kinglikc. 

Im. So Sir : I defire of you 
A Conduct ouer Land, to Milford-Hauen. 
Madam.all ioy befall your Grace.and you. 

Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office : 
The due of Honor, in no point omit 1 
So farewell Noble Lmim. 
Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 

Cist. Receiue it friendly : but from this time forth 
I weare it as your Enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the Eoent 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leaue not the worthy Luciiu, good my Lords 
Till he haue croft the Seucrn. Happine*. Exit Lucitu, &c 



Qu. He goes hence frowning : but it honours v» 
That we haue giuen bim caufe. 

dot. Tis all the better, 
Your valiant Britaines haue their wi flies in it. 

Cym. Lucim hath wrote already to the Emperor 
How it goes heere. It fits vs therefore ripely 
Our Chari . our Horfemen be in readinefTe « 
The Powrcs that he already hath in Gallia 
Will foone be drawne to head, from whence he moues 
His warre for Britaine. 

S^u. Tis not fleepy bufincfle, 
But muft be look'd too fpeedily,and ftrongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus 
Hath made vs forward. But my gentle Queene, 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She looke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, then of d-aty, 
We haue noted it. Call her before vs, for 
We haue beene too flight in fuflferance. 

Qu. Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Poflbunrm t moft retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
Tis time muft do. Befeech your Maiefty, 
Forbeare fharpe fpeeches to her. Shce's a Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that word* are ftroke;, 
And ftrokes death to her. 

Enter a Me/fenger. 

Cym. Where i» (he Sir } How 
Can her contempt be anfwcr'd ? 

Me/. Pleafe you Sir, 
Her Chamber* are all lock'd, and there** no anfwer 
That will be giuen to'th'lowd of noife, we make. 

Qu. My Lord, when Lift I went to vifit her, 
She pray'd me to excufe her keeping clofc, 
Whereto conftrain'd by her infirrnitie, 
She fhould that dutie leaue vnpaide to y>u 
Which dayly tne wa* bound to proffer 1 this 
She wiflTd me to make knowne t but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doores lock'd ? 
Not feene of late? Grant Hcauens, that which I 
Feare.prouefalfe. Exit. 

Qu. Sonne. I fay, follow the King. 

Out. That man of hers, Ti/anh, her old Scruant 
I haue not feene thefe two daye*. Exir. 

!%u. Go, looke after : 
Pijanh, thou that ftand'ft fo for Te/ehumtU, 
He hath a Drugge of mine : I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by fwallowing that. For he beleeues 
It is a thing moft precious. But for her, 
Where is (he gone ? Haply difpaire hath feix'd her ; 
Or wing'd with feruourof her loue, flic'* flownc 
To her dcfir'd Pc/ibumta : gone (he is, 
To death, or to difhonor, and my end 
Can make good vfe of either. Shee being downe, 
I haue the placing of the Brittim Crownc. 

Enter Cist en. 
How now, my Sonne/" 

Clot. Tis ccrtaine (he is fled : 
Go in and checre the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Si.. All the better : may 
This night fore-ftall him of the comming day. Exit Qu. 

CIs. I loue, and hate her : for (he's Faire and Royall, 
And that (he hath all courtly parts more exuuifite 

Then 
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Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euery one 
The beft (he hath, and (he of all compounded 
Out-fellet them all. I loue her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Fauourt on 
The low Poflbvmut, (lander* fo her judgement, 
That what'* elfe rare, it choak'd : and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede, 

To be reueng'd vpon her. For, when Foolci (hall 

Enter Tifanio. 
Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah ? 
Come hither : Ah you precious Pandar, Villaine, 
Where is thy Lady ? In a word, or elfe 
Thou art ftraightway with the Fiends. 

Pif. Oh, good my Lord. 

Cio. Where is thy Lady ? Or, by Iupiter, 
I will not aslce againe. Chile Villaine, 
He haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to finde it. Is (he with Prfbumtu ? 
From whofc fo many waights of balenefle, cannot 
A dram of worth be drawnc. 

Pif. Alas, my Lord, 
How can (he be with him / When was (he mifc'd ? 
He is in Rome. 

Clot . Where is (he Sir ? Come neerer : 
No farther halting : fatisfie me home, 
What is become of her ? 

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

Cio. All-worthy Villaine, 
Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once, 
At the next word : no more of worthy LorJ : 
Speake, or thy filence on the infttnt, is 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 

Pif. Then Sir : 
This Paper U the hiftorie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Cio. Let's fee't : I will purfue her 
Euen to jiugufiu Throne. 

Pif. Or this, or peri lb. 
She's farre enough, and what he lcarncs by this, 
May prouc his trauell, not her danger. 

C/a. Humh. 

Tif. He write to my Lord (he's dead : Oh Imogen, 
Safe mayft thou wander, fafe returne agen. 
GW. Sirra, is this Letter true r 
Tif. Sir, as I thinke. 

C/ot. It is Poftbutma hand, I know't. Sirrah, if thou 
would'ft not be a Villain, but do me true feruice: vnder- 
go thofe Imploymcnts wherin I (hould haue caufe to vfe 
thee with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy foe re I 
bid thee do to performe it, diredly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honcft man : thou fhould'ft neither want 
my meancs for thy relet fc, nor my voyce for tby prefer- 
ment. 

Pif. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou ferue mee ? For fincc patiently and 
conftantly thou haft ftucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Begger Pcftbumia, thou canft not in the courfe of grati- 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ferue 
mee f 

Pif. Sir, I will. 

Cio. Ciue mee thy hand, h cere's my purfe. Haft any 
of thy late Matters Garments in thy poflellion ? 

Pifan. I haue (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leaue of my Ladie Ic Mi- 
ftrelfc. 

Clt. The firft feruice thou daft mee, fetch that Suite 
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hither, let it be thy firft feruice, go. 

Pif, I flull my Lord. Exit. 

do. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen : ( I forgot to aske 
him one thing, He remember't anon: ) euen there, thou 
villaine Poftbumut will 1 kill thee. I would thefe Gar- 
ments were come. She faide vpon a time ( the bitternefle 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that <hee held the very 
Garment of Poftbttmm, in more refpect, then my Noble 
and naturall perfon ; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe wil I ra- 
ui(h her : firft kill him, and in her eyes; there (hall (he fee 
my valour, which wil then be a torment to hir contempt. 
He on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my Luft hath dined (which, as I 
fay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes that (he fo 
prais'd s)to the Court He knock her backe, foot her home 
againe. She hath defpis'd mee reioyciogly, and He bee 
merry in my Reuenge. 

Eater Pifuih. 
Be thofe the Garments? 

Pif. I, my Noble Lord. 

Cio. How long is't fince (he went to Milford-Hauen ? 
Pif. She can fcarfe be there yet. 

Co. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defigne. Be 
but dutious, and true preferment (hall tender it felfe to 
thee. My Reuenge is now at Milford, would I had wings 
to follow it. Come, and be true. Exit 

Pif. Thou bid'ft me to my lode : for true to thef, 
Were to proue falfe, which I will neuer bee 
To him that it moft true. To Milford go, 
And finde not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow, flow 
You Heauenly blcllings on her : This Fooles fpeede 
Be croft with ftownefle ; Labour be his meedc. Exit 



Scena Sexta. 



Enter Imogen alette. 
Into. I fee a mans life it a tedious one, 
I haue tyr'd my felfe .• and for two nights together 
Haue made the ground my bed. I (hould be ficke, 
But that my refolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top, Pifinio (hew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a kenne. Oh loue, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched : fuch 1 mcane, 
Where they (hould be relceu'd. Two Bcggers told me, 
I could not miffe my way. Will poore Folkcs lye 
That haue Afflictions on them, knowing 'tit 
A punifhment, or Triall / Yes; no wonder, 
When Rich-ones fcarfe tell true. To hpfe in Fulnefle 
Is forer, then to lye for Neede : and Falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, then Bcggers. My deere Lord, 
Thou art one o th'falfe Ones : Now 1 thinke on thee, 
My hunger's gone j but euen before, I was 
At point to finke, for Food. But what is this? 
Heere is a path too't ; 'tis fome fauage hold : 
I were beft not call ; I dare not call : yet Famine 
Ere clcane it o're-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards : HardnefTe euer 
Of Hardinefle it Mother. Hoa? who't heere ? 
If any thing that't ciuill, fpeake s if fauage, 

Take, 
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Take, or lend. Hoa ? No anfwer? Then lie enter. 
Bert draw my Sword ; and it mine Enemy 
But feare the Sword like me, hee l fcarfcly looke on*t. 
Such a Foe, good Heauens. Exit. 


(After long abfence) fuch is your*. Moft welcome ! 
Be fprightly, for you fall 'mongft Friends. 

Imo. 'Mongft Friends T 
If Brothers : would it had bin fo, that they 
Had bin my Fathers Sonne*, then had my prize 
Bin lefle, and fo more equall ballafting 
To thee Pefibumui. 

'Bel. He wring* at fome diftrefle. 

Gui. Would I could free't. 

Arm. Or I, what ere it be, 
What paine it coft, what danger : God* ! 

'Bel. Hearke Boyes. 

Ima. Great men 
Thit had a Court no bigger then this Caue, 
That did attend themfelurs, and had the vrrtue 
Which their owne Confcience fcal'd them : laying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peere thefe twainc. Pardon me God*, 
I'ld change my fexe to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatut falfe. 

'Bel. It Hull be fo : 
Boyes wee'l go drefle our Hunt. Faire youth come in ; 
Dilcourfe is hcauy, fafting : when we haue lupp'd 
Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 
So farre as thou wilt fpeake it. 

Gui, Pray draw neere. 

Arui. The Night to'th'Owle, 
And Morne to th'Larke lefle welcome. 

Imo. Thanke* Sir. 

Arui. I pray draw neere. Exeunt. 

Scena Oclaua. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Uttlar'tui, Guideritu, and Aruiragut. 

Del. You Volidore haue prou'd bed Woodman, and 
Are Matter of the Feaft : Cadwa/l, and I 
Will play the Cooke, and Seruint, 'tit our match : 
The iweat of induftry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes too. Come, our ftomacke* 
Will make what's homely, fauoury : Wearineffe 
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftie Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houfe, that keep'ft thy felfe. 

Gui. I am thraughly weary. 

Arui. I am wcake with toyle, yet ftrong in appetite. 

Gut. There is cold meat i'th'Caue, we'l brouz on that 
Whil'ft what we haue kill'd, be Cook'd. 

Bet. Stay, come not in : 
But that it eatei our viGuallcs, I mould thinke 
Heere were a Faiery . 

Gui. What's the matter, Sir ? 

'Bel. By Iupiter an Angell : or if not 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Diuinenefle 
No elder then a Boy. 

Enter Imzgen. 

Jms. Good milters harme me not : 
Before I enter'd heere, 1 call'd, and thought 
To haue begg'd, or bought, what 1 haue took : good troth 
I haue ftolnc nought, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold ftrew'd i'th'Floore. Heere's money for my Meate, 
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone 
As I had made my Mcale , and parted 
With Pray'r* for the Prouider. 

Gui. Money ? Youth. 

tAru. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt, 
As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of thofe 
Who wormip durty Gods. 

Imo. 1 fee you're angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I mould 
Haue dyed, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whether bound * 

Imo. To Milford-Hauen. 

'Bel. What's your name i 

Imo. Fidett Sir : I haue a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
I am Mine in this offence. 

'Bel. Prythee ( fairc youth ) 
Thinke vs no Churles : nor meafure our good mindes 
By this rude place we liue in. Well encountered, 
Tis almoft night, you (hall haue better cheere 
Ere you depart; and thanket to ftay, and eate it : 
!>o\c», oici mm welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 
I fliould woo hard, but be your Groome in honefty : 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arui. He make't my Comfort 
He is a man, He loue him as my Brother : 
And fuch a welcome as I'ld giuc to him 


Enter two Reman Senators, and Trihunei. 

\.Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperors Writ ; 
That fince the common men are now in AcYion 
'Gainft the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weake to vndertake our Wanes againft 
The falne-ofT Britainet, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this bufinefle. He create* 
Luciut Pro-Confull : and to you the Tribune* 
For thit immediate Leuy, he commands 
Hi* abfolute Commiftion. Long liue Ctrfar. 

Tri. It Lucius Gcnerail of the Force* ? 

i.Sen. I. 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 

1 .Sen. With thofe Legion* 
Which I haue fpoke of, whereunto your leuie 
Muft be fuppliant : the word* of your Commiftion 
Will tye you to the number*, and the time 
Of their d'rf patch. 

Tri. We will difcharge our duty. Exeunt. 


zAftus Ouartus. Scena IPrima. 


Enter Gotten alone. 
Clot I am neere to'th'place where they ihould meet, 
if Pijanio haue mapp'd it truely. How fit hit Garments 
feme me? Why mould hi* Miftrit who wa» made by him 

that 
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that made the Taylor, not be fit too/ The ratheT (fauing 
"uerence of the Word ) for 'tU (aide a Woman! fitnelTe 
co mes by fits : therein I mult play the Workman, 1 dare 
'Peake it to my felfe, for it is not Vainglorie for a man, 
and his Glade, to confer in his owne Chamber; I meanr, 
the Lines of my body are as well drawne as his ; no lefle 
young, more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond bim in the aduantage of the time, aboue him in 
Birth, alike conuerfant in generall feruicet, and more rc- 
markeable in (ingle oppofitions; yet this imperfcuerant 
Thing loues him in my defpight. What Mortalitie is T 
Pofibumu, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
(boulders) (hall within this houre be otT, thy Miftris in« 
forced, thy Garments cut to pceces before thy face : and 
all this done, fpurnc her home to her Father, who may 
(happily) be a little angry for my fo rough vfage: but my 
Mother hauing power of his teftinefle, (hall turne all in- 
to my commendations. My Horfe is tyed vp fate , out 
Sword, and to a fore purpofe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very defcription of their meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter 'BeUriui , Guideriul , Aruiragui , and 
Imogen from the Cine. 

Bel. You are not well : Remaine heere in the Caue, 
Wee'l come to you after Hunting. 

Arui. Brother, (fay hecre : 
Are we not Brothers ? 

Inn. So man and man would be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, 
Whole dull is both alike. I am very (icke, 

Gui. Go you to Hunting, He abide with him. 

Imo. So ficke I am not, yet I am not well : 
But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feeme to dye, ere ficke : So plcafe you, leaue me, 
Sticke to your Iournall courfe : the breach of Cuftome, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort 
To one not foc'uble : I am not very ficke, 
Since I can real'on of it : pray you truft me heere, 
He rob none but my felfe, and let me dye 
Stealing fo poorely. 

Gui. 1 loue thee : I haue fpoke it, 
How much the quantity, the waight as much, 
As I do loue my Father. 

'Be/. What? How? how ? 

Arui. If it be finne to fay fo (Sir) I yoake mee 
In my good Brothers fault : I know not why 
I loue this youth, and I haue heard you fay, 
Loue's reafon's, without reafon. The Beere at doore, 
And a demand who is't (hall dye, I J J lay" 
My Father, not this youth. 

'Bet. Oh noble ftraine \ 
O worthinefle of Nature, breed of GreatneiTe I 
"Cowards father Cowards ,ic Bafe things Syre Bace ; 
"Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace. 
I'me not their Father, yet who this (hould bee, 
Doth myracle it felfe, lou'd before mee. 
Tis the ninth houre o'th'Morne. 

Arm. Brother, farewell. 
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Imo. I wi(h ye fport. 
•Arui. You health. 



-So pleafe you Sir. 



Imo. Thefe are kinde Creatures. 
Gods, what lyes I haue heard : 
Our Courtiers fay, all's fauagc, but at Court ; 
Experience, oh thou difproou'ft Report. 
Th'emperious Seas breeds Monfters ; for the Di(h, 
Poore Tributary Riuers, as fweet Fill* : 
I I am ficke dill, heart-ficke; Pijanio, 
! He now tafte of thy Drugge. 

Gui. I could not (litre him : 
' He faid he was gentle, but vn fortunate; 
Dilhonciily afflicted, but yet honcft. 

Arui. Thus did he aufwer me 1 yet faid hecreafter, 
I might know more. 

Bel. To'th'Field, to'th'Field : 
Wec'l leaue you for this time, go in, and reft. 
Arui. Wce'l not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not ficke, 
For you muft be our Hufwifc. 

Imo. Well, or ill, 
I am bound to you. Exit. 

'Bel. And (hal't be euer. 
This youth, how ere diflrcft,appeares he hath had 
Good Anceftors. 

Arui. How Angell-Iike he lings I 
Gui. But his neate Cookerie ? 
Arui. He cut our Rootes in Characters, 
And fawc'ft our Brothes, as Iu*o had bin ficke, 
And he her Dieter. 

Arui. Nobly he yoakea 
A fmiling, with a figh . as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile : 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would Aye 
From fo diuine a Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 

Gui. I do note, 
That greefe and patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their fpurres together. 

Arui. Grow patient, 
And let the ftinking-Eldcr (Greefe) vntwine 
Hi» perifliing roote, with the encreafing Vine. 

Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who's there? 
Enter Cloten. 

Clt. I cannot finde thofe Runnagates, that Villaine 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 

Bel. Thofe Runnagates ? 
Mcanes he not vs ? I partly know him, 'tis 
Cloten, the Sonne o'th'Queene. I feare fome Ambuftt : 
I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet 
I know 'tis he : We are held as Out-Lawes : Hence. 

Gui. He is but one : you, and my Brother (earch 
What Companies arc neere : pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. 

Oat. Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus? Some villaine-Mountainers? 
I haue heard of fuch. What Slaue art thou/ 

Gui. A tiling! 
More flauifh did I ne're, then anfwering 
A Slaue without a knockc. 

Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theefe. 

Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue not I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? A heart, as bigge : 
Thy words I grant are bigger : for I weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art : 

Why 
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Why I fhould yeeld to thee? 

Clot. Thou Villaine bafe, 
Know'ft me not by my Cloathes ? 

Gui. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall t 
Who u thy Grandfather : He made thofe cloathes, 
Which (at it fcemes) make thee. 

C/«. Thou precious Varlet, 
My Taylor made them not. 

Gui. Hence then, and thinke 
The man that gaue them thee. Thou art fome Foole, 
I am loath to beate thee. 

Clot. Thou iniurious Theefe, 
Hcare but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. What's thy name I 

Go. CI :tn y thou Villaine. 

Gui. Qloten, thou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
T would moue me fooner. 

Clot. To thy further fcare, 
Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou (halt know 
I am Sonne to'th'Queene. 

Gui. I am forry f'or't : not feeming 
So worthy ai thy Birth. 

Clot . Art not afeard ? 

Gui. Thofe that I reuerc~.ee, thofe I feare : the Wife: 
At Foole* I laugh : not fcare them. 

Clot. Dye the death : 
When I haue flaine thee with my proper hand, 
He follow thofe that euen now fled hence : 
And on the Gates of LudfTwne fet your heads: 
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 

Enttr Btlar'm and Aruiragtu. 

Bel. No Companie's abroad ? 

Arui. None in the world : you did miftake him fure. 

Bel. I cannot tell : Long is it fince I faw him, 
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of Fauuor 
Which then he wore • the fnatches in his voice, 
And burft of fpeaking were as his : I am abiolute 
'Twas very Cloten. 

Arui. In this place we left them ; 
I with my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay be is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fcarfc made vp, 
I meane to man ; he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors : For defect of Judgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare. 

Enter Guideritu. 

But fee thy Brother. 

Gui. This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purfe, 
There was no money in't : Not Hercules 
Could haue knock'd out his Braines, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

'Bel. What haft thou done ? 

Gui. I am perfect what : cut off one CV item head, 
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore 
With his owne fingle hand heel'd take vs in, 
Difplace our heads, where (thank* the Gods) they grow 
And let them on Ludt-Tovne. 

'Bel. We are all vndone. 

Gui. Why, worthy Father, what haue we to loofe, 
But that he fwore to take, our Liues ? the Law 
Protects not vs, then why fhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant peece of flcfh threat v,," 
Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himfelfc ? 



For we do feare the Law. What company 
Difcouer you abroad ? 

<Bei No fingle foule 
Can we fet eye on : but in all fafe reafon 
He mult haue fome Attendants. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but mutation, I, and that 
From one bad thing to worfe : Not Frenxie, 
Not abfolute madneffc could fo farre haue rau'd 
To bring him hecre alone : although perhaps 
It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee 
Caue hcere, hunt heere, are Out-lawet, and in time 
May make fome llronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might breake out, and fweare 
Heel'd fetch vs in, yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he fo vndertaking, 
Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground we feare, 
If we do feare this Body hath a taile 
More perillous then the head. 

Arui. Let Ord'nance 
Come as the Gods fore-fay it 1 howfoere, 
My Brother hath done well. 

■lh:'. 1 had no minde 
To hunt this day : The Boy Ftdelet fickcneffe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With his owne Sword, 
Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him : lie throw't into the Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fillies, bee's the Quecnes Sonne, Get en, 
That's all I rcake. Exit. 

'Bel. I feare 'twill be reueng'd t 
Would (Pclidort) thou had'ft not done't : though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arui. Would I had done't : 
So the Reuenge alone purfu'dc me : Polidvi 
I loue thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robb'd me of this deed : I would Rcucnges 
That poffible ftrength might meet, wold feek vs through 
And put vs to our anfwer. 

Bel. Well, 'tis done ; 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger [ 
Where there's no profit. 1 prythee to our Rocke, 
You and Fidele play the Cookes : lie ftay 
Till hafty Polidore returne, and bring him 
To dinner prefently. 

Ami. Poore ficke Fiitk. 
He willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
I I'd let a parifh of fuch Clotent blood, 
And praifc my felfe for charity. Exit. 

Bel. Oh thou GoddefTe, 
Thou diuine Nature j thou thy felfcthou blason'ft 
In thefc two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his fweet bead ; and yet, as rough 
(Their Royall blood cnchaPd) as the rud'ft winde, 
That by the top doth take the Mountainc Pine, 
And make him ftoope to th'Vale. 'Tis wonder 
That an inuifible tnftincl fhould frame them 
To Royalty vnlearn'd, Honor vntaught, 
Ciuility not feene from other : valour 
That wildely growes in them, but yeelds a crop 
As if it had beene fow'd : yet ftill it's ftrange 
What Clotent being heere to vs portends, 
Or what his death will bring vs. 

Enter Guidtrau. 

Gui. Where's my Brother ? 

I 
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1 h'ue f ent CJount Clot-pole downe the ftreamc, 

In Embaflie to hi* Mother; his Bodie's hoftage 

For hit returne. Solemn Muficb^. 

'Bel. My ingenuous Inftniment, 
( Hcarke Polidore)'it founds: but what occafion 
Hath Cadwal now to giuc it motion ? Hcarke. 

Gui. h he at home ? 

'Bel. He went hence euen now. 

Gui. What does he meane ? 
Since death of my deer'ft Mother 
It did not fpeake before. All folemne thing* 
Should anfwer folemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 
Is lollity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes. 
Is Cad*all mad ? 

Enter Aruiragm, vitb Imogen dtad, bearing 
ber inbu Armet. 

'Bel. Looke, hecre he comes, 
And brings the dire occafion in his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Aral. The Bird is dead 
That we haue made fo much on. I had rather 
Haue skipt from ftxteene yeares of Ag-, to fury : 
To haue turn'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 
Then haue feene this. 

Gui. Oh fweereft, fayreft Lilly t 
My Brother weares thee not the one halfe fo well, 
As when thou grcw'ft thy felfe. 

BeL Oh Melancholly, 
Who euer yet could found thy bottome? Fmde 
The Ooze, to (hew what Coaft thy fluggifti care 
Might'ft eafileft harbour in. Thou bleffrd thing, 
Ioue knowes what man thou might'ft haue made : but I, 
Thou dyed'ft a moft rare Boy, of Melancholly. 
How found you him ? 

Arui. Starke, as you fee : 
Thus fmiling, as fome Fly had tickled (lumber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at i his right Cheeke 
Rrpofing on a Cufoion. 

Gui. Where? 

Arui. O'th'floore: 
His armes thus leagu'd, I thought he flept, and put 
My clowted Brogues from off my fcete, whofe rudeneffe 
Anfwer d my fteps too lowd. 

Gui. Why, he but (leepes s 
If he be gone, hee'l make his Graue, a Bed : 
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes will not come to thee. 

Arui. With fayreft Flowers 
Whil'ft Summer lafts, and I Hue heere, Fidtle, 
He fweeten thy fad graue : thou malt not lacke 
The Flower that's like thy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veincs : no, nor 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to (lander, 
Out-fweetned not thy breath : the Raddocke would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore (naming 
Thofe rkh-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and forr'd Moffe befides. When Flowres are none 
To winter-ground thy Coarfe 

Gui. Prythee haue done, 
And do not play in Wench-tike words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let vs bury him, 
And not protradi with admiration, what 
Is now due debt. To'th'graue. 

Arui. Say, where (hall's lay him ? 
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Gui. By good Euripbile, our Mother. 

Arui. Bee't fo : 
And let vs ( Ptlidcre) though now our voyces 
Haue got the mannifli cracke, fing him to'th'ground 
As once to our Mother : We like note, and words, 
Saue that Euripbile, muft be Fidele. 

gui. Cadvall, 
I cannot fing : He weepe, and word it with thee 5 
For Notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfc 
Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye. 

Arui. Wee'l fpeake it then. 

Bel. Great greefes I fee med'eine the lefle : For Cl»ttn 
Is quire forgot. He was a Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though meane, and mighty rotting 
Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence 
(That Angell of the world) doth make diftinclion 
Of place 'tweene high, and low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Gui. Pray you fetch him hither, 
Tberfitet body is as good as Aiax, 
When neyther are aliue. 

Ami. If you'l go fetch him, 
Wee'l fay our Song the whil'ft : Brother begin. 

Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muft lay his head to th'Eaft, 
My Father hath a rcafon for't. 

Arui. *Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then, and remouc him. 
Arui. So, begin. 

SONG. 

Guid. Feart no mere the bent* o'tb'Sun, 
Nor the furicui Wtnttn ragrt, 
Tbou thy mrldly taikjbaft don, 
Hime art gen^and tane thy vaget. 
Gulden /..-./■..;■' :' Girlei all muft. 
At Cbimney-Sveepert come to duft . 

A rui . Feare no more tbe Jrtwne »' lb' 'Great, 
Tbou art paft tbe Tirantt jfrsafa 
Care no more to cloatb and eate, 
To tbee tbe Reede u as tbe Oa{e : 

Tbe Setptrr, Learning, Pbyjicly muft, 
All folio* (bit and tome to duft. 
Guid. Feare no mere tbe Lightning fta/b. 
Arui. Nor tb' all-dreaded Tbunderfton*. 
Gui. Feare not Slander , Crnfure raft). 
Arui. Tbou baft fni/h'd loy and moot. 
Both. %All Louert young, all Louert muft , 

Qonftgne to tbee and tome to duft, 
Guid. , No Exoreifor barm* tbee, 
Arui. Nor nc vriteb-craft ebarme tbee. 
Guid. Cjbvft vnlaid forbeare tbet, 
Arui. Nothing ill come neere tbet. 
Both. Quiet eonfumation baue, 
And renowned be tby graue. 
£nter Belarha vritb //* body ofCloten. 
Gui. We haue done our obfequics : 
Come lay him downe. 

'Bel. Hecre's a few Flowres, but 'bout midnight more : 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o'th'night 
Are ftrewings fit'ft for Graues : vpon their Face*. 
You were as Flowres, now wither "d : euen fo 
Thefe Herbelet* (hall, which we vpon you ftrew. 
Come on, away, apart vpon our knees : 
The ground that gaue them frrft, ha's them againe : 
Their pleafure* here are paft.fo are their painc. Exeunt. 

b b b Imogen 
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Imogen av^i^ti. 
Ye* Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? 
I thanke you : by yond bulk? pray how farre thcther T 
'Odi pittikins t can it be fixe mile yet •' 
I haue gone all night : 'Faith, lie lye downe, and flecpc. 
But foft; no Bedfellow f Oh Gods, and Goddeffes.' 
Thefe Flowret are like the pleafure* of the World ; 
This bloody man the care on't. 1 hope I dreame : 
For fo I thought I was a Caue-kecper, 
And Cooke to honeft Creature*. But 'tis not fo: 
Twas but a bolt of nothing, (hot at nothing, 
Which the Braine make* of Fumes. Our very eyes, 
Are fometimes like our Iudgcments, blindc. Good faith 
I tremble ftill with fcare : but if there be 
Yet left in Heauen, as fmall a drop of pittic 
As a Wrens eye ; fear'd Gods, a part of it. 
The Dreame's heere ftill : euen when I wake it U 
Without me, a* within me : not imagin'd, felt. 
A headlefle man ? The Garment* of Pdibumui ? 
I know the dupe oft Legge : this is his Hand : 
His Foote Mercuriall : hit martiall Thigh 

The brawnes of Htreultt t but hi* Iouiall face 

Murther in heauen / How » 'tis gone. Pijanio. 
All Curfes madded Hecuba gaue the Grecke*, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee : thou 
Confpir'd with that IrTegulout diuell Cieten, 
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd Ti/anie, 
Hath with hit forged Letter* (damn'd Pijume) 
From this mod braueft veffell of the world 
Strooke the maine top ! Oh Poftbumm, alas, 
Where is thy head? where'* that? Aye me ! where't that ? 
Pifanie might haue kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left thit head on. How mould this be, Pifanie} 
'Tit he, and Cleten : Malice, and Lucre in them 
Haue laid thi* Woe heere. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Druggc he gaue me, which hee faid wa» preciou* 
And Cordiall to me, haue I not found it 
Murd'rous to'th'Senfe* f That confirmes it home : 
This it Pijanit't deede, and Cleten : Oh ! 
Giue colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may Ice me to thofe 
Which chance to finde vs. Oh, my Lord ! my Lord ! 
Enter Luc'm.Captainei t and a Sotthjayer. 

Cap. To them, the Legions garrifon'd in Gallia 
After your will, haue croft the Sea, attending 
You heere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippet: 
They are heere in readineffe. 

Lot. But what from Rome ? 

Cap, The Senate hath ftirr'd vp the Confiner*, 
And Gentlemen of Italy, mod willing Spirit), 
That promifc Noble Seruice : and they come 
Vnder the Conduct of bold Iacbime, 
Syenna'i Brother. 

Luc. When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o'th'winde. 

Luc. This forwardneffe 
Make* our hope* fairc. Command our prefent number* 
Be mufter'd : bid the Captaine* looke too't. Now Sir, 
What haue you dream'd of late of this warres purpofe. 

Sooth. Laft night, the very Gods dicw'd me a vifion 
(I faft.and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus: 
1 faw Ioucs Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Weft, 
There vanidi'd in the Sun-bcamcx, which portends 
(Vnlcffe my finne* abufe my Diuination) 



Succeffe to th'Roman hoaft. 

Luc, Drcamc often fo, 
And neucr falle. Soft hoa, what truncke is heere 9 
Without his top ? The ruinc fpcakes, that fomctime 
It was a worthy building. How? a Page? 
Or dead, or deeping on him ? But dead rather : 
For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed 
With the defunct, or fleepe vpon the dead. 
Let'* fee the Boyet face. 

Cap. Hee't aliue my Lord. 

Luc. Hee l then inftruct v* of thi* body : Young one, 
Informe vs of thy Fortune*, for it fecmc* 
They crauc to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ft thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwile then noble Nature did ) 
Hath alter'd that good Picture? What's thy intereft 
In this fad wracked Howcamet? Whois't? 
What art thou? 

Ime. I am nothing ; or if not, 
Nothing to be were better : This was my Mafter, 
A very valiant Biitaine, and a good, 
That heere by Mountaineer* lyes ilaine : Alas 
There i* no more fuch Matters : I may wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out fdr Seruice, 
Try many, all good : feme truly : neuer 
Finde fuch another Mafter. 

Luc. ' Lac ke, good youth i 
Thou mou'ft no lelTe with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding : fay hi* name, good Friend. 

Ime. Richard du Champ : If I do lye, and do 
No harme by it, though the God* heare, I hope 
They'l pardon it. Say you Sir f 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo'ft approue thy felfe the very fame : 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith ; thy Faith, thy Name : 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay 
Thou (halt be fo well mafter'd, but be fure 
No leffe belou'd. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, ftiould not looner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 

Ime. lie follow Sir. But firft.and't pleafc the Cod*, 
He hide my Mafter from the Flies,as deepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leauet & weeds, I ha* ftrew'd his graue 
And on it faid a Century of prayer* 
(Such a* I can)twice o're, He weepe,and fighe, 
And leauing fo hi* feruice, follow you, 
So pleafe you entertaine mee. 

Luc. I good youth, 
And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties : Let vt 
Finde out the prctticft Dazird-Plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Graue: Come, Armc him : Boy hee'sprefcrr'd 
By thee, to v»,and he dull be intcrr'd 
A* Souldier* can. Be cheercfull ; wipe thine eye*, 
Some Falle* are meanes the happier to arife. Exeunt 



Scena Tertia. 



Enter Cymbeline. Lcrdi, and Pij'anio. 
Cym. Againe : and hting me word how 'tit with her, 
A Feauour with the abfetice of her Sonne ; 

A 
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A midnelTc, of which her life's in danger : Heaucns, 
How deeply you at once do touch mc. Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone i My Quecne 
Vpon a defperate bed, and in a rime 
When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
So needfull for this prefent ? It ftrikes me, part 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needl muft know of her departure, and 
Doft feeme fo ignorant, wee'l enforce it from thee 
By a (harpe Torture. 

Tif. Sir, my life is yours, 
I humbly fet it at your will : But for my Miftris, 
I nothing know where ihe rcmaines : why gone, 
Nor when (he purpofes returne. Befeech your Higbnes, 
Hold me your loyal) Seruant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that Ihe was milling, he was hcere ; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and ih .11 performe 
All parts of his fubieftion loyally. For CJten, 
There wants no diligence in feeking him, 
And will no doubt be fuund. 

Cym. The time is troublcfome t 
Wee'l (lip you for a feafon, but our iealoufie 
Do's yet depend. 

Lard. So pleafe your Maicfty, 
The Romaine Legions, all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your daft , with a fupply 
Of Romaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fent. 

Cym. Now for the Counfaile of my Son and Queen, 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

Lard. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can affront no lefle (ready t 

Then what you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
The want is, but to put thofe Powres in motion, 
That long to moue. 

Cym. I thanke you : let's withdraw 
And meete the Time, as it icckes vs. We feare not 
What can from Italy annoy vs, but 

We greeue at chances heere. Away. Exeunt 

Pija. I heard no Letter from my Mafter,fince 
1 wrote him Imogen was flaine. 'Tis Orange : 
Nor heare I from my Miftris, who did promife 
To yeeld me often tydings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Chun, but remaine 
Pcrplext in all. The Heaucns ftill muft worke : 
Wherein I am falfe. I am honeft : not true, to be true. 
Thcfe prefent warres (hall finde 1 loue my Country, 
Euen to the note o'th'King, or He fall in them : 
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer'd. 
Fortune brings in fume Boats, that are not fleer *d. Exit. 



Scena Quarta. 



Enter < Betariui,Guidtriui,& Aruiragui. 
Cut. The noyfe is round about vs. 
'Pel. Let vs from it. 

•Arui. What pleafure Sir, we finde in life, to loeke it 
From Action, and Aduenturc. 

Gut. Nay, what hope 
Hauc we in hiding vs? This way the Rcmaines 
Muft, or for Britaines (lay vs or receiue vs 
For barbarous and vnnaturall Reuolts 
During their vfe,and (lay vs after. 



'Bel. Sonncs, 
Wee'l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v.. 
To the Kings party there's no going: newnefle 
Of CJcteni death (we being not knowne, not muftcr'd 
Among the Bands) may driuc vs to a render 
Where we haue liu'd; and fo extort from's that 
Which we haue done, whofe anfwer would be death 
Drawne on with Torture. 

Cut. This is (Sir)a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becomming you, 
Nor fatisfying vs. 

Arui. It is not likely. 
That when they heare their Roman horfes neigh, 
Behold their quartered Fires ; haue both their eyes 
Aud tares fo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will wafte their time vpon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

'Bel. Oh, I am knowne 
Of many in the Army 1 Many yeeres 
(Though Clottn then but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And befides, the King 
Hath not deferu'd my Seruice, nor your Loucs, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding ; 
The certainty of this heard life, aye hopeiefle 
To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be ftill hot Summers Tan lings, and 
The ihrinking Slaues of Winter. 

Gui. Then be fo, 
Better to ceafe to be. Pray Sir, to'th'Army .• 
I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your lelfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo ore-grownc, 
Cannot be aueftion'd. 

Arui. By this Sunne that (hines 
He thither : What thing is't, that I neuer 
Did lee man dye, fcarlc euer look'd on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ? 
Neuer bedrid a Horfc (aue one, that had 
A Rider like my lelfe, who ne're wore Rcwcll, 
Nor Iron on his hecle/ I am alham'd 
To looke vpon the holy Sunne, to haue 
The benefit of his bleft Beames, remaining 
So long a poore vnknowne. 

Gui. By heauens He go, 
If you will blelTe me Sir, and giuc me leaue, 
He take the better care : but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me,by 
The hands of Romaincs. 

Arui. So fay 1, Amen. 

'Btl. No reafon 1 (fince of your liuea you fet] 
So flight a valewation) (hould relerue 
My crack'd one to more care. Haue with you Boycs; 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye, 
That is my Bed too ( Lads )and there He lye. 
Lead.lead; the time feems long, their blood thinks from 
Till it flye out.and (hew them Princes borne. Exeunt. 



sail 



Actus Quintus. Scena 'Prima. 



Enter Pefibumut alone. 
Pift. Yea bloody cloth, He keep thee : for I am wiiht 
Thou ihould'ft be coluur'd thus. You married ones, 
If each of you (hould take this courfe, how many 
Muft murther Wiues much better then thcmlclues 

b b b 2 For 

ST 
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For wrying but a little ? Oh Pijank, 
Eucry good Seruant do'* not all Commands: 
No Bond, but to do iuft one*. Gods, if you 
Should haue 'tine vengeance on my fault*, I 
Had liu'd to put on this : fo had you (aued 
The noble Imogen, to repent, and ftrooke 
Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 
You fnatch fome hence for little faults ; that's loue 
To haue them fall no more : you fome permit 
To fecond illes with illes, each elder worfe, 
And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift. 
But Imogen is your owne, do your bell willes. 
And make me bled to obey. I am brought hither 
Among th'ltalian Gentry, and to fight 
Againft my Ladies Kingdome : Tis enough • 
That (Brit . I haue kill'd thy Miftris : Peace, 
He giue no wound to thee : therefore good ~ 
Heare patiently my purpofe. He difrobe me 
Of thci'e Italian weedes, and fuite my felfe 
As do's a Britain Fez ant : fo He fight 
Againft the part I come with : lb lie dye 
For thee (O Imogen) euen for whom my life 
Is euery breath, a death : and thus, vnknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of peri 11 . 
My felfe He dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits (how. 
Gods, put the ftrength o'th'Leenati in me : 
To mime the guize o'th'world, I will begin, 
The fafliion lesTe without, and more within. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 



Enter Lutitu , lacbimo , and the Rcmane Army at one dmre : 
and the Uritaine Army at another : Leonatut Peftbumiu 
Jilhving like a foere Souldier. They march oner , and goe 
cut. Then enter again in Skjrmijb lacbimo and P*itbu- 
mm : be vanquijbttb and dijarmetb lacbimo, and then 
leauei bim. 



lac. The heauineffe and guilt within my iwwk, 
Takes off my manhood : I haue belyed a Lady, 
The Princefle of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Natures, haue fubdu'de me 
In my profeffion ' Knighthoods,and Honors 
As I weare mine tare titles but of fcorne. 
If that thy Gentry (BritaineJ go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is, that we fcarfe are men, and you are GoJ Jes. Exit. 
The Battaile continuet,tbt Br it air et Jiy , Cymbeline it 
taken | Tbtn enter to bit rejeue, Beliarm , Cuiderhu , 
aid Aruiragut. 
Bet.Stznd, ftjnd,we haue th'aduantage of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts vs, but 
The villany of our fcarcs. 

Cm. Ami. Stand, ftand,tand fight. 

Enter Pcfibumut ,and ftcondt tie Britain ft. Tbey Rtfctte 
Cymbeline, and Exeunt. 
Then er.ttr Lucius, lacbimo, and Imngen. 
Luc. Away boy from the Troopes,and (aue thy felfe: 
For friends kil friends, and the diforder's fuch 



As warre were hood-wink'd. 

lac. Tis their frefii fupplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn'd (hangely : or betimes 
Let's re-inforce, or fly. 



Scena Tertia. 



The 



Enter Poflbumul , and a Britaine Lord. 
Lor. Cam'ft thou from where they made the (land ? 
Poft. I did, 



u it f< 



the Fliers ? 



Lo, I did. 

P--JI. No blame be to you Sir, for all was loft, 
But that the Heauens fought : the King himfelfc 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken, 
And but the backes of Britaines feene ; all flying 
Through a (Irak Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with (laught'ring : hauing worke 
More plentifull, then Tooles to doo't I ftrooke downe 
Some mortally, fome (lightly touch'd, fome falling 
Mcerely through feare,that the ftrait paffe was damm'd 



With deadmcn,hurt bchinde,and Cowards 1 
To dye with length'ned flume. 
Lo. Where was this Lane ? 

Po/f.Clofe by the battell,ditch'd, tc walPd with turph, 
Which gaue aduantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honcftone I warrant) who deferu'd 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two (tripling! (Lad j more like to run 
The Country bafe, then to commit fuch (laughter, 
With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 
Then thofe for preferuation cas'd, or (hame) 
Made good the pillage, cryed to thofe that fled. 
Our e Britainet hearts dye flying, not our men, 
To darkneffe fleete foules that flye backwards; (land, 
Or we arc Romanes, and will giue you that 
Like beads, which you (hun beaftly, and may faue 
But to looke backe in frowne : Stand, (land. Thefe three, 
Three thouland confident, in aclc as many : 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft do nothing. With this word Hand, (land, 
Accomodated by the Place ; more Charming 
With their owne Nobleneffe, which could haue turn'd 
A Didaffe, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes { 
Part (hame, part fpirit renew'd, that fome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a finne in Warre, 
Damn'd in the firfl beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lyons 
Vpon the Pikes o'th'Huntcrs. Then begannc 
A (lop i'th'Chafer ; a Retyre : Anon 
A Rowt, confufion thicke : forthwith they flye 
Chickens, the way which they ftopt Eagles : Slaues 
The ftridei the Viflors made : and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o'th'need : hauing found the backe doore open^ 
Of the vnguarded hearts : heauens, how they wound, 
Some (lainc before fome dying . fome their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th'former waue, ten chae'd by one, 
Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty: 
Thofe that would dye, or ere refill, are growne 
The mortal! bugs o'th'Field. 

Lor- 
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Lard. This was flrange chance : 
A narrow Lane,an old man, and two Boyes. 

Poft. Nay, do not wonder at it •' you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you heare, 
Then to worke any. Will you Rime vpon'r, 
And vent it for a Mock'rie ? Heere is one : 
"Two 'Be \ ft, an Oldman ( twice a !■-,'.! Lane, 
il Prefer ud the 'Britaiieet, va* tbe Romanes bant. 

Lor J. Nay, be not angry Sir. 

Poft. Lacke,to what end ? 
Who dares not Hand his Foe, He be his Friend : 
For if hee'l do, as he is made to doo, 
I knowhee'l quickly flye my friend (hip too. 
You haue put me into Rime. 

Lord. Farewell, you're angry. Exit. 

Poft. Still going ? This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery 
To be i'th'Field.and aske what newes of me : 
To day, how many would haue giuen their Honours 
To haue fau'd their Carkafles? Tooke heele to doo't, 
And yet dyed too. I, in mine owne woe charm 'd 
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groane, 
Nor feele him where he llrooke. Being an vgly Mender, 
Tis flrange he hides him in frelh Cups, foft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath moe mini iters then we 
That draw his kniues Tth'War. Well I will finde him : 
For being now a Fauourer to the Britaine, 
No more a Britaine, I haue refum'd againc 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 
But yeeld me to the verieft Hinde, that flull 
Once touch my flioulder. Great the (laughter is 
Heere made by'th'Romane ; great the Anlwer be 
Britaines mud take. For me, my Ranfome's death, 
On eyther fide I come to fpend my breath ; 
Which neyther heere He keepe, nor beare agen, 
But end it by fome meanes for Imogen. 

Enter ttro Caftaines, and Soldiers. 

I Great Iupiter be prais'd, Lucitu is taken, 
Til thought the old man, and his fonnes, were Angels. 

* There was a fourth man, in a ully habit, 
That gaue th'Affroni with them. 

1 So 'tis reported : 
But none of 'em can be found. Stand, who's there ? 

Poft. A Roman, 
Who had not now beene drooping heere, if Seconds 
Had anfwer'd him. 

s Lay hands on him : a Dogge, 
A legge of Rome flull not returne to tell 
What Crows haue peckt them here : he brags his feruice 
As if he were of note : bring him to'th'King. 
Enter Cymhefint, Belariut ,Guid*ristt , Aruiragttt, Pi/anio ,and 
Rtmane Caftiuts. Tbe Caftainet prejtnt Pofibumui to 

Cymlxline,»bo deliuert bun euer to a Gaoler, 



Scena Quart a. 



Enter Psfthumus,and Gaoler. 

Gas. You (hill not now be ftolne, 
You haue lockes vpon you : 
So graze, as you finde Paflure. 

i.Gao. I, or a (tomacke. 

Poft. Moft welcome bondage ; for thou art a way 
(I thinke) to liberty: yet am I better 
Then one that's fickeo'th'Gowt,fince he had rather 



Groane fo in perpetuity, then be cur'd 

By'th'fure Phyfitian, Death ; who is the key 

Tvnbarre thefe Lockcs.My Confcicnce,thou art fetter'd 

More then my (hanks, & wrifh-.you good Gods giue me 

The penitent Inftrument to picke that Bolt, 

Then free for euer. Is't enough I am forry ? 

So Children temporall Fathers do appeafe ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Mud 1 repent, 

I cannot do it better then in Gyues, 

Defir'd, more then conflrain'd, to fatisfie 

If of my Freedome 'tis the maine part, take 

No (hitler render of me, then my All. 

1 know you are more clement then vilde men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A fixt, a tenth, letting them thriue againe 

On their abatement ; that's not my defire. 

For Imogens deere life, Cake mine, and though 

Tis not fo deere, yet 'tis a life; you coyn'd it, 

Tweene man, and man, they waigh not euery (lampe: 

Though light, take Peeces for the figures fake, 

(You rather ) mine being yours : and fo great Powres, 

If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And cancell thefe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen, 

He fpeake to thee in (Hence. 

Solemn* Muftckf. Enter (at in an Apparation)$ei/liui Let- 
natrn, Father to Pofthumm ,an old man, at tyred li^e a war. 
rhur, leading in bts band an ancient Matron ( bis wife, & 
Mother to PoBbumut ) with M*fu{e befcre tbem. Then, 
after other Mujicke s folla»es tbe tvo young Leonati ( Bro- 
thers to PoBbumtu ) with wounds as they died in tbe n-arrs. 
They circle Toftbumtu round as be lies Jlctping, 

Sieil. No more thou Thunder-Maftcr 
fhew thy fpight, on Mortal! Flies : 
With Mars fall out with Iuno chide, that thy Adulteries 

Rates,and Reucnges. 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well,i 

whofe face 1 neucr (aw : 
I dy'de whil'ft in the Wombe he ftaide, 

attending Natures Law. 
Whofe Father then (as men report, 

thou Orphanes Father art) 
Thou fliould'ft haue bin, and (heelded him, 
from this earth-vexing fmart. 
cMttb. Lucina lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Thrown, 
That from me was Peftbumus ript, 

came crying 'mong'ft his Foes. 
A thing of pitty. 

Sicil. Great Nature like his A nee (trie, 
moulded the ftuffe fo faire : 
That hed feru'd the praife o'th'Woild, 
as great Sri&ftf heyre. 
j.Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britaine where was hee 
That could (land vp his paralell ? 

Or fruitfull obieft bee ? 
In eye of Imogen, that bed could deeme 
his dignitie. 
Mo. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 
to be exil'd,and throwne 
From Leonati Seate, and caA from her, 

his deerefl one : 
Sweete Imogen ? 

Sc. Why did you fuffer laehimo, (light thing of Italy, 
bbb 3 To 
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To taint his Nobler hart te oniric, with needlefTe'ieloufy, 
AnJ to become the geeke and feorne o'th'others vilany? 
a'Bro. For thi», from ftiller Seats we came, 
our Parents,and vstwaine, 
That ftriking in our Countries eaufe, 

fell braue1y,and were flaine, 
Our Fealty, & Tenantim right, with Honor to maintaine. 
1 Bre. Like hardiment Ptfibumtu hath 
to Cymbtlixt perform'd : 
Then Iupiter. y King of Gods, why haft y thus adiourn'd 
The Graces for his Merits due, being all to dolors turn'd? 
SitU. Thy Chriftall window ope ; looke, 
looke out, no longer exercife 
Vpon a valiant Race, thy harm, and potent iniuriesi 
Maib. Since( Iupiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miferies. 
Scil. Peepe through thy Marble Manfion, helpe, 
or »e poore Ghofts will cry 
To'th'ftining Synod of the reft.againft thy Deity. 
'Bretben. Helpe ( Iupiter) or we appeale, 
and from thy iuftice rlye. 
lu filer dtfcetidi in Thunder and Lightning, fitting vffen an 
Eagle : bee tbriwti a Thunder-hilt. The Gbiftei fall en 
their tjieet. 

Iupiter. No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing : hufli. How dare you Ghoftes 
Accufe the Thunderer, whole Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts. 
Poore ihadowes of Elizium, hence, and reft 
Vpon your neuer- withering bankes of FlowrcS. 
Be not with mortall accidents oppreft, 
No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours. 
Whom belt 1 loue, 1 crofTe ; to make my guift 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhead will vplift t 
His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpent : 
Our Iouiall Starre reign "d at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rife, and fade, 
He fhall be Lord of Lady Imegen, 
And happier much by his Affliction made. 
This Tablet lay vpon his Breft, wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And fo away: no farther with your dinne 
Expreffe Impatience, leaft you (litre vp mine : 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Chriftalline. 

Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Celeftiall 
Was fulphurous to fmell -. the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foote vs : his Afcenfion is 
More fwect then our bleft Fields : his Royall Bird 
Prunes the immortall wing, and cloyrs his Beake, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 
All. Thankcs Iupiter. 

Sit. The Marble Pauement clozes, he is enter'd 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleft 
Let vs with care performe his great beheft. Vanifh 

Pcfi. Slecpe, thou haft bin a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou heft created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh feorne) 
Gone, they went hence fo foone as they were borne t 
And fo I am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 
On Greatneffe, Fauour; Dreame as 1 haue done, 
Wake, and finde nothing. But (alas) I fwerue : 
Many Dreame not to finde, neither deferue, 
And yet are fteep'd in Fauoura ; fo am I 
That haue this Golden chance, and know not why : 
What Fayeries haunt this ground ? A Book.'Oh rare one, 



Afcendi 



Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
Nobler then that it couers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moft vnlike our Courtiers, 
As good, as promife. 

Readts. 

WHen at a Lyent rtbrlpe, Jball te bimjelft vnbjtewn, wiri- 
eiet feeding finde , ami bee tmhrae'd by a pteee ef tender 
Ayre : And vbrti from a fiately Cedar jbafi he i t>: brancbti* 
vbicb being dead many yearet t Jbali after reuiue, bet ioynted te 
the eld Steele , and ftjhly grev, then Jball P-fibumut end hii 
miftries, Britaint ht fortunate, and fleurijb in Peace and Plcn- 
tie. 

'Tis ftill a Dreame : or elfe fuch ftuffe as Madmen 

Tongue, and braine not : either both, or nothing, 

OrfenfelefTe fpeaking,or a fpeaking fuch 

As fenfe cannot vntye. Be what it is, 

The Action of my life is like it, which lie keepe 

If but for fimpathy. 

£»frr Qaeltr. 

Cae. Come Sir, are you ready for death : 

Pcfi. Ouer-roafted rather : ready long ago. 

Cae. Hanging is the word, Sir, if you bee readie for 
that, you are well Cook'd. 

Pcfi. So if I proue a good repaft to the Speaator»,the 
dim payes the (hot. 

Gat. A heauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort 
is you (hall be called to no more payments, fear no more 
Tauerne Bils, which are often the fkdncfle of parting, as 
the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of 
meate, depart reeling with too much drinke : forrie that 
you haue payed too much, and lorry that you are payed 
too much : Purfe and Braine, both empty : the Brain the 
heauier, for being too light ; tic Purfe too light, being 
drawne of heauineffc. Oh, of this contradiction you mall 
now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it lummes 
vp thoufanda in a trice : you haue no true Debitor, and 
Creditor but it : of what's paft, is, and to come, the dis- 
charge : your necke(Sis)is Pen,Booke,and Counters; Co 
the Acquittance followes. 

Pcfi. I am merrier to dye, then thou art to liue. 

Gae. Indeed Sir, he that fleepes, feeles not the Tooth- 
Ache : but a man that were to fleepe your flecpc, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer : for, look you Sir, you know not 
which way you fhall go. 

Pefi. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gae. Your death has eyes in's head then : I haue not 
feene him fo piAur'd : you muft either bee directed by 
fbme that take vpon them to know, or to take vpon your 
felfe that which 1 am fureyou do not know : tor iump the 
•fter-enquiry on your owne pcrill : and how you fhall 
fpeed in your iournies end, I thinke you'l neuer returne 
to tell one. 

Pefi. I tell thee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
direct them fhe way I am going, but fuch as winke, and 
will not vfe them. 

Gae. What an infinite mocke is this, that a man fhold 
haue the beft vfe of eyes, to fee the way of blindneffc : 1 
am fure hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Mtffengtr. 

Mef. Knockeoffhis Manacles, bring your Prifoner to 
the King. 

Pofl. Thou bring'ft good newes, I am call'd to bee 
made free. 

Gae. lie be hing'd then. 

Pefi. Thou malt be then freer then a Gaoler;no bol„ 
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for the dead. 

Gov. Vnlefle a man would marry a Gallowes, tc be- 
get yong Gibbet*, I neuer faw one fo prone : yet on my 
Cunfcience, there are verier Knaues defire to hue, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of them too that dye 
againft their willcs; fo fllould I, if I were one. I would 
we were all of one minde.and one minde good i O there 
were deiolation of Gaoler* and Galowfes : I fpeake a- 
gainft my prefent profit, bat my wiflt hath a preferment 
in't. Exeunt. 



Scena Quinta. 



Enter CymMiiUy'BtlUnu, Guiderhu , Arm- 
ragvt , Pifanio , and Lerdt . 
Cym. Stand by my fide you, whom the Godt haue made 
Prefcruers of my Throne : woe i* my heart, 
That the poore Soutdier that fo richly fought, 
Whole ragges, fliam'd gilded Armes, whofc naked breft 
Stcpf before Targes of proofe, cannot be found : 
He £ball be«happy that can finde him, if 
Onr Grace can make him fo. 

'Bel. 1 neuer law 
Such Noble fury in fo poore a Thing , 
Such precious deeds, in one that promift nought 
But beggery, and poore lookes. 
Cym. No tydings of him » 

ti/a. He hath bin fearch'd among the dead,* liuing ; 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my greefe, I am 
The hey re of his Reward, which I will adde 
To you (the Liuer, Heart, and Braine of Britaine) 
By whom ( I grant) (he Hues. Tis now the time 
To aske of whence you are. Report it. 

'Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen j 
Further to boaft, were neyther true, nor modeft, 
VnlefTe I adde, we are honcft. 

Cym. Bow your knees : 
Arife my Knights o'th'Battell, I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becomming your eftates. 

Enter Cernel'tui and Ladiet. 
There's bufinefTe in thefe faces : why fo fadly 
Greet you our Victory .* you looke like Romainct, 
And not o'th'Court of Britaine. 

Corn. Hayle great King, 
To fowre your happinefle, I muft report 
The Queene is dead. 

Cym. Who worfe then a Phyfitian 
Would this report become ? But 1 confider, 
By Med cine life may be prolonged, yet death 
Will feize the Doctor too. How ended (he? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life, 
Which (being cruell to the world ) concluded 
Mod cmell to her felfe. What (he con reft, 
1 will report, fo pleafe you. Thefe her Women 
Can trip me.if I erre, who with wet chrekes 
Were prefent when (he finilh'd. 

Cym. Piythcc fay. 

Cor. Firft, (he confeft (he neuer lou'd you : onely 
Affected Greatnefle got by you ; not you .• 
Married your Royalty, was wife to your place : 



Abhorr'd your perfon. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 
And but flie fpoke it dying, I would not 
Belecue her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Corn. Your daughter, whom flic bore in hand to low 
With fuch integrity, (he did confefle 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight, whofe life 
(But that her flight preuented it) (he hid 
Tane off by poyfon. 

Cym. O moft delicate Fiend! 
Who is't can reade a Woman ? Is there more ? 

Corn. More Sir, and worfe. She did confefle (he had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke. 
Should by the minute feede on life,and ling'ring, 
By inches wade you. In which time, flie purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, killing, to 
Orecome you with her (hew; and in time 
( When fhe had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into th 'adoption of the Crowne ! 
But fayling of her end by his ffrange abfence, 
Grew ihamelcfle defperate, open'd (in defpight 
Of Heauen ,and Men) her purpofes : repented 
The euils flic hatch'd, were not effected : fo 
Difpayring, dyed. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? 

La. We did, fo pleafe your Highncfle. 

Cym. Mine eye* 
Were not in fault, for (he wa* beautiful! : 
Mine eates that heare her flattery, nor m 
That thought her like her feeming. It 1 
To haue midrufted her : yet ( Oh my Daughter ) 
That it was folly in me, thou mayfl fay, 
And proue it in thy feeling. Heauen mend all. 

Enter Liuiui , Iacbime , and other Roman prifenert, 
Leitattu /•tbi:d,ar.d Imogen, 
Thou comm'ft not Catut now for Tribute, that 
The Britaincj haue rac'd out, though with the loffe 
Of many a bold one : whofe Kinfmen haue made fuite 
That their good foules may be appcas'd, with daughter 
Of you their Captiucs, which our felfe haue granted, 
So thinke of your cftate. 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with vs, 
We (hould not when the blood was cool, haue threaten J 
Our Prifoners with the Sword. But fince the Gods 
Will haue it thus, that nothing but our lines 
May be call'd ranfome, let it come : Sufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can fuffer : 
xAvguflut liues to thinke on't : and fo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 
Let him be ranfom'd t Neuer Mafter had 
A Page fo kinde, fo duteous, diligent, 
So tender ouer his occafions, true, 
So feate, fo Nurfe-like : let hisvertue ioyne 
With my requeft, which lie make bold, your Highnefle 
Cannot deny : he hath done no Britaine harxne, 
Though he haue fcrud a Roman. Saue him (Sir) 
And (pare no blood befidc. 

Cym. I haue furcly fcene him : 
His fauour is familiar to me : Boy, 
Thou had look'd thy felfe into my grace, 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore, 
To fay, line boy : ne're thanke thy Mafter, Hue ; 
And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, He giue it : 

Yea, 
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Yea, though thou do demand a Prifoner 
The Noblcft tane. 

Imt. I humbly thanke your Highnefle.i 

JUf. I do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Jmo. No,no,alacke, 
There's other worke in hand : I fee a thing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Matter, 
Mull muffle for it felfe. 

Luc. The Boy difdainrs me, 
He leaucs me,fcornes me : briefely dye their ioyes, 
That place them on the truth of Cyrle«,and Boycs.j 
Why Hands he fo perplext ? 

Cjm. What would 'ft thou Boy ? 
I loue thee more, and more : thinke more and more 
What's beft to aske. Know ll him thou look'ft on?fpeak 
Wilt haue him Hue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 

Ime. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, 
Then I to your Highneffe, who being born your vaiTaile 
Am fbmething neerer. 

Cjm. Wherefore cy'ft him fo ? 

Ime. He tell you(Sir)in priuate,if you pleafe 
To giue me hearing. 

Cjm. I, with all my heart, 
And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ? 

Ime. Fidtle Sir. 

Cjm. Thou'rt my good youth : my Page 
He be thy Matter: walke with me : fpeake freely. 

Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu'd from death i 

Ami. One Sand another 
Not more refembles that fweet Rofic Lad : 
Who dyed, and was Ftdele : what thinke you / 

Gui. The fame dead thing aliue. 

Bel. Peace, peace, fee further : he eyes vs not, forbeare 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, 1 am fure 
He would haue fpoke to vs. 

Gui. But we fee him dead. 

< Btl. Be filent I let's fee further. 

Pi/a. It is my Mittris : 
Since (he is liuing, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. 

Cjm. Come, (land thou by our fide, 
Make thy demand alowd. Sir, ftcp you forth, 
Giue anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our Greatneffe, and the grace or it 
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture (hall 
Winnow the truth from fallhood. One fpcake to him. 

Ime. My boone is, that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Poft. What's that to him r 

Cjm, That Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours/' 

Jeeb. Thou It torture me to lcaue vnfpoken, that 
Which to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee. 

Cjm. How? me t 

laeb. I am glad to be conftrain'd to vtter that 
Which torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring : 'twas Leenam lewell, 
Whom thou did'ft banilh : and which more may greeue 
As it doth me : a Nobler Sir, ne're liu'd ( thee, 

Twixt sky and ground. Wilt tbou heare more my Lord ? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

huh. That Paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits 
Quaile to remember. Giue me leaue, I faint. 

Cjm. My Daughter? what of hir 'Renew thy -Length 



I had rather thou (hould'ft Hue, while Nature will, 
Then dye ere I heare more : ftriuc man, and fpcake. 

laeb. Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke 
That ttrooke the houre t it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : 'twas at a Fcaft, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyfon*d(or at Icaft 
Thofe which I hcaud to head:) the good Poflbvma, 
(What ihould I fay? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were, and was the beft of all 
Among'ft the rar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly, 
Hearing vs praife our Loucs of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd boaft 
Of him that beft could fpeake : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Vemm, or ftraight-pight Afirtrmi, 
Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition, 
A mop of all the qualities, that man 
Loues woman for, belides that hooke of Wiuing, 
Faireneffe, which ftrikes the eye. 

Cjm. I ftand on fire. Come to the matter. 

laeb. All too foone I ftull, 
Vnleffe thou would'ft greeue quickly. This Piflbumui, 
Mott like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one 
That had a Royall Louer, tooke his hint, 
And ( not difpraifing whom we prais'd, thcrcia 
He was ai calme as vertue ) he began 
His Mittris picture, which, by his tongue, being made, 
And then a minde put in't, either our bragges 
Were crak'd of Kitchen-Trulle&.or his defcription 
Prou'd vs vnfpeaking fottes. 

Cjm. Nay,nay,to'th'purpofe. 

hub. Your daughters Chaftity, (there it beginnes) 
He fpake of her, as c Dian had hot dreames, 
And flu alone, were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Madefcruple of his praife.and wager'd with him 
Peecet of Gold, 'gainft this, which then he wore 
Vpon his honour'd finger) to attaine 
In fuite the place oPs bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery t he (true Knight) 
No letter of her Honour confident 
Then I did truly finde her, ftakes thia Ring, 
And would fo, had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Phoebus Wheele ; and might fo fafcly, had it 
Bin all the worth oPs Carre. Away to Briuine 
Pofte I in this dcfigne : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court, where 1 was taught 
Of your chafte Daughter, the wide difference 
Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing j mine Italian braine, 
Can in your duller Britaine operate 
Mott vildely : for my vantage excellent. 
And to be breefe, my praftife fo preuayl'd 
That I return'd with ftmular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Ltenattu mad, 
By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and thus : auerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got) nay fome market 
Of fecret on her perfon.that he could not 
But thinke her bond of Chaftity quite crack'd, 
I hauing 'tanc the forfeyt. Whereupon, 
Me thinkes 1 fee him now. 

Pcft. I fo thou do'ft, 
Italian Fiend. Aye me, mott credulous Foole, 
Egregious murtherer, Thecfe.any thing 
That's due to all the Villaines patt,in being 
To come. Oh giue me Cord, or knife, or poyfon, 

Some 

iifi- 
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So me vpright luftker. Thou King, fend out 
For Totturort ingenious : it it I 
That all th'abhorred things o'th'earth amend 
By being worfe then they. I am Pofibnmm , 
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lye, 
That caus'd a lelTer villaine then my felfc, 
A facrilegious Theefe to don't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was fl>e ; yea, and (he her felfe. 
Spit, and throw (tones, caft myre vpon me, fet 
The dogges o'th'ftrcet to bay me : euery villaine 
Be call'd Pcftbumm l^vnatui, and 
Be villany leffe then 'twas. Oh Imogen \ 
My Queene, my life, my wife : oh Imogen, 
Imogen, ImcgtK. 

Imo. Peace my Lord, heare. heare. 

Poft. ShalFs haue a play of this* 
Thou fcornfull Page, there lye thy part. 

Ft*/. Oh Gentlemen, helpe, 
Mine and your Miftris J Oh my Lord Pofibumat, 
You ne're kill'd Imogen till now : helpe, helpe, 
Mine honour'd Lady. 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Tijlb. How comes thefe (taggers on mee ? 

Pija. Wake my Miftris. 

Cym. If this be fo, the Gods do meane to ftrike me 
To death, with mortall ioy. 

Pifa. How fares my Miftris ? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gau'ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen. 

Pr/>.Lady,the Gods throw (tones of fulpher on me, if 
That box I gaue you, was not thought by mee 
A precious thing, 1 had it from the Queene. 

Cym. New matter ftill. 

Imo. It poylbn'd me. 

Corn. Oh Gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queene confer), 
Which mull approue thee honeft. If Pajanh 
Haue ((aid (he) giuen hit Miftris that Confection 
Which I gaue him for Cordial!, (he itferu'd, 
As I would feme a Rat. 

Cym. What's this, Corntim > 

Com. The Queene (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To temper poyfons for her, ftill pretending 
The latisfafiion of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde,asCats and Dogges 
Of no efteeme. I dreading, that her purpofe 
Wat of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine (luffe, which being tane, would ceafe 
The prefent powre of life, but in (hort time, 
All Offkei of Nature, (hould againe 
Do their due Functions. Haue you tane of it? 

Imo. Moft like I did, for I was dead. 

11*1. My Boyes, there was our error. 

GW. This is fure Fidelt. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Thinke that you are vpon a Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe. 

Pofl. Hang there like fruite, my foule, 
Till the Tree dye. 

Cym. How now, my Fle(h> my Childe? 
What, mak 'ft thou me a dullard in this Act? 
Wilt thou not fpeake to me ? 

Imo. Your blefting. Sir. 

'Bel. Though you did loue this youth, I blame ye not, 



You had a motiue for't. 

Cym. My teares that fall 
Proue holy- water on thee j Imogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. 1 am forry for't, my Lord. 

Cym. Oh, (he wis naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangely : but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pi/a. My Lord, 
Now feare is from me, He fpeake troth. Lord Cloten 
Vpon my Ladies milling, came to me 
With his Sword drawne,foam'd at the mouth,and fwore 
If I difcouer'd not which way (he was gone, 
It was my inftant death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Mafters 
Then in my pocket, which directed him 
To feeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Maftert Garments 
( Which he infore'd from me) away he poftet 
With ynchafte purpofe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
I further know not. 

Cui. Let me end the Story : I flew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the Gods fore tend. 
I would not thy good deeds, (hould from my lips 
Plucke a hard fentence : Prythee valiant youth 
Deny't againe. 

Gvi. 1 haue fpoke it,and I did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Qui. A moft inciuill one. The wrongt he did mee 
Were nothing Prince-like ; for he did prouoke me 
With Language that would make me fpurne the Sea, 
If it could fo roare to me. I cut ofTt head, 
And am right glad he is not (landing heere 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am forrow for thee : 
By thine ownc tongue thou art condemn'd, and muft 
Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead. 

Imo. That headlefte man I thought had bin my Lord 

Cym. Binde the Offender, 
And take him from our | 

'Bel. Stay, Sir King. 
This man is better then the man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felfe. and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of Cittern 
Had euer fcarre for. Let his Armes alone, 
They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier : 
Wilt thou vndoo the worth thou art vnpayd for 
By tailing of our wrath ? How of defcent 
As good at we ? 

Ami. In that he fpake too farre. 

Cym. And thou (halt dye for't. 

'Bel. We will dye all three, 
But I will proue that two one's are at good 
As I haue giuen out him. My Sonnet, I muft 
For mine owne part, vnfold a dangerout fpeech, 
Though haply well for you. 

Ami. Your danger's ours. 

Guid. And our good his. 

Bel. Haue at it then, by leaue 
Thou hadd'ft (great Kingja Subiect, who 
Was call'd Belariui. 

Cym. What of him? He is a banilh'd Traitor. 

'Bel. He it is, that hath 
Afl'um'd this age : indeed a banilh'd man, 
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Make no Collection of it. Let him fhew 
Hm skill in the construction. 
Lot. PbtUrmmmi. 

Heere.my good Lord, 
lead.and declare the n 



Lmc. 



w; 



Rtadei. 



'Hen m a Lyoni wbelfejball to banfelfe vnbjunrn.witb- 
cul fitting JinJf, and bet tmbracd by a fttct of tender 
Ayrt i And » ben from a ftately Cedar JbalJ be loft brancbei, 
which being dead many ytarti, /bail after mine, bee kynted to 
the old Stoc^e, and frtfrly grow, then frail PJIbmrau end bit 
mijerm, Bntaine be fortunate, and ftourijbm Peace and Plen- 
t'te. 

Thoo Leonatut art the Lyons Whelpe, 
The fit and apt Conftrudrion of thy name 
Being Leonatut, doth import To much: 
The peece of tender Ayre,thy 
Which we call Mdlk Aer, and 
We tenne it Mulier ; which Atmlier I 
Is this mod conftant Wife, who euen now 
Anfwering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Vnknowne to you vnfough t, were dipt about 
With this muft tender Aire. 

Cym. This hath fome feeming. 

Sootb. The lofty Cedar, Royall Cymbeline 
Perfonates thee : And thy lopt Branche»,point 
Thy two Sonne* forth : who by 'Btlariui ftolne 
For many yeares thought dead, are nowreuiu'd 
To the Maiefticke Cedar ioyn'd} whofe Iflue 



Promifes Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 
My Peace we will begin : And Cam Lucm, 
Although the Viaor.we fubmit to Cetjar, 
And to the Romane Empire : promifing 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diffwaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heauens in Iuftice both on her, and hers, 
Haue laid mod heauy hand. 

Sootb. The finger* of the Powres aboue, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace : the Vifion 
Which I made knowne to Luchu ere the ftroke 
Of yet this fcarfe-cold-Battaile, at this infbnt 
Is full accompli/h'd. For the Rotnaine Eagle 
From South to Weft, on wing fairing aloft 
Leften'd her felfe, and in the Beames o'th'Sun 
So vanifii'd j which fore-fliew'd our Princely Eagle 
Th-lmperiall Ofar, (hould againe vnite 
Hi* Fauour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Which flunes heere in the Weft. 

Cym. Laud we the Gods, 
And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Noftrils 
From our bleft Altars. PubliAi we this Peace 
To all our Subtests. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman, and a Brittifh Enfigne waue 
Friendly together : fo' through Ludt-Tovne march, 
And in the Temple of great lupiter 
Our Peace wee'l ratifie i Seale it with Feafts. 
Set on there : Neuer was a Wan* did ceafe 
(Ere bloodie hands were wafiVd) with fuch a Peace. 

Extant. 
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